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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.


Pleasing the Princess

A Cuckolding Short Story

By Raven Merlot and Christi Cabernet

Princess Alira had done her duty. She had smiled at the betrothal feast, danced with stiff grace at the coronation ball, and laid herself bare in the royal chambers each night since. She had let herself be undressed like a mannequin, kissed like an obligation, and entered as if the act itself were a tax to be paid.

Prince Kestrel was handsome in a dull, predictable way—broad shoulders, a chin like a marble carving. His people called him The Falcon, though she saw only a preening bird, too proud of his polished feathers to hunt. His voice had the dry confidence of a man who had never been corrected.

Their union had been political from the start, meant to merge the rivers of her fertile eastern province with the mineral-rich mountains of his. It was a pact signed in ink and blood, and no one had asked Alira what she wanted. Not her father, not her council, and certainly not the prince.

She had hoped, naively, that he might surprise her in private. That behind his stiff public bearing, he might possess some warmth, some curiosity, a hand that lingered. A glance that asked. But no.

Their first night together, he’d told her—told her, without even a question—how his mother had trained his sisters to be modest, silent, obedient.

“Pleasure, for a woman,” he had said, already climbing onto her, “is in service, not sensation.”

He had entered her without preparation, without exploration, like a man inserting a blade into its sheath and admiring his efficiency.

Alira had clenched her jaw, then her fists. That night, she had stared at the ceiling until he had finished. He had rolled off of her with a satisfied sigh and patted her thigh like she was a loyal hound.

Each night after blurred into the same pale shadow of sex: her back arched for him, her voice silent, her eyes dry. He never touched her breasts. Never kissed her thighs. He had never even asked what she liked. His hands were ceremonial. His thrusts perfunctory. A man performing duty, not desire.

She had tried, once, to guide his hand lower, and he’d scoffed. “That’s for common men. Real men don’t beg their women to whimper.”

And so, three weeks into her marriage, the princess found herself at the edge of her silk-draped bed, in a quiet chamber filled with moonlight, pressing her thighs together as the man she was meant to call husband snored beside her, smug and spent.

She stood slowly, not bothering to wrap herself in a robe. Her bare feet sank into the furred carpet as she crossed to the mirror.

Her body was flushed, but untouched. Her nipples stiff, but ignored. A slow, pulsing ache built between her legs—hungry, unsatisfied. She traced her own throat in the mirror, fingers brushing down the slope of her breasts. Her skin looked warm, flushed with heat she had not been given.

The ache turned sharp.

She imagined, just for a moment, what it might feel like to be taken by someone who wanted to make her cry out. Not for politics. Not for power. But for the sound of it.

She looked at herself, looked at her body, and whispered, “No more.”

The words hung in the room like a thrown gauntlet.

She turned, walked to the velvet-draped bell pull, and summoned her handmaid.

The girl entered, groggy, rubbing at her eyes.

“Send for Captain Verek,” Alira said, calm as poured wine. “Now.”

The girl blinked. “At this hour, Your Grace?”

Alira didn’t repeat herself.

*** 

Prince Kestrel entered her chambers shortly after noon the next day, summoned by a note sealed in red wax. He looked annoyed by the disruption. That amused her.

He wore a hunting jacket, leather creaking at the seams, and the faint stink of hounds clung to his boots. He didn’t bow. He never bowed to her.

“You called for me,” he said, as if addressing a servant who’d overstepped.

Alira didn’t rise from her seat. She was draped across the chaise, robe loosely tied, one thigh bare, the golden skin of it catching the sunlight that poured in from the balcony. She sipped wine from a slim crystal stem. She did not offer him any.

“We need to speak,” she said, voice mild.

“If it’s about the council meeting, you can speak to my steward. I’ll not sit through another—”

“It’s about the way you fuck me,” she said, cutting him off like slicing through fruit.

He froze, eyes narrowing.

She let the words hang like perfume in the air then set her glass down slowly, precisely.

“You do not touch me like a man,” she continued. “You ride me like a horse—fast, with no thought but the finish line. I’ve been patient, but I’ve had enough.”

His mouth worked, jaw tensing. “You forget yourself, woman.”

“No,” she said. “You forget me.”

She rose, robe slipping from one shoulder. Not for him. For her own comfort. She moved with the easy grace of someone who had already decided what would happen next.

“You speak of duty,” she continued, “of obedience. But in this country, a princess is not a beast to be mounted. She is not your conquest. She is your queen-to-be. And you have failed her.”

He stepped forward, bristling. “Alira, you’re upset. You’ve been … hormonal. All women are when—”

“Captain Verek,” she said loudly and without turning her head, “enter.”

The chamber door opened. The sound alone shifted the room’s balance.

Captain Verek stepped in with quiet authority. A mountain of a man in a dark uniform, jaw square, shoulders broad enough to block the light. He moved slowly, deliberately. A blade, not yet drawn. He stood at attention beside the door, awaiting her command, saying nothing.

Kestrel turned, incredulous. “What is this?” His voice pitched high. “You dare—”

“Bind him,” Alira said.

A pause. The air turned electric. Then Verek moved—fast, precise, like a predator.

The prince stumbled back, instinct rising. One hand lifted as if to ward off a blow. “This is madness,” Kestrel barked. “I am the heir of … of …”

His voice broke as Verek seized him by the wrists, twisting them behind his back. The prince shouted in pain, kicked wildly. Verek didn’t grunt, didn’t flinch. He subdued him like a man tying down a wild dog—necessary, not personal.

“Unhand me! You’ll be executed for this—Alira! Call him off!”

She didn’t. She watched.

Verek knelt to lash the prince’s ankles then pushed him down to his knees on the rug.

The once-proud heir gasped, hair falling into his eyes. He looked up at her, face red, panicked. “You’re humiliating yourself,” he spat. “You think this will change anything? You’re mine—by law, by—”

“I am not yours,” she said, stepping close. Her voice was ice. “You were loaned to me. A relic from a backward kingdom. And now you’ll serve a different purpose.”

He blinked rapidly, lips trembling, but she was already turning.

Her robe slipped open as she faced the window. She didn’t bother covering herself.

“Captain,” she said, voice low and smooth, “I want to feel something real.”

Verek looked to her once, just once for confirmation.

Her nod was slow. Measured.

Behind her, the prince’s voice cracked with disbelief, panic rising.

She didn’t turn back. She didn’t need to.

Captain Verek stood still, waiting.

Alira faced him fully now. Her robe was loose around her hips, the fabric forgotten. Her breasts were bare, nipples stiff from the cool air and the weight of what was about to happen. She studied the man in front of her—her personal guard, her wall of muscle and silence—and gave a single command.

“Strip.”

Verek obeyed instantly. The belt, the tunic, the boots all came off with measured ease. His movements were clean, practiced. He removed his trousers last, revealing a body hard-earned and utilitarian—broad chest marked with scars, powerful arms, thick thighs, and between them, a cock that made her throat tighten with unexpected want.

The prince let out a noise—small, strangled. Alira didn’t turn to look. He was gagged now, silenced by a length of royal silk. He knelt bound in her chamber, forced to watch the man she had chosen in his place.

She reclined on the bed and spread her thighs, slow and deliberate. The robe fell completely away. Her body was golden in the firelight, gleaming, wet with anticipation.

“Take your time,” she said. “I want him to see every moment.”

Verek climbed onto the bed, reverent in his movements. His hands were warm and broad as they ran up her thighs, his mouth parting to kiss the inside of one with surprising gentleness. When his tongue touched the soft heat of her core, she gasped  like the sound had been yanked from her.

And then she said sharply, “Wait.”

Verek froze.

Alira sat up, pulled herself toward him, and found his mouth with hers. The kiss was deep, desperate, an exchange of heat and hunger. Her hand slid over his chest, fingers tracing the long white scar that curved over his ribs.

“You’ve bled for me,” she whispered.

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to.

Her eyes dropped again, drawn down by gravity, or something deeper. She stared at his cock, now fully erect. It was thick, and long, and proud, veined and heavy, hanging low like a weapon of flesh. The prince could see it, too. She saw his eyes flick toward it, and the flicker of panic that followed.

Alira reached out, her fingertips brushing Verek’s shaft like it might burn her. She curled her hand around it, marveled at the weight, the heat, the way it jumped slightly at her touch.

She began to stroke him slowly, gently.

The guard’s breath caught. He looked down at her, unsure, the mask of control cracking just slightly as her hand slid up and down his cock with careful reverence.

Then she slid off the bed and knelt before him.

Verek stiffened, not from arousal but hesitation. He was not a man used to being worshipped. Certainly not by a princess. His hands hovered, unsure if he should stop her.

The prince let out a muffled protest behind the gag. His eyes were wide with disbelief, rage … and unmistakable arousal. His hips squirmed against the ropes.

Alira turned her head slightly, never letting go of Verek’s cock. “Gag him properly,” she said to the guard. “And move his chair closer. I want him right here. I want him to see what I am.”

Verek moved without a word. He crossed the room, picked up the prince—a noble heir, reduced to furniture—as though he weighed nothing. He gagged him tighter, hoisted the chair directly beside the bed, and dropped him into it like a discarded robe.

The prince flinched at the noise.

Alira met his eyes and smiled then turned back to Verek.

She took him into her mouth. Slow. Worshipful. Her tongue circled the head, her lips slid down his shaft with care. She moaned softly, helplessly, savoring every inch. Her head bobbed, her spit ran, her cheeks hollowed. She used her hands to pump the base while her mouth worked the top, lost in the rhythm, moaning like she was being fucked already.

The prince thrashed. His eyes were wild now. His gag muffled his cries, but the desperation behind them was clear.

She didn’t notice. She didn’t care.

She moaned louder. Her fingers clutched at his thighs as she sucked harder, faster, her whole body responding to the taste of him, the feel of him, the obscene fullness in her mouth.

And then something in her broke open.

She pulled off of him with a wet gasp, strands of spit clinging from lips to cock. Her face was flushed, lips swollen, pupils wide with feral need.

She climbed onto the bed and turned to the guard. “Take me roughly,” she growled. “Like the commonest of whores. Let my husband see how a real man fucks.”

Verek didn’t speak. He flipped her over, pulled her hips back, and plunged into her from behind.

The first thrust drove the air from her lungs, and she wailed.

He rammed into her again, and again, and her voice rose with each brutal snap of his hips. Her hands gripped the sheets, then the headboard. Her eyes rolled back as she screamed his name. Her body slapped back against him like it needed to be destroyed.

The prince watched. Trembled. His own cock had risen, thin and pathetic in comparison, twitching helplessly.

Alira sensed it. Somehow, even in her haze, she knew.

As the orgasm surged up through her spine, she reached one hand out blindly and grabbed him. Her fingers curled around the prince’s cock, still bound, still gagged. It was smaller, softer, but still painfully erect. She squeezed it as she screamed her release, clenching her fist as if choking the life from his manhood.

He thrashed—not from pleasure, not from pain, but from both.

Verek’s hips slammed into her from behind, and Alira’s body jerked with each thrust, an unrestrained, instinctive reaction. Her knees were spread wide on the bed, her spine arched in a deep curve that pushed her ass high, presenting it like an offering. Her mouth hung open in a silent scream, eyes glassy with shock and pleasure.

Her hair stuck to her face in wild strands. Sweat gleamed on her skin. Each time the guard drove into her, a guttural moan ripped free from her throat, primal and raw. She was drooling slightly. She didn’t care.

The prince had never seen her face like this. He’d seen it at banquets, when she smiled politely at foreign dignitaries. He’d seen it in court, when she masked her boredom behind regal poise. He’d seen it in bed—or thought he had—passive and dutiful, eyes dull as she lay still beneath him.

But this?

This face?

He didn’t know this woman.

Her cheeks were flushed with color, her lips slick, her mouth open and slack with ecstasy. Her brow furrowed with every thrust, her eyes wild, feral. Her body rocked with every motion, breasts swinging, ass bouncing, thighs trembling.

She was unrecognizable.

And then she looked at him.

She turned her head slowly, mid-thrust. Her body still rocked forward from the impact of Verek’s cock, but her gaze locked onto the prince’s eyes with terrifying clarity.

It wasn’t rage on her face. It wasn’t vengeance. It was something worse, something ancient.

There was hunger. Madness. The stunned joy of a creature that had found its true purpose.

Her pupils were blown wide. Her mouth hung open, panting.

And still, she stared.

Straight into his soul.

The prince felt his blood chill and heat all at once. His cock twitched helplessly, straining against its own pathetic girth, hard but useless. He made a noise behind the gag, something between a sob and a groan.

She didn’t blink. Her eyes never left him, even as she began to come again.

Her fingers dug into the prince’s cock. Her mouth fell open wider, and a long, guttural wail poured from her as her body convulsed, hips jerking back into Verek’s thrusts like she was begging to be broken.

She looked possessed.

No, not possessed.

Freed.

And he had no part in that freedom.

As she collapsed forward and let out a final shuddering breath, her eyes slid half-closed. Only then did she look away.

Verek never slowed. He mounted her like a beast, roaring with each pulse of his climax, rutting into her until they were both slick, shaking, and ruined. She came again, then again.

When it was done, they collapsed on the bed, panting.

Alira lay on her stomach, one hand still lightly wrapped around the prince’s now-aching cock. She gave it a lazy stroke, as if to remind him that she still owned it.

Then she let go and closed her eyes.

For a long moment, no one moved.

The chamber was quiet, save for the sound of panting breaths and the soft creak of the bed as Alira slowly pulled herself forward, collapsing onto the mattress. Her limbs trembled. Her mind was blank. She was full, fucked raw, used, and utterly … content.

Verek lay beside her, one arm across his forehead, chest heaving. The man had held nothing back. Sweat glistened on his skin. His cock, still slick with their combined fluids, lay soft and spent between his thighs.

Alira rolled onto him, rested her cheek against his chest. She felt the slow thud of his heart against her skin. Her fingers drew lazy shapes across his belly, her breath evening out as the adrenaline drained.

There was a strange stillness in the room now.

She could hear her husband’s muffled breathing from the corner, but she didn’t look at him. Not yet.

Minutes passed in silence.

When she finally stood, stretching with the lazy grace of a satisfied predator, she noticed something strange—a dark, sticky stain on the prince’s crotch. She blinked. Looked again.

He had come.

Bound, gagged, barely touched, and yet, he had orgasmed.

Alira tilted her head, a cruel smile tugging at her lips. “Did you enjoy the show that much, husband?” she asked, her voice light, amused. “You couldn’t even stop yourself, could you?”

The prince made a noise behind the gag, eyes wide with shame and pleading.

She walked toward him, hips swaying, sweat still gleaming on her thighs. She crouched in front of him and looked him dead in the eye. “If you enjoyed it so much,” she whispered, brushing a fingertip along the stain, “then perhaps it ended too soon.”

She stood, turned back to Verek, who still lay sprawled across the bed, chest rising and falling. Her eyes drifted to his cock.

It had softened, but not entirely. A twitch. A pulse. A promise.

She knelt beside him, running a single fingertip along the shaft. It twitched again. Her lips parted. She leaned down and took the head into her mouth.

Verek stirred, groaning low.

Alira moaned softly, tasting the mixture of herself and his release. She swirled her tongue around him, savoring the blend. Slowly, with dedication, she worked him back to full hardness, her mouth moving in long, lazy strokes, wet and warm.

He responded—blood surging, cock thickening once more, standing proud beneath her worship.

She straddled him, her thighs spread wide across his hips, and then she reached back to guide him inside. Her cunt welcomed him greedily, slick and swollen. She sank down onto his cock with a moan that trembled throughout the room.

And then she began to move.

Slowly. Smoothly. Luxuriating in every inch. Her hands rested flat on his chest, her head tilted back as she bounced gently, her rhythm building like a tide.

Slap … slap … slap …

The sound of her ass meeting his thighs echoed across the chamber.

She rode him with control—hips rolling, body undulating like silk in water. Her moans were lower now, richer, each one a spell woven into the air. Her eyes slid closed for a moment, lost in the rhythm, the fullness, the power. Then they opened.

And she looked at her husband.

She didn’t speak. She just stared, her mouth parted, sweat glistening on her breasts, nipples tight, cunt stretched around a cock that could break a lesser woman. Her eyes were glazed with pleasure, but focused. On him.

On what he would never again have.

And then she began to ride faster.

The prince couldn’t look away. He watched her ride. Watched her hips rise and fall, her body glowing with sweat and power, her mouth parted in a constant stream of gasps and low, content moans. Each slap of her ass against Verek’s thighs was a drumbeat—final, merciless, real.

She rode like she had no audience. Like she had forgotten the world existed.

But she hadn’t.

Her eyes flicked to him again, and the prince felt himself wither.

And still, her body moved.

Eventually, Verek sat up and wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her steady as she bounced, groaning into her shoulder. Their bodies slapped together as she rode harder, chasing the edge. Her breath hitched, and then she whimpered—a soft, tremulous sound that said everything.

When she finally slowed, her body trembling, her head fell to his shoulder. She kissed his neck, forehead, cheek. Her lips wandered like a woman drunk on worship.

Then she shifted.

They rolled slowly, gently. The princess now on her back, hair spread out on the pillow like a dark halo, her legs parted for him as if by instinct. Her cunt, already swollen and dripping, glistened in the low light.

Verek guided himself back into her with a soft groan, burying himself in one long, slow thrust.

Alira gasped.

This time, there was no frenzy. No pounding rhythm. Just tenderness.

The prince could see her face clearly now—her lashes fluttering, her mouth relaxed, her hands curled loosely against the guard’s biceps. She looked dazed, distant, floating.

Each stroke was deep, slow, patient. She moaned with every one, not loud, a soft hum of pleasure, like she was being lulled into sleep by the steady pulsing of his cock inside her.

“I can feel you,” she whispered.

The guard didn’t answer. He only kissed her collarbone, then her neck, then her breast. His hips rolled, slow and steady, drawing out the sensations, letting her drown in them.

Her orgasm came quietly.

Her back arched slightly, her hands clenched the sheets, and she gasped a sweet, open sound that made her eyes water.

And then it came again.

And again.

Verek never stopped.

Her body trembled beneath him, her legs wrapped tight around his waist, her hips lifting to meet each careful thrust. The pleasure didn’t crash this time; it washed over her, wave after wave, carrying her out to sea.

The prince could do nothing but watch.

His own cock, still hard, twitched helplessly in the bindings. His face was a mask of disbelief and humiliation. Every soft moan from her lips, every sigh, every kiss exchanged—all of it was a knife, driven slowly between his ribs.

Alira reached up, stroking the guard’s face, smiling dreamily.

And when she felt the moment drawing close, her voice was barely more than breath.

“Come inside me again.”

Verek groaned, low and deep, a sound that came from somewhere ancient, somewhere beneath thought. His entire body tensed as he thrust one last time, deep and hard, burying himself to the hilt, and his release poured into her.

Alira shivered at the warmth. At the fullness. At the knowledge that she had chosen this.

She exhaled like a woman finally allowed to rest.

*** 

The room was quiet now. Not the quiet of hesitation, but the kind that followed a storm.

Alira lay sprawled against Verek’s chest, her breath slowing, her limbs heavy. His hand moved slowly along her back, lazy, content. Neither of them spoke.

The prince sat where he had been placed, arms still bound, mouth still gagged. He no longer struggled. His eyes were red. Not from crying, not exactly. From something worse.

Shock.

Alira eventually stirred, slowly sitting up, strands of damp hair clinging to her face. She swung her legs off the bed and rose with a practiced grace, though her thighs trembled as she stood. She didn’t bother covering herself.

She moved to the table near the window, poured herself a glass of wine, and drank half in a single, smooth swallow. Then she turned to face her husband.

His cock had finally softened. His posture was slumped. He looked up at her as if hoping, foolishly, that this might still be undone. That it had all been performance. Theater. A test.

It wasn’t.

Alira walked toward him, still nude, her skin marked by sweat, cum, and bruises from pleasure. She crouched in front of him, studied him. Then reached out and slowly, almost lovingly, removed the gag.

He sucked in air, jaw trembling. “Alira,” he croaked. “You—”

She pressed a finger to his lips. “No,” she said softly.

He shut his mouth.

She stood, eyes still on him, and circled behind the chair. She placed a hand on his bound shoulder. “I don’t expect obedience,” she said. “Not from you. Not anymore.”

He opened his mouth again, but then stopped himself.

“What I expect,” she continued, “is silence, stillness, and your presence. Nothing more.”

She came around front and knelt again, face level with his. “You’re not my husband,” she said. “You’re a witness. A reminder. A warning.”

His throat worked. “To whom?”

She smiled. “To me.”

She rose and turned to Verek.

The guard had not moved, but his eyes met hers as she approached. She bent to kiss him once, slow and grateful. Then she whispered something in his ear.

He nodded.

She dressed slowly, deliberately. Her body bore the marks of her choice—redness at her hips, fingerprints on her thighs. She didn’t conceal them. She wore them like decoration.

She turned back to the prince. “I’ll summon you when I wish to be watched again,” she said simply. Then she walked out, barefoot and proud, her steps soft on the stone floor.

The door closed behind her with a gentle click.

And the prince was left alone—bound, stained, and still trying to understand what part of him had just died.
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