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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.


The Resort


By Raven Merlot

“It’s not that I feel any less loved. I’m just feeling a bit … dismissed.”

Peter stared at his wife’s profile, begging her to turn her head and look at him as he spoke. He hadn’t made eye contact with her during a serious conversation in over a year. She didn’t understand what difference it made when she stared out the window while he stumbled over his words, stammering in the hopes of falling into the right turn of phrase.

“Sarah, do you hear what Peter is saying?” their therapist asked.

Sarah nodded without even moving her mouth, already set on not speaking, on not opening up, on not admitting that some of this was her problem, too.

“Can you maybe do more than just nod here?” Peter leaned across the couch until he was close enough to see the soft fine peach fuzz that caught the light along her jawline. “Therapy only works if you let it, remember?”

“I really love when you throw my words back at me,” Sarah replied.

Her voice had a drag to it all the time, even when she was angry. Something she had picked up from her fun-loving Southern mother. Unfortunately, for the rest of her, Sarah tended to take after her father, the general. They were close and seemed to stay that way with little effort. Peter had seen them sitting for hours on the deck that overlooked a river valley, saying almost nothing except the occasional, “What a view, huh?” Sometimes even that was deemed too emotive.

In Sarah’s mind, her father’s love was never in question, but Peter needed a bit more than comfortable silence. His quest for demonstrative affection turned into fights and bitter explosions until Sarah, in a turn that shocked both of them, had suggested they see a therapist together.

“Well, why not?” she’d asked when he’d stared back at her, stunned. “It’s not the fifties anymore. Seeing a therapist is perfectly fine. If we were sick, we’d go to the doctor. This really isn’t much different.”

And yet, here she was, tight-lipped and tense because she was so certain, so absolutely positive, that the therapist was going to support what she said. How she made claims about showing love rather than saying it, how there was nothing wrong with having a routine sex life and sometimes being a bit bored with each other. Her innate ability to shrug and say, “That’s just how it is every once in a while,” was being questioned, and Sarah was not a happy camper.

“Sarah, your body language tells me that you’re feeling attacked,” their therapist said.

Sarah had enjoyed him during their first session where he had explained to Peter that people used different methods to show love. By the second session, he was asking Sarah to open up too far for her comfort, and she pushed back.

“Oh, so you can see my emotions through my actions.” Sarah flippantly waved her hands in front of her like she was revealing a magic trick. “How novel.”

“Didn’t you hear me before? It’s not that I feel unloved. I don’t doubt that you care about me.” Peter reached out to touch her; she let him. Even when she was mad, she liked being touched by him. “Maybe my needs are too much for you.”

“So, you’re admitting to being needy?”

“Sarah, come on; don’t use that word,” the therapist chided as gingerly as one could chide. “Needy makes the notion of basic human connection a negative thing.”

“Besides, it’s more than just emotional stuff, and you know it,” Peter told her. He ran the tip of his finger up her arm until it hit her shoulder then back down. “I’ve told you I need something more sexually.”

Her head was starting to turn; the large bay window to her immediate left was too enticing.

Why bother to have this conversation when you can stare out into space? Peter thought, but instead of saying anything like that, he moved closer to her and kissed her on the collarbone. He saw her swallow, knew that the smallest touches stoked her fire, knew that he could put a tongue in her ear and have her ready to fuck in the bathroom of the therapist’s office, but that he couldn’t get her to talk about it.

“I thought our sex life was perfectly fine,” Sarah said, blinking away the mist of lust that had flooded her eyes momentarily. “Do we not do it enough for you?”

“It’s not a matter of frequency; it’s a matter of variety.”

“Maybe you should have married some deviant then. One of those women who likes to be tied up and spanked.”

“Now, Sarah, see how fast you are to get defensive?” The therapist smiled as he scribbled something on a piece of paper. “You haven’t even heard what he wants.”

“I don’t want anything weird,” Peter told them both, though he knew just how relative of a term “weird” was. “A little bit of kink here and there.”

“Kink,” Sarah echoed, the word making a hard, cracking noise as it left her mouth.

“I have an idea.” The therapist extended the paper he had written something on. “It’s a simple idea but a well-tested one.”

Peter took the paper, scoffed a little when he saw what was on it, then handed it to Sarah who rolled her eyes.

“Um, Doc, this is a printout for a resort in the Keyes,” Peter said, holding it up as if he were presenting it to the room. “And all you wrote was ‘go.’”

“Yes, I told you it was a simple idea.”

“Are you part-owner of this resort or something?” Sarah asked, taking the paper from Peter and looking it over with the sharp, intent eyes her father often employed.

“Not at all. In fact, I’ve never even been there. I told two of my patients a few years ago that they should take a trip together. They had hit a rut and needed a bit of a kickstart. Well, next appointment, they came back and told me they went here, and it was the most wonderful place they’d ever been. Affordable, too. I wouldn’t like the idea of recommending a trip that’s going to put patients into debt.”

“I suppose the Keyes isn’t that far, either,” Sarah agreed with her trademark reluctance. “Lord knows a trip isn’t going to do any damage.”

“Yeah, unless something goes terribly wrong and we spend the whole weekend at each other’s throats.” Peter took the printout then clasped his hand over his wife’s. “What’d ya say, Sarah? Wanna run the risk of killing each other in Florida with me?”

“Wasn’t that part of your wedding vows?” Sarah returned, allowing herself both a smile and a sliver of eye contact. She didn’t have to officially say yes; Peter knew she was into the idea.

The plans were made quickly, though the resort was close to full. The young lady who took their reservation over the phone kept laughing when she mentioned how many people were staying there.

“Should be quite a weekend!” she exclaimed as Peter remarked that it sounded like a fun place. “All these couples are getting ready for a great time.”

“Oh, is it a couples resort?” he asked.

“Well, we’ve got all types!” she answered enthusiastically, so Peter thanked her for her help and hung up. He appreciated energetic customer service, but the young lady sounded like she’d spent too much time at the beach frying her skin and her brain in alternating routines.

“It’s good they’ve got space for us, but do you think that’ll be an issue?” Sarah asked. “We’re going there to be alone and reconnect, but with so many people around …”

“They’re not going to be sharing a room with us. Stop coming up with reasons for not wanting to go.”

“That’s not what I was doing. I want to go. I just want this to be a good use of our time and money.”

If she had any doubts when they were enroute to the resort, they disappeared the moment she saw the place. Little beach huts lined the beautiful white sands that spread out into the warm blue ocean. Even if we fight the entire time we’re here, it’d be worth it, she thought to herself. She hoped Peter was thinking something similar, but his eyes were hidden behind sunglasses, and he was staring toward the horizon.

“This place is gorgeous,” Sarah said as they walked toward the main building to check in. “Are we in one of the huts?”

“We most certainly are,” Peter answered with a grin. “Guess which one.”

“What? Guess? I don’t know. What difference does it make?”

Peter grinned again and pointed out toward the horizon where he had been staring. A small pier led out into the water where huts built on tiny islands and stilts floated in the magnificent azure like ice cubes in a fluorescent tropical drink.

“I specified one of those the minute the woman on the phone told me about them,” he told her. “I figured that even if you don’t give me a second of eye contact during any of our conversations, you’d have a spectacular view.”

Sarah shook her head and elbowed him jokingly in the ribs. She didn’t look in his direction, but she was smiling the entire time it took them to check in and get out to their own hut.

Collapsing dramatically onto the bed, the warm breeze making the room breathe on its own, Sarah arched her back and winked at her husband.

“Well, come on,” she said demurely. “What are all those things you want to do?”

“Nothing crazy. I just”—Peter stood over her, undid his pants, and let his cock flop out into view—“want you to beg for it.”

“What?”

“Beg for it. Like you need it. Like you’ll die without.”

“Beg for sex?”

“Beg for my cock.”

Sarah burst out laughing and covered her face. She tried to compose herself then shook her head.

Peter didn’t move; his stance was set, the erection starting to grow in his clutches.

“I’m not sure I could—”

“You know that if I ran my lips up your neck or cupped your tits, even over your shirt, then decided not to fuck you, that you’d beg for it.” His eyes narrowed; Sarah found herself caught in them. “Too close to the bone for you?”

“You’d never be able to not fuck me if I was in the mood,” Sarah responded, pulling herself onto her knees, her hair cascading over one shoulder. “You’ve never said no to fucking me in our entire relationship.”

“And when was the last time you said no to me?” Peter asked. “It takes nothing to turn you on, then you become a slobbering beast.”

Sarah’s face set defiantly. There was chemistry building, a game they had never played before laying out the rules under their feet.

Sarah lowered herself to Peter’s cock, opened her mouth as she moved toward it, eyes gripping his. Right before she made contact, Peter’s hand rested on the side of her head and stopped her approach.

“You’re really not going to let me suck your cock?”

“Beg to suck my cock, and I will.”

“Women don’t have to beg for cock, Peter. Men beg us.”

“Not this time.”

Peter’s fingers drifted down her cheek, her jaw, her mouth. He traced the curve of her lip both inside and out, his expression resting in a middle ground of dominant and dreamy. The feel of the skin under his fingertips drew blood to his groin; it wanted to part those pouted pillows so badly it hurt.

In a silly, cheerful voice, Sarah asked to suck his cock. Asked, not begged. And like a cartoon, like some caricature of what burning desire was supposed to be.

“Make it real,” Peter commanded. “I want to hear you say it, not some baby-voiced impression.”

Sarah swallowed. It had reached a breaking point—her need for his cock—and she suddenly realized that she would have done whatever he asked to get it. She wanted it in a way she never had before, a way she never had to think about because it was there, and available, and rarely denied to her.

“Please, let me suck your cock,” she said, her voice gentle but hers. “Just a little. Just let me lick it. Please, Peter, let me suck your cock.”

“How badly do you want it?”

“So badly. I-I-I need it.”

“I know.”

Peter released his hold, and Sarah had him in her mouth before the bounce. There was a strange cry from both of them as the phallus slid down her throat.

Sarah’s lips stroked up and down the shaft. Then she brought her mouth down to his balls, opening as wide as she could to fit him in. Peter convulsed slightly, laughed at the reaction on both ends. This was a first. Not the act itself or the specifics but the drive, the mad, wild desire on display, and his own ability to control the situation.

It didn’t take long before Sarah started to go in for the kill. Her speed picked up; her back moved like an active trampoline. Peter pulled out, keeping himself from coming with two slow strokes.

“Wait, what? No.” Sarah flopped forward. Her eyes bugged, cold water dousing every burning signal in her body. “You were … I was … Weren’t you close?”

“I was, but I don’t want to come yet.” Peter reclined on the bed. His erection still held. “Take your clothes off.”

“Are we going to fuck?”

“Take your clothes off.”

Sarah stripped naked and settled next to him. She reached out to touch his dick, but he swatted her hand away.

“So, then fuck me,” she whispered, grinding into him and biting his earlobe. “You’re hard as a rock. Get that inside me.”

“Lie back and spread your legs.”

Sarah changed position so that her thighs rested against Peter and her head reached toward the end of the bed. She let her knees fall open, Peter’s fingers splitting her pussy wide.

“Would you fuck someone in front of me?” Peter asked, examining the moist folds and lips in front of him. “I’d love to make you fuck an army of men just to get to my cock.”

“Okay, so now you’re kidding, right? Peter?” She propped herself up on her elbows, breasts pushing out from her ribcage. “I’m willing to beg, but fucking another man seems a bridge too far.”

“Just a fantasy,” he said, motioning for her to lie back down. One hand on his cock, the other moving upward over the lips, the clit, up to the nipples becoming tight and ready. He thought about it a lot: her taking man after man, all to get to him. “I like the idea of a roomful of men lining up behind you, me watching, and you just staring at me as I play with myself, teasing you with what you want.”

“Oh, Peter, really?” Sarah shifted, moved her weight up against the headboard and looked out the window. “Doesn’t that strike you as a bit sick?”

“All right, never mind.” Peter exhaled as he got to his feet. He felt himself shrinking; he tucked himself back into his pants. “Want to get something to eat? The restaurant at the resort is apparently top notch.”

“Uh, yeah … yeah, sure.”

Sarah stood up, gathering her clothes from the floor. The game they were playing at had rules she didn’t quite understand, and she had clearly broken one. She felt guilty and uncomfortable all at the same time. Then, before she could put a stitch on, Peter came up behind her and pulled her tight against him. His hands gripped her tits in a powerful clench, and he pressed his mouth into her collarbone where the skin was taut over the hollow.

“I hate to see you put clothes on, though,” he whispered. “Can you listen for a moment? It’s just a fantasy, okay?”

“I know.” Sarah writhed her body against his. “What I don’t know is why you’d want to watch me fuck other men.”

“It’s not you fucking them; it’s them fucking you. I want to see how far you’ll go to get my dick. How many men you’ll submit to because of how badly you need me.”

He bent her forward, splitting her pussy wide again. His tongue extended, delicately tracing every piece it could find, teasing over the clit, coasting over the soaking hole. He felt her hips thrust backward like she was trying to fuck herself onto his face.

“Please,” came the whimper as she extended toward him.

“Later. After we eat.”

***

Dinner was a considerably more coy affair than either of them had initially anticipated. The resort restaurant was made up of small booths where people could tuck against each other, kissing and touching in the shade of low lights and red leather.

As they settled into their table, Sarah made a cursory glance of the dining room, her eyes resting on each booth for a second before moving to the next.

“Everyone’s necking in here,” she said, lowering her voice to a stage whisper.

“Some people are doing more than necking.” Peter pointed to a woman whose partner was clearly fingering her under the table. “It doesn’t seem to be an issue for anyone.”

Sarah moved in close to him, her hand resting on the bulge in his pants. She didn’t say anything; she simply let her hand fall and opened her menu. The server appeared briskly to take their drink orders, obviously seeing the chicanery but allowing it to continue unabated.

“If people are allowed to fool around in here, how far do you think that goes?” She closed her fingers over the shape in his pleats. “What could someone get away with here?”

“You’re thinking about sucking my cock, aren’t you?”

“Not specifically.”

“What if I wouldn’t let you?”

“You’re being impossible.”

Sarah tried to withdraw her hand, but Peter held it in place, smiling directly into her face.

The server dropped off their drinks then vanished without them even looking in his direction. It was as if he knew the situation and figured it best not to stick around.

“I like teasing you like this,” Peter said. “I don’t want everything to be so straight forward. I want to play games. I want to toy around with these weird dynamics. Don’t you feel it? Doesn’t it feel good to disappear into a part like that?”

“I suppose,” Sarah said in the answer that would forever be the closest she’d come to admitting she had judged something too harshly.

Peter’s fly was coming down, Sarah’s fingers were snaking between the teeth of the zipper. As her hand closed around the shaft, a woman’s head popped up from the next booth, all smiles and bright, inviting winks.

“We couldn’t help but notice the two of you when you walked in,” she was saying as Sarah tucked her hand back against her side. “Such a good-looking couple. Would you like to join me and my boyfriend?”

“We were kind of hoping for some alone time,” Peter explained, shooting a sidelong glance at Sarah. “I’m sure you understand.”

“All right, but it seems like a waste to come to a swinger’s resort and not swing.”

She slipped down to her own booth as Peter and Sarah locked eyes. The stunned expression on both their faces caused a spurt of laughter between them.

“A swinger’s resort?” Sarah shrieked into her hand. “Did you know?”

“Of course not! I mean, the woman on the phone said some weird stuff, but I kinda assumed she was being too eager.”

“Well, this is something else.”

But then, before he knew what was happening, Sarah’s hand plunged back down into his pants, and she pulled him against her, and they began kissing and groping like horny teens. Peter’s hand slid easily up her shirt, rolling the first nipple he came across. He groped between her legs, feeling the wetness leaking out of her. Wetness she couldn’t disguise or hide, proof positive that she was ready for him, wanted him.

“Would the lady and gentleman like to join the bonfire party outside?” the server asked on the rare occasion the two of them separated.

“What’s the bonfire party?”

The server motioned with his head, and they peered over the side of the booth. Outside, in the simultaneously dissolving and growing twilight, a mass of bodies moved together, stripping, sucking, licking, fucking. Faces devoured organs of all types, breasts were massaged, holes filled.

Peter felt Sarah’s hand tighten around his cock.

“Let’s go,” he said to her.

She shook her head, unable to look at him.

“You don’t want to see what it’s all about? You don’t have to do anything.”

Sarah slowly got to her feet. They walked out onto the cooling sand together, met by the wafting sounds of humans climbing toward pleasure. A shudder ran through Sarah’s body, and Peter knew she was interested.

“How do we get started?” she asked just as the woman from the booth next to theirs stepped in front of her.

“Glad you two could join us,” she said with a wink. “Let’s get you warmed up.”

A few people broke from the fucking to strip Sarah and Peter naked. The hands running up and down Sarah’s body soaked her from the inside to her pussy lips. She knew she was positively dripping.

“She’s so wet. She’s good to go.” A man rubbed his hand between her legs, letting one errant finger penetrate her. “Jesus, I’ve never felt a pussy so wet before.”

Peter took Sarah’s face in his palm. He stared into her eyes; she stared back. They kissed softly, and Peter whispered, “If you want my cock …”

“I have to take all of theirs.”

“Do you want to?”

“Yes.”

“Because you need my cock, right?”

“Right.”

Sarah bent forward, bracing herself against her husband’s bare hips. His erection was so close to her mouth, but when she moved toward it, he pulled it away.

The man behind her entered her smoothly, the noise of her wetness drawing more men to them.

“Look up at me,” Peter ordered, and Sarah’s sights went right to his. He watched her face as the man pounded her from behind then reached around to rub her clit. The creeping orgasm took over, and she spasmed into his torso, shaking with pleasure until she hit the sand.

Another man climbed on top of her, sucking her nipples as he put his cock inside her. A woman came around to the front of Peter and dropped to her knees in front of him, taking his full length down her throat.

“We should fill this one with toys,” the woman from the other booth was saying, pointing to Sarah writhing in the warm, white sand. “Spread her legs open, stretch her wide.”

Peter nodded as the woman brought forth a box filled with dildos and plugs. It looked like a collection of beach toys to anyone who glanced briefly at it. With the first one she selected, Sarah moaned.

“That’s too big,” she said.

“Don’t worry about it, sweetheart,” the woman told her. “Nothing’s too big for our cunts.”

She eased the massive dildo in, the skin between Sarah’s front and back hole pulling tight. Then she lowered herself onto Sarah’s face and bent forward to put her mouth to Sarah’s pussy. Peter watched all this, smiling, placing a hand on the head that was still bobbing at his dick.

“Lick my wife till she comes,” Peter said. “Sarah, lick her till she tells you to stop.”

Sarah nodded, her tongue flashing over the stranger’s pussy suddenly in her face. She worked into corners and bumps, hitting the same spot again and again when she heard a moan. There was a tensing of the knees by her head then a shaking as the woman came.

“But I haven’t finished you yet,” she said, dropping between Sarah’s legs from the other direction. “Her mouth is free, boys. Someone fill it.”

A cock moved past her lips, tenderly fucking her face as a tongue lapped her clit. Peter had bent another woman over; she could see him flying in and out of her. The dildo became too much as her pussy contracted in orgasm. It was pushed out of her onto the sand now bathed in velvet night.

The bonfire roared as everyone changed holes and phalluses, partners and organs. Sarah found herself in front of a row of hard cocks, Peter watching as she sucked down each one. A man sat behind her, rubbing her tits and pressing his erection against her back.

“So, what’s the game with you two?” he asked, his mouth grazing her neck. “He likes to watch you get fucked, huh?”

“He wants me to earn his cock,” Sarah answered. “If I fuck the men he tells me to fuck, I get him.”

“Oh really?” The man pulled her toward him and brought her to her hands and knees. “I’m going to eat your wife’s ass. Then I’m gonna fuck her.”

“In the ass?” Peter asked.

“If she wants it.”

They both looked at Sarah, who hesitated then nodded. The man smiled and ran his tongue along her crack. He worked there for a while, licking and fingering until the pucker relaxed and loosened. Another man was in Sarah’s mouth; Peter was happily munching someone else’s eager pussy.

“Are you ready?” the man asked, the head of his dick resting against Sarah’s asshole.

Peter reached out and grabbed Sarah’s hand through the sand. They smiled at each other, and Sarah nodded.

“Yes.”

The man slid his cock into her tight hole. She squealed then sighed and touched her clit. It was as if every part of her was being fucked at once, even bits that couldn’t be fucked. Like her nerves and veins were all fucking each other, screaming in ecstasy that ricochetted off the inside of her. She came so hard that she flopped onto the sand, all the muscles in her body gone limp.

“She’s not even going to be able to take your cock after all this,” the man said. He rolled Sarah over, pressed her tits together. “I wanna come on them.”

Sarah held her breasts as well as she could, given that her hands weren’t really working at the moment. The man jerked himself off, and his cum hung like garland off her long, hard nipples.

“Are you happy?” she asked, craning her neck back to see Peter, whose fingers were busy exploring the G-spot of some other guest at the resort.

Peter leaned forward, connecting their mouths in the middle of the debauchery. “You look beautiful,” he told her. He released the other woman and reclined on the sand next to Sarah. “Ride my cock.”

“Can I?”

“I want you to. More than anything.”

Sarah climbed on top, lowered herself onto his still hard dick. It had been licked, fucked, and sucked on all night, yet there it was, a rock inside her, stretching and pushing as she humped her way to a body-thrasher of an orgasm.

A dick appeared next to her as her mouth hung slack from coming. Its owner’s hand was flying up and down the shaft, and a low arch of jizz shot forward. Sarah tilted back so it could land across her chest, Peter’s happy palms rubbing the fluid into her.

“Make me come,” Peter commanded. “I’m the only one here who gets to come inside you, and I know how badly you want that.”

“I want everything badly,” Sarah breathed. “Your cock, your cum, your body. I’ll do anything for it.”

“I’m so happy to hear that.” Peter thrust up inside her. Sarah squealed as he did. “I love making you a slave for my cock.”

Sarah’s body pumped harder. Another spray of semen burst over them. When Sarah bent down to kiss Peter, she felt the speckles of it on his chest as well as hers. They kissed, her hips moving faster and faster. Then Peter dug his nails into shoulders, pulling her tight to him as he shot off a load inside her.

The bonfire continued to rage. All around them, couples were still interlocking in a dozen different varieties of insertion and penetration. The sweat crystallizing on both their faces turned the flickering light of the inferno into golden droplets; the cum drying against their skin turned shiny in the unsteady glow.

It’s funny how the light from the fire can seem so fickle Sarah thought to herself, her fingers finding a dried plug of cum in her husband’s chest hair. It’s always changing and moving, yet we never doubt its ability to burn.

Presently, they got to their feet. They left their clothes wherever they had been tossed on the beach. Why bother with them now? Neither one of them missed pants or shirts as they walked to their hut with the tired limped of the well and truly fucked.

Moans broke through the metronome of the waves but faded into the distance as they got farther away. The water looked black; Sarah submerged herself entirely.

“I should get some of this junk off me,” Peter said, following her in.

Sarah locked her arms and legs around his torso, and they floated in the salty silence for a moment.

“I loved that.”

“I know.”

“Did you like it?”

“Very much so.”

“Can we try more stuff like this? Do you think you’d be open to some new things?”

Sarah put her face in the curve of his neck. She inhaled and nodded without speaking. Peter’s ran his hand up the length of her body.

Back in their hut, the sounds of the orgy were like a riot happening in some far off city. There was the tell-tale fire light throwing shapes all over the vista, animal noises escaping human lips. Sarah and Peter curled into each other, drifting in and out of sleep throughout the night, fucking intermittently, fading into unconsciousness as the sun burned the horizon into existence.

***

At the next appointment with their therapist, Sarah and Peter sat across from him, wearing the same smug expressions. Naturally, the therapist read this as good news and greeted them as such.

“Well, yes, we had a wonderful time,” Sarah said, moving her eyes from Peter to the therapist. “In fact, such an amazing time that we couldn’t believe it was possible until we realized you set this all up.”

“Excuse me?” the therapist asked.

“You knew that place was a swinger’s resort,” Peter jumped in. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, Doc, it worked. We were just surprised, is all.”

“A swinger’s resort?”

“We’re not mad,” Sarah assured him. “We think it’s funny. Besides, it worked. It changed our entire relationship.”

“Well, then, I’m thrilled to hear it,” the therapist said, not one to turn down credit where it was being given. “Sometimes, it’s the most unorthodox approaches that work the best.”

After the couple left, the therapist fished the printout for the resort out of his desk drawer. He didn’t see anything on it that mentioned swingers or wild sex parties, except a small mention of midnight skinny dipping. Still, he dialed the number and waited patiently as it rang.

“Hello, I have a few questions,” he said to the polite young woman who answered the phone.

“Go right ahead!” she told him.

“So this place is, uh, a swinger’s resort?”

“It sure is! Couples come here to cut loose and add some spice to their relationship. We’ve got all sorts of events and parties. It’s a real hoot.”

“Well, in that case,” the therapist drawled, looking at the framed glamour shot of his stunning wife on his desk, “when’s the soonest reservation you’ve got?”

Check out "Sharing Sarah" a hotwife novella just for you!


If you want more short stories, check out our newest giant bundle here!



Also From Kumquat Publishing

Raven Merlot and her co-authors Alexandra Noir, Rod Fetcher, and Bambi Hammer are constantly writing new adult short stories and novels. When they are on the shelf long enough we like to combine them into giant bundles! Each of these contains over a 1,000 pages of stories! They are best read in Kindle Unlimited but you can buy them as well! Each of these bundles contains cuckolding, BDSM, and hot group sex!

50 More BDSM Stories!


Forbidden and Explicit Erotica for Adults: Sixty Two Books

More Forbidden Erotica Stories for Adults: 61 Books


Forbidden Erotica Sex Stories for Adults - Sixty Books - Explicit Rough Short Stories


Fetish specific books (some of these stories appear in the above volumes as well)

Punished and Used - 60 BDSM Books


She Strays... He Watches: 45 Explicit Forbidden Stories of Liberated Wives and Devoted Cuckolds

About Raven Merlot
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Raven Merlot has spent years exploring the thrilling world of erotic storytelling, crafting tales that push boundaries, ignite passions, and delve into the deepest desires of the human experience. With a signature blend of sensuality, power dynamics, and raw intimacy, Raven creates unforgettable characters who surrender to their most forbidden fantasies.

Whether it’s the delicate dance of dominance and submission, the intoxicating allure of cuckolding, or the seductive thrill of power exchange, Raven’s stories pull readers into a world where pleasure knows no limits.

When not writing, Raven enjoys discovering new ways to explore desire, indulging in decadent wine, and finding inspiration in the unspoken secrets of the night.

🔥 Follow Raven Merlot for more steamy tales:
📚 Amazon Author Page


📢 Twitter/X: @RavenMerlot

💋 You can also find exclusive content on Patreon!

You can join her email list at www.kumquatpublishing.com and get a free story! You’ll also hear about new books as they become available and how to get some books for free!
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