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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.


Reclaiming Her

By Raven Merlot and Christi Cabernet

The ceiling fan spun lazily above them, its wooden blades cutting through the humid Caribbean air. Olivia lay back against the crisp white sheets, her chest rising and falling with frustrated breaths. Beside her, Ryan stared at the ceiling, his jaw tight, his hand flat against his abdomen. The king-sized bed felt too large now, the space between them expanding with their silence.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered, not for the first time that week. Not for the first time that month. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Olivia turned to him, her honey-brown hair falling across the pillow. At thirty-five, she still took his breath away—her smooth skin glowing from their first day in the sun, her green eyes bright despite the disappointment shadowing them. Not that her beauty was helping their current situation.

“It’s okay, baby.” She reached for his hand, threading her fingers through his. Her wedding ring caught the late afternoon light streaming through the partially open curtains. “Maybe we just need to shake things up.”

But they both felt the weight of disappointment hanging between them. Six months of this—of Ryan’s inability to finish, of promising starts that led nowhere, of Olivia’s gentle reassurances that were beginning to sound hollow even to her own ears.

Ryan sat up, running his hands through his dark hair. “I wanted this trip to be different,” he said, his voice tight with frustration. “I thought maybe being away from work, from the stress …”

“I know.” Olivia sat up, too, drawing the sheet around her. “But we can’t force it.”

“Can’t we?” Ryan stood, pacing to the window, looking out at the perfect turquoise ocean that had promised renewal. “We’ve tried everything else. The doctor said there’s nothing physically wrong.”

“Which is good news,” Olivia reminded him.

“Is it? At least if it were physical, we could fix it.” Ryan leaned his forehead against the window frame. “This is in my head, Liv. And I don’t know how to get it out.”

Olivia watched him from the bed, her heart aching for him. It wasn’t that they didn’t love each other. After eight years of marriage, Ryan still found himself watching Olivia when she wasn’t looking—the way she tucked her hair behind her ear when she concentrated, the small dimple that appeared when she laughed. And Olivia still felt a flutter when Ryan walked into a room, his quiet confidence evident in the way he carried himself.

But something was missing. Something had changed.

She remembered the early days of their relationship—Ryan’s intensity, the way he would look at her with such focused desire that she could feel it like a physical touch. How he would take control in the bedroom, confident and unhesitating. When had that changed? When had he become so tentative, so caught in his own head?

“Come back to bed,” she said softly.

Ryan shook his head. “What’s the point? You know how it’ll end.”

His shame was the hardest part for her to witness. Ryan had always been proud, capable—the kind of man who solved problems, took charge. Now he looked defeated, diminished by his perceived failure.

“We could just hold each other,” she suggested. “No pressure.”

Ryan turned to look at her, and the sadness in his eyes made her chest tighten. “That’s the problem, isn’t it? The moment you say ‘no pressure,’ that’s all I can feel.”

Olivia sighed, letting the sheet fall as she stood and walked to the closet, pulling out a sundress. “Maybe we need a break from trying. Let’s just enjoy the resort today. The concierge mentioned there’s a beautiful hiking trail that leads to a private beach.”

“You’re changing the subject,” Ryan said, but there was relief in his voice.

“Yes, I am.” Olivia slipped the dress over her head. “We have five more days in paradise. Let’s not spend them all staring at the ceiling.”

Ryan watched her, a small smile finally breaking through his frustration. Even now, in the midst of his deepest insecurity, she knew how to reach him, how to pull him back from the edge of his own self-recrimination.

“You’re right,” he conceded. “Let’s get out of here.”

As they gathered their things for the hike, Olivia watched Ryan move around the room—the strong lines of his shoulders, the focused way he checked that they had everything they needed. He was still the man she’d fallen in love with, still the man who made her feel safe and cherished. If only he could see himself through her eyes.

***

Later, as they walked through the lush tropical forest, sweat beading on their skin, the physical exertion seemed to have loosen something in Ryan. He pointed out colorful birds, helped her over fallen logs, and for a few hours, they were just Ryan and Olivia again—exploring, laughing, connected.

But when they returned to their room to shower before dinner, the tension returned. Ryan was careful not to look at her naked body too long, afraid of starting something he couldn’t finish. The intimacy they’d recaptured on the hike evaporated in the steam of the shower.

“We should get ready for dinner,” Ryan finally said, wrapping a towel around his waist. “I heard the VIP bar has a great view of the sunset.”

Olivia nodded, forcing a smile. “Let’s do that. This resort is too beautiful to spend the whole time in our room, anyway.” Especially when being in their room had become a reminder of what they couldn’t seem to recapture.

***

The VIP bar was perched on a cliff overlooking the ocean, strings of warm lights casting a golden glow over the wooden deck. A gentle breeze carried the scent of salt and tropical flowers as Ryan led Olivia to a secluded table near the railing. The bar was beginning to fill with other couples and small groups, all dressed in that particular way of the wealthy on vacation—expensive clothes designed to look casual.

“It’s gorgeous here,” Olivia said, taking in the panoramic view of the sunset painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. “I’m glad we decided to come.”

Ryan smiled, a genuine one this time. “Me, too.” He reached across the table and took her hand. “I’m sorry about—”

“Don’t,” she interrupted gently. “Not here. Let’s just enjoy this moment.”

He nodded, grateful for the reprieve.

When the waiter came, Ryan ordered a whiskey for himself and a passion fruit martini for Olivia. The first sip of alcohol warmed his chest, loosening the knot that had been there all day.

“Tell me something good,” Olivia said, leaning forward, the sunset gilding her profile. It was an old game of theirs, from when they had been first dating.

Ryan thought for a moment. “I watched you sleeping this morning, just before sunrise. Your face was so peaceful, and I thought, even after all these years, I still can’t believe you’re mine.”

Olivia’s eyes softened. “That’s a good one.”

“Your turn,” Ryan said, his voice lower.

“I packed that blue shirt you love,” she said. “The one that’s a little too tight now. I was going to surprise you with it tomorrow.”

Ryan laughed. “You mean the one that makes me look like I’m trying too hard to hold onto my thirties?”

“The one that makes you look like the man I fell in love with,” she corrected, sipping her drink.

Three drinks later, the tension had melted from Ryan’s shoulders. Olivia’s cheeks were flushed, her laughter coming more freely. It was almost like old times, before the pressure and disappointment had crept into their bedroom. Ryan found himself watching her lips as she spoke, remembering the taste of them, the feel of them against his skin.

That was when Ryan noticed a man who stood at the bar with easy confidence, his linen shirt unbuttoned just enough to hint at a still-muscular chest, a glass of amber liquid in his hand. He was older than them, perhaps in his late forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and the kind of tan that suggested he belonged on these islands. And he was watching Olivia.

Ryan noticed the way the Italian’s dark eyes kept finding his wife across the room. He should have felt annoyed, perhaps even jealous. Instead, he felt a strange tightening in his chest that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“That man is staring at you,” he said quietly.

Olivia followed his gaze then quickly looked down at her drink. “He’s probably just looking at the view.”

“No,” Ryan said, surprising himself with his certainty. “He’s definitely looking at you.”

Olivia glanced up at Ryan, a question in her eyes. “Does that bother you?”

Ryan considered the question, rolling it around like the ice in his whiskey. “It should,” he admitted. “But it doesn’t.”

A small crease appeared between Olivia’s brows. “What does that mean?”

Before Ryan could answer, Marco approached their table with three glasses and a bottle of aged rum, his movements purposeful but unhurried. There was something magnetic about him—a self-assurance that Ryan recognized from his younger self, before doubt had crept in.

“A gift,” Marco said, his accent rich and melodic. “For the most beautiful couple in the bar tonight.” He placed the glasses down and poured without waiting for permission. “I’m Marco. I own a villa on the north side of the island, but my boat is docked here for the weekend.”

“That’s very generous,” Ryan said, his voice stiffer than he’d intended. “I’m Ryan. This is my wife, Olivia.”

Marco’s smile deepened, revealing perfect white teeth. “Ah, newlyweds?”

Olivia laughed. “Eight years, actually.”

“Impossible.” Marco’s gaze lingered on her a moment too long before shifting to Ryan. “You’re a fortunate man.”

Ryan nodded. “I am.”

Marco pulled up a chair without asking, positioning himself slightly closer to Olivia than to Ryan. As they talked—about the island, about Marco’s business importing Italian wines, about their lives back home—Ryan noticed how Marco found excuses to touch Olivia’s wrist when making a point, how his knee occasionally brushed against hers under the table.

And Ryan noticed something else, too—he wasn’t stopping it. More than that, he was watching with a strange fascination, a tightness in his chest that was part anxiety, part something else entirely.

“So, what brings you to our little paradise?” Marco asked, refilling their glasses without waiting for permission. “Anniversary?”

“Just a vacation,” Ryan answered. “We both needed to get away.”

Marco nodded knowingly. “Ah, the pressures of modern life. They can be … inhibiting.”

The way he said it, eyes flicking between them, gave Ryan the distinct impression that Marco understood more than he was saying. It was unnerving—and strangely exciting.

As the night deepened and the bar emptied, Marco’s stories became more intimate—the women he’d known, the places he’d loved, the pleasures he’d discovered. He spoke with an unashamed appreciation for beauty and desire that made Olivia blush and Ryan shift uncomfortably in his seat.

Later, as the moon rose high over the water, Marco leaned in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. “You Americans, always so polite. But I see what’s happening here.”

“What do you mean?” Olivia asked, her voice slightly unsteady from the rum.

Marco’s eyes flicked to Ryan, penetrating and knowing. “You don’t have to say it. I can see it. You want this.”

Ryan should have objected, should have stood up and led Olivia back to their room. Instead, he found himself frozen, his heart hammering against his ribs.

Marco smiled, as if Ryan’s silence confirmed something. “Come to my boat tomorrow night. No pressure.” He scribbled an address on a napkin and slid it across the table. “Sometimes, we need to step outside ourselves to remember who we truly are.”

As Marco walked away, Olivia’s eyes met Ryan’s, questioning, uncertain. And in that moment, Ryan knew he should say something—reject the invitation, laugh it off, express outrage. However, he picked up the napkin and slipped it into his pocket.

“Ryan?” Olivia’s voice was barely above a whisper.

“We should head back,” he said, standing and offering his hand. “It’s getting late.”

The walk back to their room was silent, loaded with unspoken questions. But when they closed the door behind them, when Ryan pulled Olivia against him and kissed her with an intensity that had been missing for months, they both felt the shift. Something had changed. A door had been opened, and neither of them was sure if they wanted to close it.

***

“We don’t have to go,” Olivia said the next morning as they walked along the beach, the sand warm between their toes. “It was just a strange moment. We had too much to drink.”

Ryan nodded, watching the waves break against the shore. Early memories of their relationship flashed through his mind—Olivia pressed against a wall in his apartment, her head thrown back in pleasure; the way she used to beg him not to stop; the raw, uninhibited passion that seemed to have evaporated somewhere along the way.

“What are you thinking?” she asked, squeezing his hand.

He couldn’t tell her the truth—that Marco’s invitation had awakened something in him, something primal and unexpected. That for the first time in months, he’d felt truly aroused last night, lying in bed next to her, thinking about what might happen on that boat.

“I’m thinking maybe he was right,” Ryan finally responded. “Maybe we do need to step outside ourselves. Not permanently, just … to remember.”

Olivia stopped walking, her eyes searching his. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying I want you to be happy. I want us to find our way back to each other.” He took a deep breath. “Maybe this is how we do that.”

“Ryan, are you sure? This isn’t like you.”

He wasn’t sure. He was terrified, confused, ashamed … and more excited than he’d been in years.

They had wandered far down the beach, away from the resort. A hidden cove sheltered them from view, the cliffs rising on either side like protective hands. Ryan pulled Olivia to a stop, turning her to face him.

“Do you remember our third date?” he asked.

Olivia’s brow furrowed in confusion at the sudden change of subject. “The gallery opening?”

“After. When we went back to my apartment.” Ryan’s voice was low, intense. “Do you remember what I did to you?”

A blush crept up Olivia’s neck. “Ryan …”

“I bent you over my couch,” he continued, his hands tightening on her waist. “You were still in that black dress. I pushed it up and took you right there. You came twice before I even—”

“I remember,” Olivia interrupted, her breath catching.

“What happened to us?” Ryan asked, and there was genuine pain in his question. “When did I stop being that man?”

Olivia touched his face, her palm warm against his cheek. “You’re still that man. You’re still the man I fell in love with.”

“But I’m not,” Ryan insisted. “Not in the ways that matter. Not in the bedroom.”

“We could try therapy again,” Olivia suggested, but there was little conviction in her voice. They had already tried therapy, medication, scheduling sex, not scheduling sex—nothing had worked.

Ryan looked out at the ocean, gathering his courage. “Last night at the bar, when Marco was talking to you, touching you … I should have been jealous. I should have been angry.”

“But you weren’t,” Olivia said softly.

“No,” Ryan admitted. “I was … excited. For the first time in months, I felt something besides failure. Besides shame.”

“You think this is about her, but it’s about you, too,” Marco had whispered to him when Olivia had stepped away to the ladies’ room. “I see how you watch her. How you watch me watching her. You want to remember what it feels like to want her that badly again.”

And God help him, Marco was right.

“I’m sure,” Ryan said, squeezing Olivia’s hand. “If you want to.”

The look that passed between them contained eight years of history, love, trust, and the silent acknowledgment that they both needed something they couldn’t give each other right now.

They spent the rest of the day in a strange limbo—swimming, reading, sharing a quiet lunch, and all the while, the knowledge of what lay ahead hummed between them like an electric current.

Ryan found himself studying Olivia anew—the curve of her hip as she turned in the water, the arch of her neck as she tilted her face toward the sun. It was as if he were seeing her through Marco’s eyes, and the perspective shift was intoxicating.

As the afternoon shadows lengthened, they returned to their room to prepare. The simple act of watching Olivia choose what to wear—a white sundress that highlighted her tan, delicate gold sandals, a touch of perfume at her wrists and neck—filled Ryan with a complex mix of emotions. Pride, desire, anxiety, anticipation.

“Are you sure about this?” Olivia asked one last time as they stood at the door, ready to leave.

Ryan nodded, his mouth too dry for words. He wasn’t sure—not really—but he was sure they couldn’t continue as they had been. Something had to change.

The sunset painted the Caribbean sky in deep purples and fiery oranges as their taxi approached the marina. Ryan’s hands were clammy, his mouth dry. Beside him, Olivia sat in silence, twisting the thin gold bracelet he’d given her for their fifth anniversary.

“We can still turn back,” she said quietly as the car stopped.

Ryan shook his head. “Do you want to?”

Their eyes met, and in that moment of absolute honesty, they both knew the answer.

Marco’s yacht was exactly what Ryan had expected—sleek, expensive, and subtly ostentatious. The man himself stood on the deck, raising a hand in greeting as they approached. He’d traded his linen shirt for a fitted black one, open at the collar, a silver chain glinting against his chest.

“You came,” he said, helping Olivia aboard with a hand that lingered a moment too long on the small of her back. “I’m glad.”

The warm Caribbean air, the boat rocking gently on the water—it all heightened Olivia’s senses. Ryan could see it in the flush of her cheeks, the slight parting of her lips.

He followed them below deck to a luxurious cabin with panoramic windows and a bottle of champagne already chilling.

Marco poured three glasses, his movements unhurried and deliberate. “To new experiences,” he said, raising his glass. “And to remembering what we’ve forgotten.”

Ryan took a long sip, grateful for something to do with his hands. The champagne was expensive, crisp, and perfectly chilled, but he barely tasted it. His eyes were fixed on the way Marco moved closer to Olivia, how he whispered something in her ear that made her laugh softly, how his hand came to rest on her knee.

“Your husband is a rare man,” Marco told Olivia, though his eyes flicked to Ryan. “Most men guard their treasures jealously, never realizing that it’s the sharing that makes them truly value what they have.”

“I’m right here,” Ryan said, an edge to his voice.

Marco smiled. “Yes. That’s rather the point, isn’t it?”

There was a challenge in Marco’s gaze, a test. Ryan felt a surge of something primal rise within him—not jealousy, not exactly, but a fierce, possessive desire. Not to stop what was happening, but to claim his place in it.

“May I?” Marco asked, his hand now resting on Olivia’s shoulder, his intention clear.

Olivia’s eyes found Ryan’s across the cabin, questioning, seeking.

Ryan nodded once, a sharp dip of his chin that contained everything he couldn’t say aloud.

He sat in the corner, gripping his glass, heart pounding as Marco leaned in, his lips finding Olivia’s in a kiss that started gentle but quickly deepened. Ryan should have felt jealous, angry, possessive. In its place, he felt a tightening in his groin, a quickening of his pulse that had nothing to do with fear.

Marco took his time, finding all the places that made Olivia gasp and arch. He was confident, masterful, unhurried—everything Ryan had once been, everything he’d somehow lost along the way.

Olivia was falling apart in ways Ryan hadn’t seen in years, her inhibitions dissolving under Marco’s touch.

***

Marco’s hands were warm and sure as they slid around to her back, deftly unhooking her bra. Olivia’s breath caught as the fabric fell away, her breasts spilling free into the cool night air. She felt a surge of empowerment, standing bare-chested before two men, their eyes devouring her.

Marco trailed his fingers down her abdomen, pausing at the waistband of her skirt. Olivia’s heart raced, her skin tingling with anticipation. She could feel Ryan’s gaze burning into her, and it only fueled the fire building within her.

Marco hooked his fingers into the fabric, slowly pulling the skirt down her legs. Then Olivia stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but a pair of lace panties.

Marco’s eyes roamed over her body, appreciative and hungry. He leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear. “Your husband’s watching, sweetheart. Do you care?”

Olivia’s breath hitched, her mind racing. She knew Ryan was there, taking in every inch of her exposed flesh. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, her mind spinning with conflicting emotions. She did care, in a way. She cared deeply about Ryan, about their marriage, about the vows they’d made. But, in this moment, standing half-naked before Marco, his words ignited a spark of defiance within her.

She turned her head slightly, catching Ryan’s gaze. There was a challenge in her eyes, a dare for him to look away, to object. However, she saw the fire in his eyes, the way his pupils dilated as he took her in. It emboldened her, and she whispered back to Marco, her voice husky with desire, “No. I don’t care.”

Marco’s smile widened at Olivia’s response, a predatory glint in his eyes. He trailed a finger along the lace edge of her panties, his touch featherlight yet electrifying. Olivia’s hips instinctively arched into his hand.

Marco then hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, slowly sliding them down her legs. Olivia stepped out of them, now completely bare before him. She could still feel Ryan’s gaze on her, heavy and intense, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

Marco slid a hand up her thigh, his touch possessive and sure. “Spread your legs for me, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding.

Olivia hesitated for a moment, her heart pounding in her chest. But the desire coursing through her was too strong to resist.

At one moment, she locked eyes with Ryan across the room, but there was no apology in her expression. Just raw, unfiltered desire. A question. A challenge. And something else—recognition. In that moment, they were more connected than they had been in months, despite the physical distance, despite the presence of another man.

And Ryan? He was harder than he’d been in months, his arousal almost painful against his trousers. Marco saw it. Knew. And at the perfect moment, he stopped.

Olivia’s legs trembled as she slowly spread them, exposing herself fully to Marco’s gaze. She felt the cool night air on her most intimate parts, a stark contrast to the heat building within her.

Marco traced the folds of her sex, teasing and exploring. Olivia’s breath came in ragged gasps, her hips rocking involuntarily against his touch. Then he slipped his fingers inside her, and Olivia let out a soft moan, her head falling back. She was aware of Ryan watching, his eyes dark with a mix of jealousy and arousal. It only fueled her desire, and she found herself pushing back against Marco’s hand, seeking more. Then Marco’s thumb found her clit, circling the sensitive nub with expert precision. Olivia’s legs threatened to give out, her body overwhelmed by sensation.

Marco moved his fingers within Olivia, his touch confident and masterful. He knew just how to touch her, how to make her body sing with pleasure.

Olivia grasped his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as she lost herself in the sensation. She was so close, her body tensing as the orgasm build within her.

Marco leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Come for me, sweetheart. Let your husband see how much you need this.”

Olivia’s world exploded into a burst of color and sensations. Her body convulsed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she came undone in Marco’s arms. She cried out, her voice echoing across the deck, a primal sound of release.

Through the haze of her orgasm, she was dimly aware of Ryan, his eyes fixed on her, his expression a mix of awe and torment.

As the final tremors subsided, Olivia slumped against Marco, her body limp and spent. She’d never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, so utterly satisfied. And she knew, without a doubt, that this was just the beginning.

Olivia pushed Marco back against the railing, her eyes flashing with a newfound confidence. She dropped to her knees before him, making quick work of his belt and zipper. Marco’s breath hitched as she freed his erection, his cock standing proud and eager. She wrapped her hand around the base, swirling her thumb around the sensitive head. Marco groaned, his hips jerking forward involuntarily.

Olivia leaned in, darting her tongue out to taste him. She explored every inch of his length, savoring the salty tang of his skin. Marco tangled his fingers in her hair, his grip tightening as she took him into her mouth.

Olivia took Marco deeper, her lips stretching around his girth as she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm. Marco’s grip on her hair tightened, his hips rocking forward to meet her movements.

She could taste his pre-cum, salty and musky, and it spurred her on. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, swirling her tongue around his shaft. Marco’s breathing grew ragged, his chest heaving with each exhale. Olivia knew he was close, could feel his cock throbbing against her tongue. She pulled back, releasing him with a soft pop. Marco groaned in frustration, his eyes dark with need.

Olivia stood, pressing her body against his. She whispered in his ear, her voice low and seductive, “I want you to fuck me, Marco. I want you to fuck me like you’ve never fucked anyone before. I want you to make me scream so loud my husband will hear every single cry of pleasure.”

Olivia’s words were like a dare, a challenge thrown down at Marco’s feet. He growled, a primal sound that sent shivers down Olivia’s spine.

In a swift motion, he spun her around, bending her over the railing. Olivia gasped, gripping the cool metal as Marco kicked her legs apart. She could feel his cock pressing against her entrance, hot and insistent.

Marco leaned over her, his chest flush against her back, his lips brushing her ear. “As you wish, sweetheart.”

Marco thrust into Olivia with a single, powerful stroke. She cried out, her fingers digging into the railing as he filled her completely. Then Marco set a brutal pace, slamming his hips against hers with each thrust.

Olivia’s body rocked forward with the force of his movements, her breasts bouncing with each impact. She could feel every inch of him, stretching her, claiming her.

He slid his hand around to her front, fingers finding her clit. He rubbed the sensitive nub in time with his thrusts, sending jolts of pleasure through Olivia’s body. She was drowning in sensation, her mind spinning with the intensity of it all.

Marco leaned in, his teeth grazing her neck. “Scream for me, Olivia. Let your husband hear how good I’m making you feel.”

Olivia’s screams echoed across the deck, a symphony of pleasure that filled the night air. Marco’s thrusts grew more frenzied, his hips pistoning against hers with a desperate intensity.

Olivia’s body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with sensation. Another orgasm was building, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to consume her. Marco’s fingers on her clit were relentless, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

Suddenly, Marco pulled out, his cock slipping free of her warmth. Olivia cried out in protest, her body aching for his touch. But before she could voice her disappointment, he spun her around, lifting her onto the railing. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he entered her again, his thrusts deep and powerful.

Marco gripped Olivia’s hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he pounded into her. The railing creaked beneath them, a testament to the ferocity of their coupling. Olivia clawed at Marco’s back, her nails raking down his skin. She could feel the heat building within her, the coil of pleasure tightening in her core.

Marco’s lips found hers, his kiss demanding and possessive. That was when Olivia’s orgasm crashed over her, a wave of ecstasy that consumed her entire being. She screamed into Marco’s mouth, her body convulsing around his cock. Marco followed her over the edge, his own release pulsing within her, marking her as his.

They stayed like that for a moment, locked in their passionate embrace, the night air cool against their sweat-slicked skin. Marco held Olivia close, his chest heaving as he caught his breath. He could feel her heartbeat racing against his, her body trembling in the aftermath of their passion. But all too soon, he pulled away, his expression hardening. He set Olivia back on her feet, his hands lingering on her hips for a brief moment before he stepped back. Olivia swayed slightly, unsteady on her feet, her legs weak from their intense fucking.

Marco adjusted his clothes, smoothing out the wrinkles and tucking in his shirt. He looked at Olivia, a satisfied smile on his face. “That was … enjoyable.”

“But—” Olivia began, confusion evident in her flushed face.

Marco shook his head, a knowing smile playing at his lips. “I believe your husband would like a word with you.” Without waiting for a response, he climbed the stairs to the deck, leaving them alone in the cabin that smelled of champagne, salt air, and desire.

***

Silence. Just the sound of waves lapping against the hull of the boat, the distant call of seabirds heading to roost for the night. The gentle rock of the yacht beneath them, a counterpoint to the thundering of Ryan’s heart.

Olivia sat up, her dress rumpled, her eyes uncertain as they found Ryan’s across the cabin. Her lipstick was smudged, her hair mussed from Marco’s hands. She looked thoroughly desired, thoroughly pleasured … and yet somehow incomplete.

“Ryan, I—”

But words weren’t what they needed now.

Wordlessly, Ryan crossed the distance between them. He grabbed her, one hand tangling in her hair, the other at the small of her back, pulling her against him with a force that surprised them both.

This time, he didn’t hold back. All the months of frustration, of inadequacy, of watching another man touch his wife—it had all channeled into something primal and overwhelming. He took her like he finally understood what he needed, what they both needed.

She wasn’t sure what to expect, not sure if this was Ryan reclaiming her or giving in to his own desires. But as his lips crashed against hers, she knew one thing for certain—this was a Ryan she’d never seen before. A Ryan who was not holding back, not holding onto the reins of his passion.

Ryan’s kiss was demanding, possessive. His tongue swept into Olivia’s mouth, claiming her, tasting her. Olivia moaned into the kiss, clutching at his shirt. She felt the heat radiating off his body, the hardness pressing against her belly.

Ryan roamed his hands over her curves, squeezing, kneading, as if he was trying to mold her to him. He lifted her easily, wrapping her legs around his waist as he carried her to the nearby couch.

Ryan broke the kiss, trailing his lips down her neck, biting, sucking, marking her as his own. Olivia’s head fell back, a soft cry escaping her lips as she felt his mouth on her breast, his teeth grazing her nipple through the thin fabric of her dress.

Ryan gripped Olivia’s thighs, spreading them wider as he settled between them. He looked up at her, his eyes blazing with a primal hunger. Olivia’s breath caught in her throat, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. She felt the heat of his gaze, the intensity of his desire.

Without a word, Ryan’s hands roamed over her exposed flesh, his touch rough and demanding. He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “You’re mine, Olivia. Say it.”

Olivia’s mind raced, her body trembling with anticipation. She could feel Ryan’s breath hot against her skin, his hands gripping her hips with a bruising force. She knew what he wanted, what he needed to hear. And in this moment, she realized that she needed to say it, too.

“I’m yours, Ryan. Only yours. Forever yours.” Her voice was barely a whisper, but the words hung heavy in the air between them.

Ryan growled, a primal sound that sent shivers down Olivia’s spine. Then he crashed his lips against hers, his kiss fierce and possessive. Olivia wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, needing to feel him—all of him.

Ryan fumbled with his belt, his zipper, his movements urgent and desperate. Olivia reached down, helping him free his erection.

Ryan’s cock sprang free, hard and throbbing. Olivia wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly, savoring the way he pulsed in her grip. Ryan’s head fell back, a low groan escaping his lips. He was so close, so on edge, and Olivia knew just how to push him over.

Guiding him to her entrance, the tip of his cock brushed against her wet folds. Ryan’s eyes snapped open, locking with hers. There was a question in his gaze, a silent plea for permission.

Olivia bit her lip, her hips lifting slightly. “Please, Ryan, fuck me. Make me forget everything but your name.”

Ryan’s control snapped at Olivia’s words. With a fierce growl, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Olivia cried out, her back arching off the couch as he filled her completely.

Ryan set a brutal pace, his hips slamming against hers with each thrust. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the cabin, a primal rhythm that drowned out everything else.

Olivia clawed at Ryan’s back, her nails digging into his skin. She could feel every inch of him, stretching her, claiming her. She wrapped her legs tighter around his waist, urging him deeper, harder.

Their bodies moved in perfect sync, a dance as old as time itself. Olivia felt the pressure building inside her, the coil of pleasure tightening with each thrust.

Ryan’s thrusts grew more frenzied, his movements jerky and desperate. He was close, his body tensing with each snap of his hips. Olivia met him thrust for thrust, her own orgasm building rapidly.

Suddenly, Ryan reached between them, his fingers finding her clit. He rubbed the sensitive nub in tight circles, pushing Olivia over the edge. She screamed his name, her body convulsing around his cock as her orgasm crashed over her. Ryan followed her a moment later, his own release pulsing within her, marking her as his own. They then collapsed together, a tangle of limbs and sweat-slicked skin, their chests heaving as they caught their breaths. And in that moment, everything else faded away.

***

When Olivia became aware of her surroundings again, she moaned louder than she ever had for him—because this was different. This wasn’t just sex; this was reclamation. Of her, of himself, of something they’d lost along the way. The Ryan who had bent her over his couch on their third date, the Ryan who had once made her come just by whispering in her ear exactly what he planned to do to her—that Ryan had returned, stronger, more raw, more certain.

When he had come, it had been overwhelming, shattering, primal—a release not just of physical tension but of months of doubt and inadequacy. His entire body had shuddered with it, leaving him gasping against her neck, holding her so tightly it was as if he feared she might disappear.

Ryan traced idle patterns on Olivia’s back, following the curve of her spine, the indent of her waist. He felt empty and full at the same time—purged of the anxiety that had plagued him for months, filled with a new understanding of himself, of them.

“I thought we were broken,” he admitted quietly, his words barely audible over the gentle lapping of waves against the hull. “I thought I was broken.”

Olivia raised herself on one elbow, looking down at him. In the moonlight, her eyes were dark pools, her expression serious. “We weren’t broken. We were just … lost for a while.”

Ryan nodded, his throat tight with emotion. “I was so caught up in what I couldn’t do that I forgot what I could do. What we could be.”

As they lay there, the gentle rocking of the boat mirroring the slowing of their heartbeats, Olivia traced a finger over his chest, circling the place above his heart. “I think we just found your cure,” she whispered, a smile in her voice.

Ryan exhaled, spent, satisfied … and utterly changed. Not because of what had happened with Marco, but because of what had happened between them afterward. Something had shifted, realigned, clicked back into place.

“I kept thinking there was something wrong with me,” Ryan said, staring up at the yacht’s ceiling. “That I needed to fix myself somehow.”

“Maybe it wasn’t about fixing anything,” Olivia suggested. “Maybe it was about allowing yourself to feel something different. Something new.”

Ryan considered this, turning the idea over in his mind. The shame that had been his constant companion for months was gone, replaced by a strange sense of peace, of acceptance. Not just of what had happened tonight, but of the complexity of desire itself—how it could take unexpected forms, follow unpredictable paths.

Olivia’s finger continued its lazy path across his skin, tracing the contours of his chest, his abdomen. “You feel it, too, don’t you?” she murmured.

Ryan nodded, unable to deny it. The block that had been there for months was gone. Not just physically, but emotionally. He felt raw, exposed, and strangely powerful all at once.

“It wasn’t about him,” he finally said, his voice low and certain. “It was about us. About remembering.”

“Remembering what?” Olivia asked, though the look in her eyes suggested she already knew.

Ryan tightened his grip on her hip, possessive in a way it hadn’t been in too long. “Who we really are. Who we’ve always been.”

He rolled over, pinning her beneath him, his face hovering above hers. “I love you,” he said, the words carrying a weight, a certainty they hadn’t held in months. “Not just in spite of tonight—because of it.”

Olivia’s eyes filled with tears, but they were tears of relief, of recognition. “I love you, too. All of you, even the parts you were afraid to show me.”

They kissed again, slower this time, a reaffirmation rather than a reclamation.

Outside, the moon cast silver streaks across the water. In the distance, the lights of the resort twinkled like earthbound stars.

Tomorrow, they would return to that resort, continue their vacation, and begin the process of weaving this new understanding into the fabric of their marriage. There would be conversations to have, boundaries to establish, discoveries to make about each other and themselves.

But, for now, in this moment, they had rediscovered something essential—not just desire, but the courage to pursue it, to step outside themselves in order to find their way back to each other.

“No more secrets,” Ryan whispered against her hair. “No more shame.”

“No more holding back,” Olivia agreed, tightening her arms around him.

And as Ryan finally drifted toward sleep, Olivia’s body warm against his, the rhythm of her breathing matching his own, he knew with absolute certainty that this wasn’t an ending.

It was a beginning. A reawakening. A doorway back to each other that they’d found in the most unexpected of places.

The yacht rocked gently beneath them, carrying them through the night, into a future that felt, for the first time in months, full of possibility.
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