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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.


Please, Take My Wife!

By Raven Merlot


David held up what might have been the same tiny sock for the third time, staring at it like he’d forgotten what socks were for. The laundry pile on their bed seemed to have multiplied while he wasn’t looking—an endless mountain of tiny shirts, impossible small pants, and roughly seventeen thousand mismatched socks.

“Babe, you just put that in Sophie’s pile,” Jen said, pulling the sock from his hand and tossing it toward Max’s stack. “It’s Max’s dinosaur sock. See? Little T-Rex.” She held it up, showing him the pattern he’d completely missed.

“Right. Dinosaurs.” He blinked hard, trying to focus. The quarterly review meeting had started at seven this morning, followed by soccer practice pickup, bath time that turned into a water war, and two separate bedtime story negotiations. His body felt like it was moving through pudding.

“When’s the last time you blinked?” Jen asked, watching him fold the same washcloth twice. Her accent slipped through, softening her consonants the way it did when she was amused. “You look like one of those zombies from Max’s cartoon. The friendly ones that just bump into walls.”

David laughed, or tried to. It came out more like a wheeze. “I’m good. Just need to … What are we doing with kitchen towels? Kitchen pile or—”

“That’s a bath towel, honey.” She took it from his hands, her fingers brushing his. “And you’re about to fall over. Go on; get out of here. I got this.”

“I can help,” David protested, reaching for what turned out to be one of Jen’s yoga sets—the burgundy sports bra and matching leggings she wore to Tuesday morning classes. He held them for a moment, remembering how she looked coming home afterward, glowing and energized while he scrambled to get both kids fed before work.

“You’re just standing there, holding my workout clothes like you’ve never seen them before.” Jen laughed, taking them from his hands. “That’s it. You’re officially too tired to function. Go collapse on the couch before you fall asleep standing up and I have to explain to the kids why Daddy’s sleeping on the floor.”

He leaned back against her for a moment, feeling her warmth through his T-shirt. “You’re amazing. Have I mentioned that recently?”

“Only every day.” She pushed him forward gently then swatted his butt playfully. “Love you, too. Now go be useless somewhere horizontal.”

David made it downstairs through muscle memory alone, his feet finding each step without conscious thought. The living room was blessedly quiet—toys mostly contained in their baskets, only a few stray blocks evidence of the day’s chaos. He collapsed onto the couch with a groan that came from his soul.

The TV was still on from earlier—probably Max’s cartoon hour before bed. It had auto-played into something else after sitting idle, and now Love Conquest filled the screen in glittery letters. A woman in a red dress was crying while a man in a suit held a rose, the host’s voice booming about “difficult decisions” and “following your heart.”

David fumbled for the remote, but his hand found only empty couch cushion. Whatever. 

The host’s voice became white noise, mixing with the studio audience’s gasps and applause. His eyes started to close, the TV’s glow painting patterns on his eyelids. The woman in red became a blur of color, the host’s words melting into meaningless sound as sleep pulled him under.

*** 

The studio lights hit David’s face like a slap of pure electricity. One moment, he was sinking into worn couch cushions; the next, he was standing on a gleaming stage, his T-shirt and sweatpants transformed into a powder-blue suit with shoulders that could shelter a family. A microphone appeared in his hand, heavy and chrome, the kind they used in the old days when game shows were events.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome back to Please, Take My Wife: Special Edition!” His own voice boomed from speakers he couldn’t see, confident and smooth in a way he’d never been in real life. 

The studio audience—hundreds of faces in tiered seating—erupted in applause, their enthusiasm genuine and slightly unhinged. Somewhere, a band played a horn-heavy theme song, all brass and triumph.

And there was Jen. His Jen, but transformed into something from a different era—perched on a velvet bar stool, legs crossed in a silver dress that seemed to be made entirely of sequins and wishful thinking. Her hair was bigger, her lips glossier, and when she smiled at him, her accent dripped like honey over everything. “Well, hey there, handsome host. We gonna have us some fun tonight or what?”

The audience whooped at Jen’s question, and David found himself grinning, playing into it. “Oh, we’re going to have all kinds of fun, darling. Because tonight, three lucky contestants are competing for the ultimate prize—a night with my gorgeous wife Jennifer!”

“That’s right, sugar,” Jen purred, holding up her left hand where her wedding ring caught the stage lights like a disco ball. She blew a kiss to the camera then turned to give the audience a little shoulder shimmy that made her dress sparkle. “These boys gonna have to work real hard to impress a married woman.”

“Three strapping bachelors are here to compete for a date with my wife!” David gestured stage left where three men stood behind individual podiums, each lit by their own spotlight. “Gentlemen, step forward and let America see what you’re working with!”

The first spotlight blazed brighter as Contestant Number One stepped forward. Marcus had skin the color of rich coffee, muscles that bulged under his tank top like he’d been carved rather than born, and a smile that belonged in a toothpaste commercial. The glittery “Marcus” across his chest caught the light with every breath.

“Contestant Number One is Marcus, a twenty-eight-year-old fitness instructor from Miami Beach!” David read from cards that materialized from nowhere. “Marcus says he’s here to show my wife what real stamina means. Tell us, Marcus, what makes you think you can handle a married woman?”

“Well, David”—Marcus grinned, his voice as smooth as whiskey—“I teach spin classes all day. I know how to keep going when things get sweaty, and I always make sure my riders finish satisfied.”

The audience screamed. Jen fanned herself with her hand, her accent thicker than molasses as she said, “My, my, my. Somebody knows how to work up a sweat.”

The second spotlight flared as Contestant Number Two strutted forward. Brad looked like he’d stepped out of a fraternity reunion poster—sandy blond hair, quarterback shoulders, the kind of jaw that belonged on a Wheaties box. His Polo shirt was salmon pink, collar popped with absolute commitment.

“Contestant Number Two is Brad, a thirty-two-year-old investment banker from Connecticut!” David announced, the cards feeling warm in his hands. “Brad says he knows how to manage assets and maximize returns. Brad, what’s your strategy for winning my wife?”

Brad’s grin was pure prep school confidence. “David, I believe in aggressive positions and long-term holdings. When I see an opportunity, like your wife, I go all-in. I don’t pull out until we’ve both seen maximum gains.”

The audience roared. Jen bit her lower lip, leaning forward just enough to give the camera an angle. “Well, bless his heart, all that talk about not pulling out? That’s the kind of investment strategy that could get a girl in trouble.”

The third spotlight ignited as the final contestant stepped forward. His three-piece suit had that perfect Italian cut that made his shoulders look broader, waist narrower. His shoes gleamed like mirrors. When he adjusted his cufflinks, they caught the light with a deliberate flash.

“And Contestant Number Three is Giovanni, a thirty-five-year-old art dealer from Milan!” David’s voice boomed. “Giovanni says he’s here to show my wife the finer things in life. Giovanni, what makes you the right choice for my wife tonight?”

Giovanni’s accent rolled over every syllable. “David, my friend, in Italy, we believe: why rush when you can savor? Your wife, she is like a fine wine. She needs someone who knows how to appreciate her properly, to taste every note, to make the experience last until she is begging for the finale.”

The audience erupted—women fanning themselves, men hooting approval, someone in the back shouting, “Take me instead!” 

Jen uncrossed and recrossed her legs, making sure the camera caught every move. “Lord have mercy, that accent could make a girl forget all kinds of things. Like her last name. Or her address. Or why she ever wore panties in the first place.”

“All right, gentlemen, time for our first round—Getting to Know You!” David strutted to center stage, the microphone cable somehow never tangling despite his movement. “I’m going to ask each of you one question about what you’d do with my wife. And remember, folks, honesty is the hottest policy!”

He stopped in front of Marcus first, giving him a professional game-show-host handshake. “Marcus! Simple question: where would you take my wife on your date?”

Marcus leaned into his podium, that toothpaste commercial smile widening. “David, I’d take her to my private gym after hours. Just her, me, and all that equipment. I’d give her a very … personal training session. Work on her flexibility, her endurance. Make sure she gets a full body workout, if you know what I mean.”

“I bet she’d be sore for days!” David laughed, high-fiving Marcus before moving to Brad’s podium. 

The audience whooped and clapped. 

“Bradley! My Connecticut connection! What’s the first thing you’d do when you got my wife alone?”

Brad straightened his collar, leaning forward with country club confidence. “Well, David, first thing I’d do is pour your wife some champagne. The good stuff, not that grocery store nonsense. Then I’d help her out of whatever she’s wearing—respectfully, of course—and into something more comfortable. Like my bed.”

“Not too respectfully, I hope,” Jen called out, making the audience scream with laughter. She shifted on her stool, the sequins catching every light. “A girl doesn’t put on a dress like this to be treated like somebody’s grandmother.”

“They certainly are not playing around!” David spun toward Giovanni’s podium with game show flair. “Giovanni, my Italian stallion! Here’s the big question: what would you do to really impress my wife?”

Giovanni stepped out from behind his podium, hands moving as he spoke. “David, impressive is not the word. I would seduce her, yes? First, with words, with wine, with the way I look at her like she is the only woman who has ever existed. And then, when she is ready, when she is asking for more, I would show her why Italian lovers have such a reputation. Slowly. Thoroughly. Until she forgets there was ever anyone before me.”

“Well!” David turned to face the audience, arms spread wide. “I think we’ve learned a lot about our contestants! But now it’s time for the real test. The ultimate challenge. The thing that separates the boys from the men!”

He paused for dramatic effect, the drum roll starting from somewhere in the darkness. “You know what really gets my wife going? What really makes her melt?” He grinned at the camera. “A good, firm spanking. Isn’t that right, honey?”

Jen bit her lip and nodded, standing up from her stool in one fluid motion. Whistles pierced the air, chairs creaked as people leaned forward, someone’s aunt shouted, “Yes, girl!” from the third row.

Jen walked to center stage where a padded bench waited under its own spotlight, leather gleaming, the perfect height for what was about to happen. She positioned herself over the bench, palms flat on the leather, facing the audience. The angle gave everyone in the front rows a perfect view straight down the neckline of her sequined dress, and she knew it. She looked out at the crowd with a smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing. “Y’all ready for the show?”

“That’s my girl!” David announced, moving aside with a flourish. “Gentlemen, you each get one swing. One chance to show my wife what you’re working with. Make it count! Marcus, you’re up first!”

Marcus stepped forward, rolling his shoulders like a boxer entering the ring. He took his position behind Jen, one hand resting lightly on her lower back. “You ready for this, Mrs. Jennifer?”

“Born ready, sugar,” she purred, arching just a little more.

Marcus raised his hand and brought it down with perfect form—firm, solid, the sound cracking through the studio like a whip. 

Jen gasped, her fingers gripping the bench, but her face showed pure pleasure. “Mmm, somebody’s been practicing!”

“Brad, you’re up!” David called out, gesturing him forward with ringmaster energy.

Brad strutted up, popping his collar one more time for good measure. He positioned himself, took a practice swing through the air that made the audience laugh, then placed his hand on Jen’s hip. “Let’s see if Connecticut can compete with Miami.”

His spank was different—sharp and precise, the kind that came from years of fraternity paddle experience. The crack echoed through the studio. 

Jen’s whole body rocked forward, her breasts nearly spilling out of the dress as she caught herself on the bench. “Sweet Jesus,” she gasped then looked back over her shoulder at Brad. “They teach that at Yale or was that pure natural talent?”

The audience was on their feet now, chanting “Gio-van-ni! Gio-van-ni!” as the Italian approached with measured steps.

Giovanni approached slowly, removing his suit jacket and handing it to someone off-stage. He rolled up his sleeves with deliberate precision, revealing forearms that had clearly seen their share of Italian sun. He studied Jen’s position like she was a sculpture he was about to improve.

“Bella,” he said softly, running one hand down her spine before positioning himself. “You must breathe, yes? Deep breath now.”

She inhaled, and at the exact moment of her exhale, his hand came down—not the hardest, but perfectly placed, with a follow-through that made it linger. The sound was fuller, deeper. 

Jen’s mouth fell open, no sound coming out for a second, then a moan that made half the audience shift in their seats.

“Fuck,” she breathed, forgetting about the FCC entirely. Her legs trembled visibly.

David jumped back in, professional despite the obvious bulge in his powder-blue pants. “Wow! That was solid, folks! I bet my wife will be feeling those tomorrow! What do you think, audience? Who had the best technique?”

The audience erupted in competing chants. ”Mar-cus!” from one section, “Brad! Brad! Brad!” from another, while the Italian contingent was doing some kind of coordinated clapping that might have been soccer-related.

David raised his hands for quiet. “Hold those thoughts, America! We need to pause for a word from our sponsors!” 

He helped Jen up from the bench, her legs still wobbly. She smoothed down her dress then gave the audience a little wave that turned into blowing kisses.

“Gentlemen, you all did fantastic!” David shook each contestant’s hand. “We’ll be right back after these messages to see who wins the grand prize—a night with my gorgeous wife! Don’t go anywhere!”

The “ON AIR” sign went dark. The audience kept applauding but politely, the contestants nodded to each other like colleagues, and David took Jen’s hand. 

“We’ll be right back, gentlemen. Just need to powder our noses.”

They walked off stage together, David’s hand on the small of her back, guiding her toward a door marked “TALENT.” The second it closed behind them, Jen had him pressed against the wall, her mouth on his, hands everywhere at once.

Their kissing was desperate, hungry, seven years of marriage somehow making them want each other more in this moment than their wedding night. David’s hands tangled in her hair—so much bigger than usual, perfect for gripping—while she ground against him, the sequins of her dress scratching through his suit.

“Did you like watching three other men manhandle your slutty wife?” she gasped against his mouth, her accent thick as syrup. Her hand found his cock through his pants, squeezing hard enough to make him groan.

“I did,” he panted, pushing his hips into her grip. “I can’t wait to watch you take a stranger’s cock like the slut you are.”

She stroked him through the fabric, her smile wicked and loving at the same time. “You’re going to love every minute of it, and this”—she squeezed harder—”isn’t getting any more fun until my married pussy gets slammed by some strange cock.”

David moaned into her mouth, his hands moving from her hair to grab her ass, pulling her tighter against him. The sequined dress rode up under his grip. His other hand found her breast, squeezing through the fabric, feeling how hard her nipple was already.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he gasped then dove back into kissing her, deeper, messier. His whole body was on fire with the contradiction—desperately wanting her while knowing he’d have to wait, watch, let someone else have her first. The denial made everything sharper, more intense.

Jen arched into his touches, letting him grope her like a teenager in a closet. She loved this—being desired by her husband, by three strangers, by the entire audience. Being the center of everyone’s want. 

“Mmm … baby, you’re gonna have to watch another man make me come,” she teased between kisses. “Watch me beg for his cock while yours stays locked in those pants.” She bit her lip, stepping back while fixing her hair with practiced motions. Her smile was pure wickedness mixed with affection. “Tonight … cucks come last, right, honey?”

David stood straight, adjusting his tie, getting back into character. “Yes, dear. Cucks come last.”

She winked at him then opened the door and swept back onto the stage, waving at everyone like she hadn’t just been groping her husband in the back room. The audience cheered her return. David followed, the perfect professional host again, grabbing his microphone from the stand.

“And we’re back, ladies and gentlemen!” His voice boomed with game show enthusiasm. “Before the break, you saw three incredible men prove they know how to handle my wife. But that was just the warm-up! Now it’s time for Round Two—The Seduction Showcase!

“But first, we need to see what these gentlemen are really working with. After all, my wife deserves to know exactly what she’s getting!” He turned to Jen with a wink. “Honey, why don’t you come center stage and help us evaluate our contestants?”

“Well, I thought you’d never ask!” Jen stood up from her stool, adjusting her dress to make sure everything was barely covered. She walked to center stage where a plush red cushion waited on the floor—probably there since the show started. She dropped to her knees on it gracefully. “I believe in thorough inspections, don’t y’all?”

The audience roared approval. Someone’s grandmother shouted, “Get it, girl!” from the balcony. 

David gestured to the contestants. “Gentlemen, please step forward one at a time for evaluation. Marcus, you’re up first!”

Marcus strutted forward, unbuckling his belt with the confidence of someone used to being looked at. When he dropped his pants, Jen’s eyebrows shot up. “Oh my lord,” she breathed, her accent getting thicker. “That is … substantial.” She reached out, wrapping her hand around him, stroking slowly to get him fully hard. 

Marcus groaned, his muscles tensing. 

“Somebody blessed you in all kinds of ways, didn’t they?” She leaned forward, unable to resist, her tongue flicking out to taste the tip. “Mmm … clean and sweet. You taste like confidence, sugar.”

The audience burst into applause. 

Marcus gave a little bow then high-fived Brad as they passed each other. “Good luck, brother,” Marcus said with a grin. Brad clapped him on the shoulder like they were teammates.

“Excellent form from Marcus!” David announced, though his voice was slightly strained. He shifted behind his podium, the bulge in his pants obvious to anyone looking. “Brad, you’re next!”

Brad strutted up with fraternity boy swagger, already loosening his khakis. “Hope you’re ready for some Connecticut excellence, Mrs. J.” When he dropped his pants, he was already half-hard, and Jen wrapped her fingers around him with appreciation.

“Well, well, well …” she drawled, stroking him to full hardness. “Looks like those Ivy League boys are blessed in more than just trust funds.” She leaned in, running her tongue along the underside before taking the head in her mouth for just a moment. Brad’s hands clenched at his sides. “Mmm … you taste expensive, honey. Like good scotch and bad decisions.”

The crowd ate it up, whooping and applauding. “Get it, girl!” came another shout from the balcony—maybe the same grandmother, maybe her friend. 

Brad gave them a wave as he stepped back, and Giovanni stepped forward, already removing his belt with elegant precision. The studio seemed to hold its breath.

Giovanni let his pants fall with practiced grace, and the change in Jen’s entire demeanor was instant. Her breath caught, her hand trembled slightly as she reached for him. 

“Oh my sweet Jesus,” she whispered, her accent so thick now it was dripping. “This is … this is art.”

She stroked him slowly, reverently, her eyes wide. When she leaned forward to taste him, it wasn’t the quick lick she’d given the others. She took her time, her tongue exploring, a soft moan escaping her throat. “You taste like sin and Sunday dinner all at once,” she breathed. Her whole body had shifted toward him, like a plant toward sunlight.

“I think we might have a winner!” David’s voice cracked slightly. He was gripping his microphone so tight his knuckles were white, his own arousal obvious as he watched his wife worship another man’s cock. 

He looked directly at Giovanni. “Giovanni, the question America needs answered—will you fuck my wife?”

Giovanni smiled, that Italian confidence radiating. “Si, my friend. This thing, I will do for you. I will fuck your beautiful wife until she forgets her own name.”

The audience exploded in applause. 

David held up his hand for more. “But wait! There’s more! Because this is Please, Take My Wife: Special Edition, and we believe everyone deserves a shot!” He gestured to the other contestants. “Marcus, you get my wife tomorrow night! Brad, you get her the night after! Three nights, three men, one very lucky wife!”

Marcus and Brad erupted like their team had just won the Super Bowl. Marcus grabbed Brad in a bear hug, lifting him off the ground. “We all get her! We all win!” Marcus shouted, spinning Brad around.

“This is the best game show ever!” Brad yelled, pumping his fist in the air. They high-fived so hard it echoed through the studio then turned and rushed Giovanni, pulling him into a three-way bro-hug that nearly knocked the Italian over.

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” David laughed into the microphone. “Save some energy for my wife!” 

The audience was on their feet, clapping and cheering like this was the moon landing. Someone threw confetti from the balcony—where it came from, nobody knew.

“And don’t worry about planning anything, boys,” David continued, grinning. “I’ll be right there each night, coaching you through exactly how my wife likes it. Think of me as your personal trainer for pleasing my woman!

“But, without further ado,” David announced with game show flourish, “Giovanni, I believe your prize is waiting to be collected!”

Jen stood center stage, somehow looking completely innocent despite having just evaluated three cocks with her mouth. She clasped her hands in front of her, batting her eyelashes at Giovanni like a Southern belle at her first cotillion. “Why, whatever could you mean, Mr. Host?” she said sweetly, her accent pure honey. “I’m just a married woman standing here in my little dress.”

Giovanni approached her with that same measured walk, like a panther who knew the prey wasn’t going anywhere. When he reached her, he traced one finger along her jaw. “Such innocence, bella. But I saw how you looked at me. How you tasted me.” He leaned in close. “You are hungry, no?”

The audience was completely silent now, everyone leaning forward. 

David moved closer, too, microphone in hand. “And this, folks, is where the real show begins!” Then he straightened up and announced, “Hold on, folks! Let’s make sure everyone’s comfortable for the show!”

Two plush armchairs were wheeled out by stagehands, positioned at perfect viewing angles. Marcus and Brad settled in like kings on their thrones. A production assistant in a tight T-shirt appeared with a protein shake for Marcus—chocolate, with a little umbrella in it for some reason. Another brought Brad a crystal tumbler of scotch, the good stuff based on the color.

“Thanks, bro!” Marcus called out, raising his shake in a toast.

“This is better than the Harvard-Yale game!” Brad added, taking a satisfied sip.

David grinned at them. “Gentlemen, you’ve got front-row seats to watch the master at work! Take notes—you’ll need them for your turns!” He turned back to Giovanni and Jen. “Now then, where were we?”

Giovanni cupped Jen’s face and kissed her, deep and thorough, his hands sliding into her hair. She melted against him, making soft sounds that the microphones picked up perfectly. When he turned her around and unzipped her dress with practiced ease, the sequins catching the light as it fell, the audience gasped collectively.

“Folks, look at my beautiful wife!” David announced, his voice thick with arousal. “Isn’t she spectacular?”

Giovanni’s hands traveled over Jen’s skin, tracing her curves, unhurried. He unhooked her bra with one hand while the other held her against him, kissing her neck. When the bra fell away, he cupped her breasts from behind, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they were visibly hard.

“Jesus,” Marcus muttered from his chair, shifting to adjust himself.

“You know what this reminds me of?” Brad said, taking another sip of scotch. “The champagne room at my dad’s country club. I’d get my own membership, but my dad works out a deal with the owner so he gets the family discount.”

Giovanni turned Jen to face him again, kissing her while walking her backward toward the padded bench. His hands were everywhere but never rushed—her breasts, her waist, sliding down to grip her ass through the tiny panties she still wore.

Before positioning himself between Jen’s legs, Giovanni had stripped with the same deliberate grace he brought to everything. His shirt came off button by button, revealing a lean torso with just enough chest hair to be interesting. His pants and underwear followed, and he was already fully hard from fingering Jen.

“Damn,” Marcus said appreciatively. “Dude takes care of himself.”

“That’s Pilates,” Brad announced confidently. “My trainer Kelsey says it’s all about the core. She charges three hundred an hour, but my dad owns the building her studio’s in, so we work out a trade.”

When Jen’s panties hit the floor, Giovanni’s hands slid down to her thighs, spreading them slightly. His fingers found her already wet, and she gasped, gripping his shoulders. He worked her with the same unhurried precision he’d shown all night, two fingers moving in and out while his thumb circled her clit.

“Oh god. Oh fuck,” Jen moaned, her accent thick as molasses now, every word dripping Georgia. “Right there, sugar. Don’t you dare stop.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” David’s voice was strained, his free hand definitely adjusting himself now, “my wife is about to come on another man’s fingers! Isn’t Please, Take My Wife: Special Edition beautiful?”

Giovanni increased his pace, kissing Jen’s neck as she started to shake. When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the studio, her whole body arching against him. He held her through it, then slowly withdrew his fingers and brought them to his mouth, tasting her while maintaining eye contact.

“Holy shit,” Marcus said, draining his protein shake in one go. “That was like watching the Olympics.”

Giovanni positioned himself between Jen’s legs but didn’t enter her yet. Instead, he kissed her again, long and deep, while she wrapped her legs around him, trying to pull him closer. The audience could see everything—the way she was desperately trying to get him inside her, the way he was holding back, making her wait.

“Please,” Jen whimpered against his mouth, her Southern drawl making it sound like “play-ees. I need you inside me so bad.”

Giovanni pulled back just as she tried to angle her hips to take him inside. “No, no,” he said softly, running one hand down her thigh. “First, you must ask properly.”

“I did ask!” Jen protested, her accent making her frustration adorable. “I said please and everything!”

He smiled, tracing his fingers along her inner thigh, so close to where she wanted him but not quite touching. “In Italy, we believe anticipation makes everything sweeter.” He leaned down to kiss her breast, taking his time, while his cock rested against her entrance, not pushing in.

“This is torture,” Jen moaned, trying again to shift her hips, but Giovanni’s hands held her firmly in place.

“This is art,” he corrected, and slowly, impossibly slowly, began to push just the head inside her.

The audience groaned collectively—half in sympathy with Jen’s frustration, half in appreciation of Giovanni’s control. 

David was gripping his microphone so tight it might break. “Folks, that’s what we call edging! My wife is about to lose her mind!”

Giovanni pushed in another inch, just enough to make Jen gasp, then stopped again. Her whole body was trembling now, sweat making her skin glow under the studio lights. She looked absolutely wrecked and he’d barely started.

“Please, please, please,” she chanted, her hands clutching at his shoulders, nails leaving marks. “I’m beggin’ you, sugar. I need all of you.”

He withdrew completely, making her whine at the loss. Then he rubbed himself against her, sliding his cock through her wetness but not entering, the friction making her hips buck desperately. Each time she thought he was going to push inside, he’d angle away at the last second.

“You’re killing me!” Jen cried out, and the audience laughed—nervous, aroused laughter. Everyone was feeling her frustration.

“Giovanni, my friend,” David said into the microphone, his voice cracking, “I think my wife has learned her lesson about patience!”

Giovanni looked at David, then back at Jen’s desperate face. “Perhaps,” he said. Then, without warning, he pushed all the way in with one smooth thrust.

Jen’s scream of relief echoed through the studio. Her legs locked around him, holding him deep inside, afraid he might pull out and tease her again.

Giovanni began to move in earnest now, finding a rhythm that had Jen’s breath coming in short gasps. Not the teasing slowness from before, but deep, steady thrusts that made her whole body rock with each impact. Her breasts bounced with the force of it, and she’d given up on words entirely, just moaning with each stroke.

The wet sounds of their coupling filled the studio. Giovanni’s hands gripped her thighs, holding them wide, changing the angle until he found the spot that made her eyes roll back. When he hit it, her moans went up an octave, becoming almost musical.

David had moved closer, ostensibly to give commentary but really just drawn to watch his wife get thoroughly fucked. His pants were tented obscenely, and he’d stopped trying to hide it. 

The audience was dead silent except for occasional gasps and shifting in seats.

Giovanni’s pace increased, his control finally starting to slip. Sweat dripped down his chest as he drove into her harder, the bench creaking with each thrust. Jen’s nails raked down his back, leaving red streaks, her body starting to tense with another approaching orgasm.

Giovanni slowed his pace suddenly, almost stopping, making Jen whine in protest. He pulled nearly all the way out, then pushed back in with agonizing slowness, watching her face the entire time.

“No, no, bella,” he murmured when she tried to speed up by rolling her hips. “We are not rushing. You Americans always rush.” He held her hips still, controlling the pace completely, each thrust deliberate and deep.

“Please,” Jen begged, her accent making it three syllables. “Please, I need it faster, sugar.”

“What she needs,” Giovanni said, looking directly at David, “is to learn patience.” He continued his torturously slow rhythm, pulling out until just the tip remained, then sliding back in with that same measured pace. “To appreciate every … single … moment.”

The audience was transfixed. Someone had actually stopped eating their popcorn mid-chew. Marcus was leaning forward in his chair, studying Giovanni’s technique like he was taking mental notes.

“Look at that control,” Brad said admiringly. “That’s like holding Google stock through a crash. Diamond hands.”

Giovanni picked up the pace again, but now it was relentless. The sound of skin against skin filled the studio, punctuated by Jen’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Oh my lord, oh my lord,” she chanted, her accent so thick the words barely made sense. “You’re gonna make me come again, honey. Right there, right fucking there!”

Jen’s orgasm hit suddenly and violently. Her whole body went rigid, back arching off the bench, a scream tearing from her throat that was pure Southern revival meeting. Her inner walls clenched around Giovanni so hard he had to stop moving, just holding himself deep while she pulsed around him.

“Holy mother of—” Marcus couldn’t even finish, just staring wide-eyed.

Before she could fully recover, Giovanni started moving again, not giving her a chance to come down. She was hypersensitive now, every thrust making her whole body jerk, little aftershock orgasms rolling through her. Her mascara was running, her hair a wild mess, and she looked absolutely destroyed in the best way.

Giovanni’s own control was gone now. His thrusts became erratic, desperate, his grip on her hips probably leaving bruises. When he came, it was with a groan that sounded pulled from his soul, his whole body shuddering as he emptied himself inside her. He collapsed forward, catching himself on his arms, both of them breathing like they’d run a marathon.

The studio erupted. Standing ovation, whistles, cheers, someone’s grandmother definitely shouting, “That’s how it’s done!” from the balcony.

“Beautiful! Spectacular! Miraculous!” David was back in full host mode, though his voice was hoarse. He helped pull Jen to sitting while Giovanni found his clothes. “Ladies and gentlemen, that’s how you play Please, Take My Wife!”

Jen could barely sit upright, leaning against David’s shoulder. Her whole body was still trembling with little aftershocks. Giovanni’s release was visibly running down her thighs, and she didn’t even try to close her legs, too wrung out to care about modesty.

“But remember, folks,” David continued, his arm around his thoroughly fucked wife, “we’ve got two more nights of this! Marcus, you’re up tomorrow! Hope you were taking notes!”

Marcus stood up from his chair, his erection obvious in his pants. “Oh, I’ve got some ideas. Your wife’s flexibility is about to be tested.”

“And Brad, you get the finale on night three!”

“I’m thinking room service,” Brad said, finishing his scotch. “Maybe my dad’s hotel suite. The one with the mirrors on the ceiling. Not that he had those installed or anything; they came with the place when he bought it from that senator who got indicted.”

David’s eyes suddenly felt heavy, the studio lights starting to blur. The audience’s applause became distant, like it was coming through water. Jen saying something about “tomorrow night” echoed strangely, and Giovanni’s satisfied smile seemed to stretch and warp.

The blue suit felt too tight, then too loose, then wasn’t there at all. The microphone in his hand became lighter, less solid, dissolving into nothing. The studio started to fade at the edges, the bright lights dimming to the familiar glow of his own living room.

David jerked awake on the couch, disoriented, his body covered in sweat. The TV was still on Love Conquest, with its actual host announcing something about “next week’s tropical vacation episode.” His cock was rock-hard in his sweatpants, and he could feel a wet spot where he’d been leaking pre-come.

“Jesus,” he muttered, sitting up and rubbing his face. The dream was already starting to fragment, but he could still feel the weight of that microphone, still hear Jen’s accent, as thick as honey, still see her getting thoroughly fucked while he watched and narrated.

The sound of footsteps on the stairs made him panic slightly. Jen appeared in the doorway, still in her yoga clothes from earlier—the burgundy set he’d been holding when he could barely function.

“Hey, sleepy,” she said, that slight Georgia accent coming through. “You were supposed to be useless on the couch, not having what sounded like a very interesting dream.”

David’s face went red. “You heard?”

“Honey, you were moaning. And maybe said my name a few times.” She walked over, noticing his obvious arousal, and smiled. “Must have been some dream. Want to tell me about it?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, opened it again. How could he possibly explain that he’d just dream-hosted a game show where three men competed to fuck her while he narrated?

“I …” he started, but Jen put a finger to his lips.

“Or,” she said, straddling his lap on the couch, “you could just show me what got you so worked up.” She ground down against his erection, making him groan. “The kids are asleep, the laundry’s done, and I’ve got a husband who apparently has very interesting dreams about me.”

She kissed him then, and it felt like the dream and reality blurred together—his wife wanting him, choosing him, even after his subconscious had just given her away to three strangers on national television.

David swallowed hard, looking up at his wife straddling him on the couch. “Honey … I’ve got a weird idea, just hear me out.”

Jen raised an eyebrow, still grinding slowly against him. “Weirder than whatever just had you moaning on the couch?”

“Maybe. Probably.” He put his hands on her hips, steadying himself as much as her. “What if we …? What if we went to one of those hotel bars downtown? The fancy ones where business travelers stay?”

“Okay …” Jen said slowly, curious where this was going.

“And what if you went to the bar first, and I came in later, and we pretended we didn’t know each other? And maybe”—his voice dropped—“maybe someone would hit on you. And I could watch.”

Jen went very still on his lap. For a moment, David thought he’d ruined everything, crossed some unspoken line. Then she leaned down, her lips right by his ear, and her accent came out as thick as honey.

“Sugar, are you asking me to flirt with other men while you watch?”

David’s cock twitched hard enough that she definitely felt it. “Maybe?”

She sat back up, studying his face with an expression he couldn’t read. Then, slowly, she smiled—that same wicked smile dream-Jen had given him.

“Well now,” she drawled, “that does sound like an interesting Saturday night.”
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