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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.


Anniversary Surprise

By Raven Merlot

Tyler drummed his fingers nervously against the steering wheel as he navigated the winding mountain road. Beside him, Avery gazed out the window, her face lit with childlike wonder at the spectacular view of pine trees and distant peaks bathed in golden afternoon light.

“Tyler, this is already incredible,” she said, reaching across the console to place her hand on his thigh. “I can’t believe you planned all this without me finding out.”

He smiled, covering her hand with his. “Five years of marriage deserves something special, don’t you think?”

Tyler had indeed planned meticulously—more than Avery could possibly imagine. For months, this anniversary weekend had consumed his thoughts. The secluded luxury cabin, the carefully selected wines, the subtle suggestions to their friend Ethan … all pieces of a puzzle Avery didn’t yet know she was a part of.

“We’re almost there,” Tyler said, his voice steady despite the anticipation building within him. Years of hiding his deepest fantasy—watching Avery with another man—had cultivated an extraordinary patience.

The cabin appeared around the next bend, its large windows reflecting the setting sun. Modern yet rustic, it stood alone among the trees, promising the privacy Tyler’s plan required.

“Oh my God, Tyler!” Avery gasped, sitting up straighter. “It’s perfect.”

He watched her face carefully. At thirty-two, Avery remained as beautiful as the day they’d met—her dark hair tumbling past her shoulders, her eyes bright with intelligence and warmth. Their marriage was good, comfortable even. But lately, he’d sensed something missing in their intimacy, a certain spark that had gradually dimmed.

Tonight would change everything.

“Wait until you see the inside,” he said, parking beside the cabin’s wide porch.

The interior exceeded even the promise of its exterior. Vaulted ceilings with exposed beams, a stone fireplace, plush furniture arranged for conversation and comfort. Floor-to-ceiling windows showcased the mountain views while maintaining complete privacy.

“Tyler, this is …” Avery spun slowly, taking it all in. “This must have cost a fortune.”

“You’re worth it,” he replied simply, setting their bags down. “Why don’t you explore while I open some wine?”

As Avery wandered through the cabin, exclaiming over the king-sized bed and luxurious bathroom with its oversized soaking tub, Tyler checked his phone. A message from Ethan confirmed he was on schedule to arrive in just over an hour.

Tyler’s pulse quickened. Ethan had been the perfect choice—handsome, charismatic, and discreet. Most importantly, he understood the delicate nature of what Tyler was proposing and had agreed to follow his lead.

When Avery returned to the main room, Tyler had a fire crackling in the fireplace and two glasses of red wine waiting. She curled up beside him on the sofa, tucking her feet beneath her.

“To five amazing years,” Tyler toasted, touching his glass to hers.

“And many more,” Avery added, meeting his eyes over the rim of her glass.

For the next hour, they reminisced about their relationship—their first date, the disastrous weekend trip where they’d gotten lost hiking, their wedding day. Tyler guided the conversation subtly toward their intimate life, watching Avery’s reactions carefully.

“Remember that night in Cabo?” he asked, refilling their glasses.

A blush crept up Avery’s neck. “How could I forget? That bartender couldn’t take his eyes off you.”

“Off me?” Tyler laughed. “He was staring at you all night.”

“Well, you were the one who suggested we invite him to join us for a drink.”

“And you weren’t entirely opposed to the idea,” Tyler pointed out, his voice dropping lower.

Avery’s blush deepened. “I was very drunk.”

“But not that drunk.”

Their eyes held for a long moment, a current of unspoken possibility passing between them. Tyler considered pushing further but was interrupted by the sound of tires on gravel outside.

“Are you expecting someone?” Avery asked, her brow furrowing.

Tyler took a deep breath. The moment of truth had arrived.

“Actually, yes. I hope you don’t mind, but I invited Ethan to join us for dinner tonight. It’s been ages since we’ve all caught up.”

Avery’s expression shifted from confusion to surprise. “Ethan? Tonight? I thought this weekend was just for us.”

“It is,” Tyler assured her, squeezing her hand. “He’s just coming for dinner and drinks. I thought it would be fun to catch up—we haven’t seen him since New Year’s.”

Before Avery could respond, a knock sounded at the door.

Tyler stood, giving her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. “It’ll be fun, I promise.”

He opened the door to reveal Ethan, who stood with a bottle of whiskey in one hand and a knowing smile on his face. At thirty-four, Ethan had always possessed an effortless charm that drew people to him. Tonight, he looked particularly handsome in dark jeans and a fitted button-down that emphasized his athletic build.

“There he is,” Tyler announced, embracing his friend with a warmth that concealed their shared secret. “Come in, come in. Avery’s just inside.”

Ethan stepped into the cabin, his eyes immediately finding Avery on the sofa. Something flickered across his expression—appreciation, anticipation.

“Avery,” he said, his voice rich and warm. “You look amazing.”

“Ethan!” Avery exclaimed, rising from the sofa with a genuine smile, despite her initial surprise. She crossed the room and embraced him, her momentary disappointment at the interruption to her romantic weekend already fading in the warmth of seeing an old friend.

Tyler watched them with quiet satisfaction—the way Ethan’s hand lingered slightly on the small of Avery’s back during their hug, the subtle appreciation in Avery’s eyes as she stepped back to look at him. These were the tiny indicators that convinced Tyler his plan could work.

“I can’t believe Tyler managed to keep this a secret,” Avery said, leading Ethan to the seating area. “I had no idea we’d have company this weekend.”

“Just for tonight,” Ethan clarified, glancing at Tyler. “I wouldn’t dream of intruding on your anniversary weekend. But when Tyler mentioned you’d be nearby, I couldn’t pass up the chance to see you both.”

Tyler busied himself with pouring Ethan a glass of wine, his movements deliberate and unhurried despite the anticipation building within him. “Ethan brought an excellent bourbon, too. We can open that after dinner.”

The cabin’s open-concept kitchen allowed Tyler to prepare the meal while keeping an eye on Avery and Ethan as they settled into easy conversation. He’d chosen a simple but impressive dinner—steaks to grill on the deck, a sophisticated salad, and roasted potatoes with herbs. Cooking gave him a natural reason to encourage Ethan and Avery to relax together while he worked.

“Can I help with anything?” Avery called after a while, making a move to stand.

“Not at all,” Tyler insisted. “You two catch up. I’ve got everything under control.” And he did. Every aspect of this evening was unfolding according to his careful design.

As the evening progressed and the wine flowed freely, Tyler observed the subtle shift in dynamics. Avery, initially surprised by Ethan’s presence, had relaxed completely. She laughed more readily, her body language becoming increasingly open. When she spoke, she often touched Ethan’s arm to emphasize a point, each contact lingering slightly longer than the last.

For his part, Ethan played his role perfectly. His attention to Avery was flattering but not overwhelming, his compliments walking the fine line between friendly and flirtatious. When their conversation turned to memories of a beach trip the three had taken years ago, before Tyler and Avery had married, Ethan mentioned how stunning Avery had looked in her bikini.

“She still does,” Tyler interjected from the kitchen, giving Avery a meaningful look. “Even better now, actually.”

A charged silence followed his comment. Avery’s cheeks flushed, and she took a long sip of wine. Ethan’s eyes moved between them, alert to the shift in atmosphere.

Dinner on the deck proved even more successful than Tyler had hoped. The mountain air had cooled to a perfect temperature, and the sky above them blazed with stars rarely visible in the city. Tyler had positioned the outdoor furniture strategically, placing Avery between himself and Ethan at the rectangular table. The arrangement made it natural for both men to focus their attention on her.

“This view is incredible,” Ethan remarked, but his eyes were on Avery rather than the scenery.

“It really is,” Tyler agreed, watching his wife’s profile as she gazed out at the dark silhouettes of the mountains.

After dinner, they moved back inside to the fireplace. Tyler opened Ethan’s bourbon, pouring generous measures into crystal tumblers. The conversation flowed easily, punctuated by laughter and increasingly charged glances. Tyler strategically positioned himself in the armchair, leaving Avery and Ethan to share the sofa.

“Remember that game we used to play in college?” Ethan suddenly asked, swirling the amber liquid in his glass.

“Which one?” Tyler asked, though he knew exactly what Ethan was referring to.

“Truth or dare, but with a twist. If you refused a dare, you had to take a drink.”

Avery laughed. “I remember ending up very drunk playing that with you two.”

“We should play now,” Tyler suggested casually. “For old time’s sake.”

Avery raised an eyebrow. “Seriously? We’re not in college anymore.”

“Exactly why it would be fun,” Ethan said, leaning slightly closer to her. “We’re all adults now. No need to be shy.”

The look Avery gave Ethan was both challenging and intrigued. “Fine. But I’m not doing anything embarrassing.”

“No one’s asking you to,” Tyler assured her, though the gleam in his eye suggested otherwise. “I’ll start. Ethan, truth or dare?”

And so the game began, innocently at first—truths about embarrassing moments, harmless dares to do impressions or share secrets. But as the bourbon level dropped in the bottle, the questions became more personal, the dares more intimate.

“Avery,” Ethan said after Tyler had just completed a dare to remove his shirt and do ten push-ups, “truth or dare?”

Avery hesitated, her eyes slightly unfocused from the alcohol. “Truth.”

“Have you ever been attracted to someone besides Tyler since you’ve been married?”

The question hung in the air. Tyler held his breath, watching his wife intently.

Avery’s eyes flicked briefly to Ethan then away. “Yes,” she admitted softly. “I have.”

“Who?” Ethan pressed.

“That’s another question,” she countered, taking a sip of her bourbon. “My turn. Tyler, truth or dare?”

“Dare,” Tyler said without hesitation.

Avery thought for a moment then smiled mischievously. “I dare you to let Ethan mix you a drink with whatever he wants, and you have to drink it all.”

As Ethan moved to the kitchen area to concoct what would surely be a potent mixture, Tyler caught Avery’s gaze. Something unspoken passed between them—a recognition of boundaries being tested, of possibilities opening up.

When Ethan returned with a disturbingly strong-smelling concoction, Tyler drank it without breaking eye contact with his wife.

Her eyes darkened as she watched him, and Tyler knew his plan was working. The careful groundwork he had laid over months of subtle suggestions, the selection of Ethan as their companion, the secluded setting—all of it was creating exactly the atmosphere of possibility he had envisioned.

“My turn,” Tyler said, setting down the empty glass. “Avery, truth or dare?”

“Dare,” Avery replied, surprising both men with her boldness. The bourbon had warmed her blood, loosening the careful restraint she typically maintained.

Something electric hummed in the air between the three of them, a current of possibility she couldn’t quite name but found herself drawn to nonetheless.

Tyler’s eyes gleamed with an intensity she rarely saw. “I dare you to let Ethan give you a shoulder massage. You’ve been complaining about tension there all week.”

It was such a simple request, innocent even, yet Avery felt the weight of something significant behind it. She met Tyler’s gaze, searching for any sign of hesitation or jealousy, but she found only encouragement.

“Okay,” she agreed, her voice softer than intended.

Ethan moved behind her on the sofa, hovering his hands just above her shoulders. “Is this really all right?” he asked, directing the question to both of them.

“More than all right,” Tyler confirmed, settling deeper into his armchair. “Avery works too hard. She deserves some pampering.”

Ethan’s hands descended on her shoulders, strong fingers finding knots of tension with surprising accuracy.

Avery couldn’t suppress a small gasp at the contact. His touch was different from Tyler’s—more tentative initially, then increasingly confident as he felt her relax into it.

“Is that good?” Ethan murmured.

“Very,” she admitted, eyes fluttering closed as his thumbs worked along her spine.

Tyler watched them, his expression unreadable in the firelight.

The game continued, but with a new undercurrent. Each question, each dare, seemed designed to bring Avery and Ethan closer while Tyler observed from his position of apparent detachment. Yet Avery sensed that her husband was anything but detached—his eyes missed nothing, his suggestions guided the evening with subtle precision.

When Ethan dared Avery to sit on his lap for the next round, Tyler nodded his approval before she could even look to him for guidance.

The shift in physical proximity changed something fundamental in the dynamic between them. Perched on Ethan’s lap, Avery became acutely aware of his body beneath hers, of the heat radiating through their clothes.

“Your turn, Tyler,” Ethan said, resting his hand lightly on Avery’s waist.

“I dare both of you,” Tyler said deliberately, “to show me what it would look like if you kissed.”

The cabin fell silent except for the crackling of the fire. Avery’s heart thundered in her chest. This wasn’t just a game anymore—this was something else entirely.

A realization dawned on her: Tyler had orchestrated this entire scenario, from the isolated cabin to Ethan’s unexpected arrival.

“Tyler,” she began, uncertain what she even wanted to say.

“It’s just a dare, Avery,” he said, his voice gentle but firm. “If you’re uncomfortable, you can always drink instead.”

But discomfort wasn’t what she felt. Confusion, yes. Surprise at Tyler’s suggestion, certainly. But beneath those emotions ran a current of excitement she couldn’t deny.

She turned to look at Ethan, finding his expression both questioning and heated. He wouldn’t make the move without her consent—she recognized that much in his eyes.

“It’s okay,” Tyler assured her from across the room. “I want to see it.”

Those words broke something open inside her. I want to see it. Not I don’t mind or I’ll allow it, but I want this. Her husband, her loving, seemingly conventional husband, was revealing desires she had never suspected he harbored.

With trembling fingers, Avery touched Ethan’s face. His stubble felt rough against her palm, so different from Tyler’s smooth skin. She hesitantly leaned forward, their lips meeting in what was meant to be a brief, perfunctory kiss to satisfy the dare.

But something ignited between them.

Ethan lifted his hand up to cradle the back of her head, and the kiss deepened, becoming something genuine and hungry.

Avery was startled by her own response, by the heat that flooded through her at this forbidden contact.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing heavily, her eyes immediately sought Tyler’s. Instead of jealousy or regret, she found him watching with undisguised arousal, his posture tense with anticipation rather than anger.

“Again,” Tyler said hoarsely. “Kiss her again, Ethan.”

This wasn’t just a fantasy for Tyler, Avery realized with stunning clarity. This was a need—deep-seated and powerful. And instead of feeling used or manipulated, she felt a rush of power. Her husband, who had always been caring but somewhat passive in their relationship, was taking control in a way she’d never imagined possible. And he was doing it by offering her a freedom she hadn’t known she wanted.

“Wait,” she said, suddenly standing from Ethan’s lap.

Both men looked at her, concern crossing their faces. But Avery wasn’t retreating.

She walked deliberately to Tyler, kneeling before his chair. “Is this what you want? Truly?”

Tyler cupped her face, his eyes burning with an intensity that made her breath catch. “I’ve never wanted anything more,” he confessed. “Seeing you with him, but knowing you’re mine—it’s everything I’ve fantasized about.”

“Why didn’t you tell me before?”

“I was afraid you’d think I was strange. That you wouldn’t understand.”

Avery leaned into his touch. “I’m understanding now,” she whispered.

She felt Ethan’s presence behind her, waiting. The three of them were suspended in this moment of decision.

Avery closed her eyes, sorting through the tangle of emotions coursing through her. Excitement. Fear. Curiosity. And beneath it all, a strange sense of liberation.

When she opened her eyes again, she had made her decision.

“Tell me what happens next,” she said to Tyler, surrendering control to him completely.

His smile was transformative—confident and masterful in a way she’d never seen before. This was a new Tyler, one who knew exactly what he wanted and how to get it.

“Go to him,” Tyler instructed, his voice low but commanding. “Show me how beautiful you look in another man’s arms.”

Avery rose, turning to face Ethan. The look they exchanged acknowledged the strangeness of this situation, but also the undeniable attraction that had always simmered beneath their friendly relationship.

As she moved toward Ethan, Avery felt as though she were stepping across an invisible boundary. Whatever happened next would forever change her marriage, her sense of herself, her understanding of desire. Yet instead of fear, she felt exhilarated. Tyler had given her permission to explore a part of herself she’d kept rigidly controlled and, in doing so, had revealed a dominant side of himself that thrilled her.

Ethan opened his arms to her, but his eyes sought Tyler’s, receiving a nod of approval before he pulled Avery close. Their bodies fit together with a chemistry that surprised them both. He traced the curve of her spine, his hand coming to rest at the small of her back.

“You’re sure about this?” he murmured against her hair. “Both of you?”

“Very sure,” Tyler answered from his chair. “I want to watch you make my wife feel good, Ethan. I want to see her let go.”

Avery shivered at his words, at the command in his tone. This was her husband as she’d never seen him—confident, in control, orchestrating a scenario that somehow made her feel both vulnerable and powerful at once.

As Ethan’s lips found hers again, more demanding this time, Avery surrendered to the moment. She was vaguely aware of Tyler moving to sit on the edge of the sofa, close enough to observe every detail but maintaining enough distance to make it clear that, for now, she was Ethan’s to touch.

The boundaries between them blurred as the night deepened. Tyler’s voice guided them, sometimes instructing, sometimes simply appreciating what he saw. His words revealed how long he had fantasized about this moment, how carefully he had planned for it to happen.

For Avery, each touch, each kiss became a revelation. She discovered that desire could be both familiar and strange, that pleasure could come from the most unexpected sources. Most surprising was the connection she felt with Tyler throughout—his eyes never left her, his presence never felt removed despite the physical distance.

In the amber glow of firelight, the cabin became a world apart, a place where normal rules seemed suspended. Avery found herself caught in a dreamlike state where only sensation mattered—Ethan’s hands on her skin, Tyler’s voice directing their movements, the heat building between all three of them.

“Tell her how beautiful she is,” Tyler commanded Ethan, his voice thick with desire as he watched them from his position on the sofa.

Ethan cradled Avery’s face in his hands, his eyes dark with wanting. “You’re exquisite,” he murmured. “I’ve always thought so.”

Avery trembled under his gaze, acutely aware of Tyler watching their every move. What had begun as a game had transformed into something profound, a revelation of desires she hadn’t known existed within their marriage.

“Tyler,” she whispered, needing some reassurance that this reality-bending moment was truly what he wanted.

“I’m right here,” he answered, moving closer but still maintaining the boundary he had established. “This is everything I’ve imagined, Avery. Seeing you like this—free, uninhibited—it’s perfect.”

His words emboldened her. The initial hesitation that had clouded her emotions burned away, replaced by a heady sense of power. Her husband wanted this.

Avery felt herself drifting deeper into a state of heightened awareness. Every touch, every whisper, every command from Tyler seemed to resonate through her entire being. She was acutely conscious of Ethan’s hands on her body, exploring and caressing, while Tyler’s eyes followed their every movement, his gaze intense and possessive.

”You’re doing so well, Avery,” Tyler murmured, his voice sending shivers down her spine. “I’m so proud of you for embracing this.”

Ethan’s lips traced a path down her neck, his breath hot against her skin. “You’re incredible,” he whispered, his hands roaming over her curves with increasing boldness.

Avery gasped as Ethan’s fingers brushed against her most sensitive spots, her body arching into his touch. She felt a surge of wetness between her legs, her arousal growing with each passing moment.

Tyler watched, his own breathing becoming heavier. “Touch her, Ethan.”

Tyler’s command hung in the air, charged with anticipation. Ethan hesitated for a moment, seeking Avery’s silent consent.

She responded by parting her legs slightly, a clear invitation.

Ethan trailed his fingers down her abdomen, pausing at the waistband of her panties. With a gentle tug, he pulled them aside, exposing her to the cool air of the cabin.

Avery bit her lip, her heart pounding in her chest as Ethan’s touch brushed against her folds. She was wet, embarrassingly so, and the knowledge that Tyler was watching only heightened her arousal.

Ethan explored her slowly, teasingly, as if committing every inch of her to memory.

Avery’s hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more contact.

“That’s it, Avery,” Tyler encouraged, his voice low and husky. “Let him make you feel good.”

Ethan’s touch grew bolder, his fingers slipping inside her as his thumb circled her clit. Then he slowed his movements, his fingers easing their rhythm as Avery rode out the aftershocks of her climax.

Tyler smiled, pleased with the display but eager for more. “Enough for now,” he said, nodding to Ethan. “Let’s build her up again.”

Ethan withdrew his hand, leaving Avery trembling and needy.

Tyler stood, moving to sit beside her on the sofa. He kissed her deeply, exploring her mouth with his tongue as his hands roamed her body possessively. “You’re so responsive,” he murmured against her lips. “I love seeing you like this.” He cupped her breasts, teasing her nipples until they hardened into peaks.

Avery arched into his touch, already craving more. But Tyler pulled back, denying her the satisfaction she sought.

“Not yet,” he said, his eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Ethan, why don’t you show Avery what else those skilled hands of yours can do?” Tyler then settled back into his armchair, his eyes fixed on Avery and Ethan. He watched as Ethan trailed kisses down Avery’s neck, his hands caressing her sides. Avery’s breath hitched, her body responding eagerly to Ethan’s touch.

Tyler’s own arousal grew as he witnessed the scene unfold, his wife’s pleasure evident in every shudder and sigh.

Ethan slid his hands lower, hooking into Avery’s leggings and panties. He pulled them off, Avery lifting her ass to help along. Then he lifted her legs over his shoulders and knelt between her spread legs, his face inches from her core. Avery’s hips lifted instinctively, seeking contact.

Ethan blew gently against her folds, the cool air a stark contrast to the heat emanating from her center. Avery whimpered, twisting her fingers in Ethan’s hair.

Tyler leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, completely absorbed in the intimate display. His wife, his love, laid bare and wanting.

Ethan flicked his tongue out, tasting Avery’s arousal. She cried out, her back arching off the sofa.

Tyler’s grip tightened on the armrests, his knuckles turning white as he watched Ethan devour his wife.

Ethan gripped Avery’s hips, holding her in place as he licked and sucked, his movements deliberate and skilled. Avery’s moans filled the cabin, her thighs trembling around Ethan’s head.

Tyler’s own breathing grew ragged, his desire reaching new heights as he witnessed the intimate act. He wanted to touch himself, to relieve the pressure building in his groin, but he resisted. This was about Avery, about her pleasure, about watching her unravel under another man’s touch.

“Look at me, Avery,” Tyler commanded, his voice strained.

Avery’s eyes fluttered open, locking onto his gaze.

“I want to see your face when he makes you come.”

Ethan doubled his efforts, circling his tongue around Avery’s clit with increasing pressure. Avery’s hips bucked wildly, her fingers digging into Ethan’s scalp.

Tyler’s eyes never left Avery’s face, watching as her expression contorted with pleasure. “That’s it, baby,” he encouraged, his voice husky. “Let go. Come for us.”

Ethan slipped a finger inside Avery’s dripping core, curling it expertly as he sucked hard on her clit. Avery’s world exploded. She screamed Tyler’s name, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. Tyler’s own release hit him like a freight train, his cock pulsing in his pants as he watched his wife come undone.

He stood abruptly, unbuckling his belt with shaking hands.

Avery lay limp and sated, Ethan’s head still buried between her legs.

Tyler kicked off his pants, revealing his rigid erection. He moved his hand up and down his cock, his grip tightening as he watched Ethan pleasure Avery, whose cries grew louder, her body tensing as Ethan brought her closer to the edge. Tyler’s breath came in short gasps, his own arousal building again with each passing moment. He wanted to touch Avery, to feel her come apart under his own hands, but he resisted the urge. This was about control, about watching, about seeing his wife unravel at the hands of another man.

Avery slowly sat up, her movements languid and unhurried. She swung her legs off the sofa, standing on slightly wobbly knees.

Tyler watched her intently, his eyes darkening with desire as she approached him. He spread his legs, making room for Avery to lie across his lap. She settled herself comfortably, her head hanging upside down over the side of the sofa, her blonde hair cascading down to the floor. Then she opened her mouth, as she’d done for Tyler hundreds of times.

Ethan looked over to them, a little confused.

“She wants your dick in her mouth,” Tyler said, a giant smile crossing his face. “She gets a little cum-brained after an orgasm, so you have watch what she does.”

Ethan smiled as he walked over to Avery. They made eye contact, and she giggled. Ethan smiled as he slid his pants down to his ankles and his pink, well-sized cock sprang out. He touched the tip to her lips, and her tongue snaked out, getting the head wet.

Ethan slowly pushed forward, feeling her warm mouth envelop him. Avery closed her eyes and accepted his cock moving into her mouth. Ethan then began pushing in and out gently, then with increased speed.

Ethan gripped Avery’s head, threading his fingers through her blonde locks as he began to thrust his hips. He slid his cock in and out of Avery’s mouth, his movements steady and deliberate.

Tyler watched, his eyes dark with desire as he saw his wife’s lips stretch around Ethan’s shaft. He could see the pleasure etched on Avery’s face, despite the tears streaming down her cheeks due to Ethan’s relentless pace.

“That’s it, Avery,” Tyler murmured, his voice husky with arousal. “Take it all.”

Ethan groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent. “She’s so fucking good,” he panted, his grip on Avery’s hair tightening. “I’m close.”

“Wait,” Tyler ordered, his voice firm but gentle. “I want to see you fuck my wife.”

He looked at Avery, his eyes filled with desire and possession. “Get on the sofa, Avery. On your hands and knees.”

Avery pulled away from Ethan’s cock, her lips swollen and glistening with saliva. She climbed onto the sofa, positioning herself as Tyler had instructed, her back arched and her ass lifted invitingly.

Tyler turned to Ethan, a wicked grin spreading across his face. “Have at her,” he said, gesturing toward Avery’s exposed pussy. “Show me how you fuck my wife.”

Ethan needed no further encouragement. He stepped forward, gripping Avery’s hips as he lined himself up with her entrance. With a swift thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, eliciting a loud moan from Avery.

Ethan set a brutal pace, slamming his hips against Avery’s ass with each thrust. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the cabin, punctuated by Avery’s cries of pleasure.

Tyler watched, his hand wrapped around his erection, stroking himself in time with Ethan’s movements. He could see Avery’s pussy stretching around Ethan’s cock, could hear the wet, sucking noises as he plunged in and out of her.

“Harder,” Tyler growled, his eyes locked on the point where Ethan disappeared into Avery’s body. “Fuck her harder.”

Ethan complied, his grip on Avery’s hips tightening as he pounded into her with renewed vigor.

Avery’s body shook with each thrust, her breasts bouncing wildly. Her movements became increasingly erratic, her body flailing wildly as Ethan’s relentless thrusts pushed her closer to the edge. She buried her face in a pillow, muffling her screams of ecstasy as Ethan drove her closer and closer to the edge. and she clawed at the sofa cushions, her fingers digging into the fabric as she struggled to anchor herself against the overwhelming pleasure.

Tyler watched her, his own arousal reaching a fever pitch as he witnessed his wife’s unraveling. Then, without warning, he reached out, grasping Avery’s wrists and pinning them behind her back. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her sweat-slicked skin, his breath hot against her ear. “Not yet,” he commanded, his voice a low growl. “You don’t come until I say so.”

Avery whimpered, her body trembling with the effort to hold back her impending orgasm.

Ethan’s thrusts slowed, his movements becoming more deliberate as he felt Avery’s walls tightening around him. He looked at Tyler, seeking guidance, his own release teetering on the brink.

Tyler’s grip on Avery’s wrists loosened, and then he slid his hands down to her hips. “Come for us, Avery,” he commanded, his voice a low growl. “Show us how much you love this.”

Ethan didn’t hesitate. He resumed his brutal pace, slamming his hips against Avery’s ass with renewed vigor.

Avery’s body bowed, her back arching as her orgasm crashed over her. She screamed, her voice raw with pleasure, as wave after wave of ecstasy washed through her. Her pussy clamped down around Ethan’s cock, her walls pulsing and fluttering as she rode out her climax.

Ethan groaned, his own release hitting him like a freight train. He buried himself deep inside Avery, his cock jerking as he emptied himself into her convulsing channel.

Tyler stood, his legs trembling as he towered over Avery’s prone form. He gripped his shaft tightly, his hand pumping furiously as he watched Ethan’s hips slow, his body spent.

Avery lay beneath Ethan, her chest heaving, her skin glistening with sweat and the evidence of their shared pleasure.

Tyler’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, his own release building rapidly. He aimed his cock at Avery’s face, his eyes locked on to her parted lips, her glazed eyes. “Roll over. Open your mouth,” he commanded, his voice strained.

Avery obediently rolled over and opened her mouth, her tongue darting out to catch the first spurt of Tyler’s hot cum as it erupted from his tip.

He groaned loudly, his hips jerking forward as he painted Avery’s face and chest with his release. Streams of white coated her cheeks, her lips, her chin, dripping down onto her heaving breasts.

As the orgasm dissipated throughout Tyler’s body, he nearly lost his footing. He slowly lowered himself down to floor and looked over at his wife, covered and filled with cum, and at his old friend who’d helped get her there.

***

A while later, after both men cleaned Avery up, they lay tangled together on the thick rug before the fireplace, the flames casting shifting shadows across their skin. Avery found herself nestled between the two men, her body humming with satisfaction, her mind slowly returning to coherent thought.

Tyler stroked her hair gently, his eyes meeting hers with an intensity that took her breath away. In that gaze, she saw not just desire but profound love and gratitude. He had revealed his deepest fantasy to her, and she had embraced it completely.

“Thank you,” he whispered, pressing his lips to her forehead.

Ethan, sensitive to the intimate moment between husband and wife, began to disentangle himself. “I should probably head out,” he said quietly.

Tyler looked up at him. “You could stay. The guest room is made up.”

Avery felt a strange pang at the thought of Ethan leaving so abruptly after what they’d shared. “Stay,” she echoed, surprising herself with how much she meant it.

Ethan studied them both for a long moment before nodding. “If you’re sure.”

As they prepared for sleep—Ethan retreating to the guest room after a somewhat awkward but warm exchange of goodnights—Avery found herself alone with Tyler for the first time since their evening had taken its unexpected turn.

“Are you okay?” he asked as they lay facing each other in the king-sized bed. His voice held a touch of vulnerability she rarely heard.

“I’m more than okay,” she assured him, tracing the outline of his jaw with her fingertips. “But I’m still processing what happened. What it means for us.”

Tyler caught her hand, pressing a kiss to her palm. “It doesn’t have to mean anything beyond tonight if you don’t want it to.”

“And if I do?” The question slipped out before she could consider its implications.

Tyler’s eyes darkened. “Then we have a lot to talk about tomorrow.”

Avery nodded, suddenly exhausted from the emotional and physical intensity of the evening. As she drifted toward sleep in her husband’s arms, she realized that whatever happened next, something fundamental had shifted in their marriage. Tyler had revealed a side of himself she’d never seen—confident, commanding, unafraid to pursue his deepest desires. And she had discovered aspects of herself that both thrilled and frightened her.

***

Morning light filtered through the cabin’s windows, casting long golden stripes across the rumpled bedsheets. Avery woke slowly, her body pleasantly sore, memories of the previous night flooding back in vivid detail. Beside her, Tyler slept deeply, his face more peaceful than she’d seen it in months.

She slipped from the bed and wrapped herself in a plush robe before padding silently to the kitchen. The cabin was quiet, with no sign of Ethan. For a moment, Avery wondered if he had left during the night, but his jacket was still hung by the door.

As she prepared coffee, her mind replayed fragments from the evening—Tyler’s commanding presence, so different from his usual demeanor; Ethan’s gentle but confident touch; her own surprising willingness to surrender to the experience. Had it been the wine and bourbon that lowered her inhibitions, or had she always harbored these desires without acknowledging them?

The guest room door opened, and Ethan emerged, already fully dressed. He hesitated when he saw her, uncertainty crossing his handsome features.

“Morning,” he said quietly, maintaining a respectful distance.

“Coffee?” she offered, holding up the pot.

“Please.”

They sat at the kitchen island, an awkward silence stretching between them as they sipped from steaming mugs. Despite the intimacy they had shared hours before, daylight had restored conventional boundaries.

“About last night,” Ethan began.

“It’s okay,” Avery interrupted. “You don’t need to explain anything.”

“I just want you to know that Tyler planned this for a long time. He loves you deeply—this wasn’t about dissatisfaction or looking elsewhere. It was about …” He trailed off, searching for the right words.

“Control,” Avery finished for him. “I saw that in him last night. A side of him I never knew existed.”

Ethan nodded. “He’s been talking about it for months. I wasn’t sure he’d ever actually go through with it.”

“Months?” Avery set her cup down, surprised. “He’s never once mentioned any of this to me.”

“He was afraid of how you’d react. Afraid you’d think there was something wrong with him, or with your marriage.”

Avery considered this, remembering the vulnerability in Tyler’s eyes when he’d asked if she was okay. The contrast between that moment and the confident, almost dominant man who had orchestrated the entire evening was striking.

“I should go,” Ethan said, finishing his coffee. “You two have a lot to talk about.”

“What happens now?” Avery asked. “Between all of us, I mean.”

Ethan’s expression softened. “That’s for you and Tyler to decide. I’m just grateful to have been part of something special for both of you.” He stood, reaching for his jacket.

As he moved toward the door, Tyler appeared from the bedroom, dressed in lounge pants and a T-shirt, his hair tousled from sleep.

“You’re leaving?” he asked Ethan.

“I think it’s best. Give you two some space.”

Tyler crossed the room toward him, embracing him with genuine warmth. “Thank you,” he said simply.

The two men shared a look of understanding before Ethan turned to Avery.

After a moment’s hesitation, she stepped forward and hugged him, as well, feeling the strange mixture of intimacy and distance that their unique situation had created.

“I’ll walk you out,” Tyler said.

As the two men stepped onto the porch, Avery busied herself preparing breakfast, her mind swirling with thoughts and questions. Through the window, she watched their conversation—Tyler animated, Ethan nodding seriously. There was an easy camaraderie between them that seemed unchanged despite everything that had happened.

When Tyler returned, his expression was thoughtful. “Avery, we need to talk.”

She nodded, setting plates of eggs and toast on the small dining table. “Yes, we do.”

They sat across from each other, the morning sun illuminating Tyler’s face as he struggled to find the right words.

“I should have told you about my fantasies sooner,” he finally said. “I just didn’t know how.”

“You orchestrated all of this,” Avery said, not accusingly but seeking understanding. “The cabin, Ethan’s appearance—it wasn’t a spontaneous thing.”

Tyler met her gaze steadily. “No, it wasn’t. I’ve been thinking about it for a long time—watching you with someone else, directing what happens between you. I’ve tried to ignore it, but the desire just got stronger.”

“Why Ethan?”

“Because I trust him. Because I’ve seen how he looks at you—with appreciation but respect. And because I knew you found him attractive, even if you never admitted it.”

Avery couldn’t deny it. There had always been a subtle electricity between her and Ethan, carefully ignored out of respect for her marriage.

“Were you jealous at all?” she asked, genuinely curious. “Watching us together?”

Tyler shook his head. “That’s what’s strange. I thought I might be, but I wasn’t. I felt … powerful. In control. More connected to you than ever, even when I was just watching.”

Avery reached across the table, taking his hand. “I saw a different side of you last night. You were so confident, so sure of what you wanted. I’ve never seen you like that before.”

“Did you like it?” The vulnerability was back in his eyes.

“I did,” she admitted. “Very much. It was unexpected, but …” She hesitated then decided on complete honesty. “It was incredibly arousing to see you take control that way.”

Relief washed over Tyler’s face. “I’ve always been afraid to show that side of myself. I thought you wanted me to be the safe, predictable husband.”

“I want all of you,” Avery said firmly. “Including the parts you’ve been hiding.”

They ate in silence for a few minutes, both processing the significance of this new honesty between them.

“So, what happens now?” Tyler finally asked, echoing her earlier question to Ethan.

Avery considered carefully before answering, “I think we need to talk more—about what we both want, what our boundaries are. Last night was intense and beautiful, but it was also a huge step into unknown territory.”

Tyler nodded. “And Ethan? Would you want to …?”

“I don’t know,” she answered honestly. “Part of me does. But I also don’t want our marriage to become dependent on having someone else involved.” She paused, gathering her courage. “What I do know is that I want to explore this new dynamic between us. The way you took control last night—I didn’t know how much I needed that.”

Tyler’s expression brightened. “Really?”

“Really. And maybe that’s enough for now—discovering these new aspects of each other.”

As they continued their conversation, Avery’s phone buzzed with a text message. Glancing at it, she saw Ethan’s name on the screen. She hesitated before handing the phone to Tyler.

The message was simple:

Thank you both for last night. Whenever you want to explore again, just say the word.

Tyler looked up from the phone, his eyes meeting Avery’s across the table. Something unspoken passed between them—an acknowledgment of possibility, of a door that had been opened and could not be closed again.

Avery reached for the phone, reading the message herself. Then, with a small smile, she set it facedown on the table and reached for Tyler’s hand. “Let’s enjoy the rest of our anniversary weekend,” she said softly. “Just us.”

Tyler squeezed her hand, tracing circles on her skin. “Just us,” he agreed. “For now.”
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