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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 Trainer

By Raven Merlot


Greg Hartwell stared at himself in the bathroom mirror, the harsh fluorescent lights highlighting every flaw. At forty-eight, time hadn’t been kind to him—thinning hair, soft middle, eyes that looked perpetually tired. He splashed cold water on his face and tried not to think about what had happened in the bedroom twenty minutes ago.

Emily had been so patient, as always. “It happens,” she’d said, her voice gentle as she stroked his shoulder. But Greg had seen the flicker of disappointment in her eyes before she could hide it.

It was the third time this month. The third time he’d failed to satisfy his wife.

Greg dried his face with a plush hand towel, his hands trembling slightly. This wasn’t supposed to happen to men like him. He was successful, powerful in the boardroom. His financial consulting firm had doubled its revenue last year. He made decisions that affected millions of dollars daily. And yet here, in the most intimate part of his life, he was utterly powerless.

The irony wasn’t lost on him. Money could buy almost anything, but it couldn’t buy stamina. It couldn’t make him feel like a real man again.

He walked back to their bedroom. Emily was already asleep, or pretending to be. At thirty-two, she was still as beautiful as the day they’d met—smooth skin, toned legs, her honey-blonde hair spread across the pillow. In his darker moments, Greg wondered why she’d married him at all. Sure, he was successful, his financial consulting firm making more money than either of them could spend, but Emily had never seemed to care about that.

“I love you for you,” she always said. But lately, Greg wondered if that was enough.

He slid into bed beside her, careful not to wake her. Emily stirred slightly, murmuring something in her sleep. Once, she would have reached for him, even half-conscious. Now, she kept to her side of the king-sized mattress, the space between them a physical manifestation of their growing distance.

***

The next morning over breakfast, Greg pushed his eggs around his plate while Emily scrolled through her phone. She was wearing her running clothes, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Even without makeup, she was stunning.

Greg felt a familiar ache in his chest—love mingled with fear. Fear that she would someday realize she could do better.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said suddenly, breaking the comfortable silence. “You mentioned wanting to get more active.”

Emily looked up, surprised. “Yeah, I did. Why?”

“I got you something. A trainer. At Elevation Fitness.”

Her eyebrows rose. “A trainer? Greg, those are expensive.”

He shrugged, trying to appear casual. “We can afford it. Besides, I thought it might be good for both of us. Maybe I’ll join you sometimes.”

What he didn’t say was that he hoped it might help them reconnect. That maybe if they shared this activity, if they both worked on themselves physically, the spark might return. That maybe he wouldn’t feel so inadequate every time he looked at her.

“That would be nice,” Emily said, reaching across the table to squeeze his hand. Her smile was genuine, her eyes warming with affection. “Thank you.”

Greg returned her smile, ignoring the voice in his head that whispered he’d made a terrible mistake.

***

Tyler Chambers looked exactly like the kind of man who would intimidate Greg—six-foot-two, shoulders like a linebacker, arms that strained against the fabric of his fitted trainer shirt. Probably twenty-six, though Greg tried not to dwell on that. His handshake was firm, his smile confident without being arrogant.

“Mrs. Hartwell, it’s great to meet you,” Tyler said, his attention fully on Emily. He had the kind of voice that demanded attention—deep, resonant, naturally authoritative. “And Mr. Hartwell, thanks for setting this up. Not many husbands are this supportive.”

Greg nodded, suddenly feeling self-conscious in his expensive but ill-fitting workout clothes. Next to Tyler, he felt every one of his forty-eight years. His watch cost more than what Tyler probably made in a month, but that somehow didn’t seem to matter here.

“I’ll be over on the treadmill,” he said, already retreating.

“Cool, man. Let me know if you need any pointers,” Tyler responded, his tone friendly but with an undercurrent that made Greg wonder if he was being subtly mocked.

For the next hour, Greg pretended to focus on his own halfhearted workout while watching Emily and Tyler from across the gym. Tyler was professional, keeping a respectful distance as he showed Emily how to use the equipment. But there was something in the way Emily responded to him—laughing at his jokes, concentrating intensely when he demonstrated a movement, her eyes following him as he moved around her.

Greg noticed how she tucked her hair behind her ear when Tyler spoke to her, a gesture he hadn’t seen her make in years. He saw how she straightened her posture, pulled her shoulders back when Tyler approached. Small things, unconscious things, but they sent a clear message: she was attracted to him.

Tyler had her doing squats now, standing behind her to correct her form. His hands hovered near her waist, not quite touching but close enough. Emily’s face was flushed, her breathing heavy.

“You’ve got great natural form,” Tyler said, his voice carrying across the gym. “Most people struggle with the mind-muscle connection, but you’ve got it.”

Emily beamed at the praise, glowing in a way Greg hadn’t seen in months. He increased the speed on his treadmill, as if he could outrun the knot forming in his stomach.

By the time they finished, Emily was glowing with exertion, her skin dewy with sweat. She looked alive, vibrant in a way that made Greg’s chest ache.

“Same time next week?” Tyler asked, his eyes lingering on Emily just a fraction too long.

“Absolutely,” Emily replied, a little too quickly. “I can already feel the difference.”

In the car on the way home, Emily couldn’t stop talking about the session. “Tyler says I have potential. He thinks I could even compete someday if I wanted to.”

“Compete?” Greg asked, confused. He kept his eyes on the road, gripping the steering wheel too tightly.

“Figure competitions. Not bodybuilding, just toned. Athletic.” She glanced at him, suddenly self-conscious. “Don’t worry; I’m not planning to get bulky.”

Greg forced a smile. “Whatever makes you happy.”

What he wanted to say was, “I’m worried. I’m worried about the way you looked at him. I’m worried about the way he looked at you. I’m worried that I’ve just paid someone to make my wife realize how inadequate I am.”

But he said nothing.

***

Later that night, Emily emerged from the shower, skin flushed and warm. The scent of her lavender body wash filled the bedroom. She crawled into bed beside Greg, sliding her hand across his chest.

“I feel amazing,” she whispered, pressing her lips to his neck. “So … alive.”

Greg turned toward her, his body responding to her touch. For a moment, he allowed himself to hope. But as they moved together, his mind filled with images of Tyler’s confident hands demonstrating exercises, Emily’s rapt attention. The familiar anxiety crept in—the pressure to perform—and when the moment came, it was over too quickly … again.

The disappointment in Emily’s eyes was unmistakable this time. She tried to hide it, but Greg saw it plainly—the slight downward turn of her mouth, the way her eyes fluttered closed momentarily.

“I’m sorry,” Greg whispered, the words inadequate even to his own ears.

“It’s okay,” Emily said, but her voice was flat. She rolled onto her side, facing away from him. “I’m tired, anyway.”

Greg lay awake long after her breathing had deepened into sleep, staring at the ceiling and wondering how things had gotten so broken. He thought about canceling the sessions with Tyler, about finding her a female trainer instead. But then he remembered the light in Emily’s eyes today, the way she’d looked more alive than she had in months.

How could he take that away from her? What kind of husband would that make him?

A selfish one, he decided. And whatever else he might be, Greg refused to be selfish. Even if it meant watching his wife slip away from him, one training session at a time.

***

Three weeks into Emily’s training regimen, and Greg couldn’t ignore the changes. Her body was becoming more defined, her posture more confident. She wore clothes that accentuated her new muscle tone—tank tops that showed off her shoulders, leggings that hugged every curve. She carried herself differently, too, walking with a new awareness of her physical presence.

At home, Emily had started preparing healthier meals, measuring her protein intake, drinking gallons of water. She downloaded fitness apps, followed exercise influencers on Instagram, bought supplements that promised increased energy and muscle recovery. Their bathroom counter, once dominated by her perfumes and creams, now housed pre-workout powders and BCAAs.

Greg continued to accompany her to the gym, settling into his now-familiar spot on the equipment opposite where Tyler trained her. Today, they were working on deadlifts, Tyler standing close behind Emily, his hands occasionally guiding her hips into proper position.

“Keep your back straight,” Tyler instructed, one hand on her lower back. “That’s it. Now drive through your heels.”

Emily executed the move perfectly, setting the weight down with a satisfied exhale.

“You’re a natural,” Tyler said, and Emily’s smile was radiant.

Greg watched as Tyler increased the weight, adding another ten pounds to each side of the bar. Emily looked uncertain.

“I don’t know if I can lift that,” she said.

“You can,” Tyler assured her, his voice low and confident. “Trust me.”

Emily nodded, took a deep breath, and lifted the heavier weight. Her face flushed with effort, but she completed the rep, setting the bar down with a soft grunt of triumph.

“See?” Tyler said, resting his hand on her shoulder. “Your body is capable of more than you think. You just need someone to push you.”

The way he said “someone” made Greg’s skin prickle.

After the session, Greg was toweling off when Tyler approached him directly for the first time.

“Your wife’s making incredible progress,” Tyler said, extending his hand.

Greg shook it, noting again the strength in Tyler’s grip. “She seems to be enjoying it.”

Tyler grinned. “More than enjoying it. She’s a beast. Honestly, you should be proud—most clients half her age can’t keep up with her intensity.”

“I am proud,” Greg said, the words sticking in his throat.

Tyler glanced over at Emily, who was filling her water bottle across the gym. His eyes traced her figure appreciatively, not bothering to hide his admiration. “Man, she’s getting stronger than you. You better watch out.” He laughed, clapping Greg on the shoulder.

Greg forced a chuckle, but something in Tyler’s smirk lingered, as if they were sharing a joke at Greg’s expense. There was a subtext to the conversation that Greg couldn’t quite grasp, or perhaps didn’t want to acknowledge.

“You joining us next week?” Tyler asked.

“Of course,” Greg replied too quickly. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

Tyler’s smile widened slightly. “Good man. Emily works harder when you’re here. Must be wanting to impress you.”

The comment should have been reassuring. Instead, it felt like another subtle jab.

***

That night, Greg initiated sex, determined to reclaim some sense of connection with his wife. Emily responded eagerly at first, her body warm and responsive under his touch. She kissed him deeply, tangling her fingers in his hair, wrapping her legs around his waist. For a few blissful minutes, it felt like before—before the distance, before the disappointment, before Tyler.

But Greg’s anxiety got the better of him, his mind filling with doubt. Was he touching her right? Was he going too fast? Too slow? Was she comparing him to younger men? To Tyler? The questions crowded his thoughts until his body betrayed him, and once again, it was over before it had really begun.

“I’m sorry,” he mumbled, rolling away in shame.

Emily sighed, a sound that contained more resignation than surprise. She reached for her nightstand drawer, pulling out a small vibrator. “Do you mind?” she asked, not meeting his eyes.

Greg shook his head, his throat tight. “Go ahead.”

He lay beside her, listening to the low hum of the device and Emily’s gradually quickening breath. When she finally tensed then relaxed with a soft moan, Greg felt both aroused and utterly inadequate. The sound of her satisfaction—satisfaction he couldn’t provide—was both beautiful and painful.

“I love you,” Emily whispered afterward, kissing his cheek before rolling over to sleep.

“I love you, too,” Greg replied to her back, the words feeling hollow.

Later, as Emily slept, Greg checked her phone—something he’d never done before. The passcode was still the same as always—their anniversary date. Her text messages with Tyler were innocent enough, strictly about scheduling and brief comments about exercises. But there was an easy familiarity to their exchanges that made Greg’s stomach knot.

Tyler: Great job today. Your form is getting perfect.

Emily: Thanks! I’m so sore but in the best way.

Tyler: That’s how you know it’s working. Rest up, drink water. See you Friday.

Emily: Looking forward to it.

Four simple words—”Looking forward to it”—but they seemed to hold a weight that kept Greg awake for hours.

***

The next afternoon, Emily returned from her solo session with Tyler, looking especially flushed and energized. She practically bounced into the kitchen where Greg was preparing dinner, her skin glowing, her eyes bright.

“You look happy,” Greg observed, trying to keep his tone light.

“I am,” Emily said, grabbing a water bottle from the refrigerator. “I crushed my personal best today. Tyler says I’m progressing faster than any client he’s ever had.”

Greg nodded, focusing on chopping vegetables. “That’s great.”

Emily leaned against the counter, watching him. “Tyler has a private gym,” she mentioned casually over dinner. “He says it’s more personal—just me and him. Maybe I should train there instead? He thinks we could make even more progress.”

Greg looked up from his barely-touched salmon. “A private gym? Where?”

“He has a converted garage at his place. It’s got all the equipment I need, and none of the crowds.” She took a sip of wine. “What do you think?”

Greg set down his fork, his appetite gone. “His place? That seems … inappropriate.”

Emily’s expression cooled slightly. “It’s professional, Greg. He trains several clients there. It’s just about having a more focused environment.”

Greg should have said no. He should have pointed out how inappropriate it would be for her to be alone with Tyler in his home. He should have suggested finding a female trainer. A dozen objections ran through his mind, each more reasonable than the last.

But looking at Emily—her eyes bright with excitement, her shoulders pulled back with new confidence—Greg couldn’t bring himself to be the one to dim that light. And deeper still, a part of him wondered what would happen if he did say yes. A dark, curious part he didn’t want to acknowledge.

“If that’s what you want,” he eventually told her.

Emily’s smile faltered slightly, as if she’d expected more resistance. “Really? You’re okay with it?”

Greg nodded, continuing to cut up more veggies. “I trust you.”

Emily studied him for a moment longer then reached across the counter to squeeze his hand. “Thank you. But maybe … maybe you should come, too? At least for the first session. To see the place.”

Relief flooded through Greg, followed immediately by suspicion. Why did she want him there?

“Sure,” he said. “I’d like that.”

Emily smiled, but there was something different in her expression now—a curiosity, as if she were seeing a new side of her husband and wasn’t quite sure what to make of it.

That night, Greg lay awake long after Emily had fallen asleep, replaying their conversation. Had he made another mistake? Was he being paranoid? Or was he facilitating something he would come to regret?

He turned to look at Emily’s peaceful, sleeping face. In the soft moonlight filtering through the curtains, she looked like the woman he’d married seven years ago—young, beautiful, full of life. Whatever happened next, Greg knew one thing with certainty: he would do anything to keep her happy. Even if it meant facing his deepest fears.

***

Tyler’s “private gym” turned out to be a surprisingly well-equipped converted garage connected to a modest but modern house in one of the city’s up-and-coming neighborhoods. The space had rubber flooring, mirrored walls, and a comprehensive selection of free weights and machines. Hip-hop music played at a low volume, the bass throbbing like a heartbeat.

“Welcome to my sanctuary,” Tyler said, opening the side door for Emily and Greg. He was dressed in fitted training shorts and a sleeveless compression shirt that left little to the imagination. “Most of my exclusive clients prefer this to the commercial gym. More privacy, more focused attention.”

“It’s impressive,” Greg admitted, trying to sound casual as he took in the space. Unlike the impersonal commercial gym, this place felt intimate, almost sensual. The lighting was softer, the temperature warmer.

“There’s a bench over there if you want to watch,” Tyler said, gesturing to a padded bench against the wall. “Or you’re welcome to use any of the equipment.”

“I’ll just observe today,” Greg said, settling onto the bench. “I want to see Emily’s progress.”

Tyler nodded then turned his full attention to Emily. “Let’s warm up with some dynamic stretching.”

What followed was the most intense training session Greg had witnessed yet. Tyler pushed Emily harder than ever, his coaching style more intimate in this private setting. His hands were constantly on her—adjusting her form, guiding her movements, supporting her weight.

“Push through it,” Tyler urged as Emily struggled with her final squat rep. His hands were on her waist, his chest nearly touching her back. “Your body is stronger than your mind thinks it is.”

Emily completed the rep with a gasp then straightened, leaning back slightly against Tyler’s solid presence. Their eyes met in the mirror, and something passed between them that made Greg’s chest tighten.

He shifted uncomfortably on the bench. He should feel out of place here, awkward, intrusive. Instead, he found himself leaning forward, watching with an intensity that surprised him. There was something hypnotic about the way Tyler controlled the space, the way Emily responded to his commands. Greg had never seen his wife like this—so receptive, so compliant, so eager to please.

After an hour of increasingly intense exercises, Emily was drenched in sweat, her face flushed, her breathing heavy. Her hair had come loose from its ponytail, falling around her face in damp tendrils. She looked exhausted but exhilarated.

“Water break,” Tyler announced, handing her a bottle from a small refrigerator in the corner. As she drank, he looked over at Greg and smirked. “She’s ready for the real workout now.”

Greg sat frozen, his mouth dry. This was the moment he should stand up, take Emily’s hand, and leave. This was the moment he should assert himself, remind Tyler who Emily went home with. Every instinct told him to move, to speak, to do something.

But he didn’t. He couldn’t. A strange paralysis had overtaken him, a mixture of fear and anticipation that kept him rooted to the bench.

Emily turned to look at Greg, her expression a mixture of uncertainty and something else—anticipation? Her eyes were questioning, searching his face for a reaction. She was waiting for him to object, to stop what was clearly about to happen.

When he remained silent, something shifted in her eyes. Understanding dawned, followed by a new boldness. It was as if his inaction had answered a question she’d been afraid to ask.

She turned back to Tyler, setting down her water bottle with deliberate slowness. Her movements had changed, becoming more languid, more sensual.

“What’s next?” she asked, her voice husky.

Tyler’s smile was predatory. “Let me show you.” He led her to a padded exercise mat in the center of the room, positioning her on her back. The mat was directly in Greg’s line of sight, ensuring he would miss nothing of what was about to happen.

“This is an advanced stretch,” Tyler explained, kneeling between her legs. “It’s going to open up your hips in ways you’ve never felt before.”

Greg watched as Tyler placed his hands on Emily’s thighs, spreading them wider than necessary for any stretch Greg had ever seen. Emily’s breath caught, her eyes locked on Tyler’s face.

“Relax into it,” Tyler murmured, leaning over her. “Let me take control.”

Emily’s eyes fluttered closed, but not before she glanced once more at Greg. The look was impossible to interpret—was it apology? Permission? Defiance? Greg couldn’t tell. All he knew was that she was silently communicating something important, something that transcended words.

Tyler’s hands moved with confident precision, sliding along Emily’s body with the familiarity of someone who understood exactly how to elicit a response. Emily’s back arched, her lips parting in a silent gasp.

Tyler’s hands roamed over Emily’s body with confident precision. He leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear. “That’s it. Just like that. You’re doing so well, Emily.” His voice was low and husky, sending shivers down her spine. Emily was completely at Tyler’s mercy, and she’d never felt so alive.

Tyler glanced over at Greg, his expression smug and victorious. He knew he’d won, that Greg was powerless to stop what was happening. With a slow, deliberate movement, he reached up and grasped Emily’s breast, squeezing gently. “Isn’t she beautiful like this, Greg? So responsive, so eager to please.”

Emily’s eyes fluttered open, locking with Greg’s gaze. There was a challenge in her eyes, a dare for him to intervene. But Greg remained silent, frozen in place, his face a mask of conflicting emotions.

Tyler noticed the exchange, a smirk spreading across his face. He leaned in closer to Emily, his lips brushing against her neck. “Your husband’s being very quiet, Emily. I wonder what he’s thinking.” He slid his hand down her abdomen before dipping his fingers beneath the waistband of her leggings. Emily gasped, her hips lifting instinctively. Tyler’s touch was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

He looked back at Greg, his eyes gleaming with triumph. “Maybe he likes watching. Maybe this is what he’s always wanted.” Tyler’s fingers found Emily’s center, stroking her gently. She moaned softly, her head falling back against the mat.

Greg watched, his breath coming in short gasps, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew he should stop this, but he couldn’t seem to move, couldn’t seem to speak.

Tyler glanced at him, a knowing look in his eye. “See how wet she is for me, Greg? She’s dripping.” He slid a finger inside Emily, then another, pumping slowly. Emily’s hips bucked against his hand, her body craving more.

Tyler leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Tell your husband how it feels, Emily. Tell him how much you love my fingers inside you.”

Emily’s breath hitched, her voice trembling as she spoke, “Oh God, Greg … it feels so good. Tyler’s fingers … they’re filling me up, stretching me.” She looked at Greg, her eyes glazed with pleasure, a hint of defiance in her gaze. “He knows how to touch me, how to make me feel things you never could.”

Tyler moved his fingers faster, circling Emily’s clit with his thumb. She cried out, her body tensing, on the verge of orgasm.

Tyler glanced at Greg, still wearing that smug smile. “She’s close, Greg. Want to hear her scream my name?”

Greg opened his mouth, as if to speak, but no words came out. He was paralyzed, torn between his desire to stop this and his morbid fascination with what was happening.

Emily’s moans grew louder, her body convulsing as Tyler brought her to the edge. With a final thrust of his fingers, he sent her over, her orgasm crashing through her. Emily screamed Tyler’s name, her voice echoing through the gym.

Greg watched, his face pale, his hands clenched into fists as Tyler pulled his fingers out, bringing them to his lips and sucking Emily’s juices off with a satisfied grin.

“Delicious. Want a taste, Greg?”

Greg’s stomach turned at the offer, but he couldn’t look away.

Tyler chuckled, wiping his fingers on Emily’s leggings. Then he stood up, his erection evident through his gym shorts.

Emily’s eyes widened at seeing it, her tongue unconsciously darting out to wet her lips.

Tyler smirked, untying his shorts and letting them fall to the floor. His cock sprang free, long, and thick, and perfect. Emily’s gaze was locked on it, her breath coming in short gasps.

Tyler looked back at Greg again, his expression challenging. “You ever see a real man before, Greg? One who can actually satisfy your wife?”

Greg’s face flushed with humiliation and rage. He knew he should leave, should put an end to this, but he was rooted to the spot.

Tyler stepped closer to Emily, wrapping his hand around his shaft. He pumped slowly, his eyes locked on Greg’s. “She’s going to suck my cock now, Greg. She’s going to take me deep, just like she used to with you … before you got soft.”

Emily looked up at Tyler, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and excitement. She hesitated for a moment, her gaze flicking to Greg. But when he didn’t move, didn’t speak, she leaned forward and took Tyler into her mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” Tyler groaned, threading his hand through her hair. “Suck it just like that.”

Greg watched in horrified fascination as Emily took Tyler deeper, her lips stretching around his thick girth. Tyler thrust his hips thrust forward, his cock hitting the back of her throat, and Emily gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxed her throat, taking him even deeper.

Tyler groaned, his head falling back in pleasure. He looked at Greg, his expression a mix of triumph and contempt. “Fuck, her mouth feels so good. You ever make her take you this deep, Greg?”

Emily’s eyes met Greg’s, a silent challenge in her gaze, daring him to stop this, to claim her, to prove that he was still her husband. But Greg remained silent, his body betraying his arousal, even as his mind screamed at him to intervene.

“I bet you never could,” Tyler continued, his voice dripping with disdain.

Emily pulled back, gasping for air. Strings of saliva connected her lips to Tyler’s cock. She looked at Greg, her eyes pleading, challenging, daring him to say something, to do something. But Greg remained silent, his face a mask of conflicting emotions.

Tyler smirked, grabbing Emily’s hair and pulling her back onto his cock. “He doesn’t deserve you, Emily. He never did.” With that, Tyler started fucking her mouth in earnest, slamming his hips against her face. Emily’s eyes watered, her makeup running down her cheeks, but she didn’t resist. Instead, she wrapped her arms around Tyler’s thighs, holding on as he used her mouth.

“Look at him, Emily,” Tyler panted out, his voice strained with pleasure. “Look at the pathetic excuse for a husband you have.”

Emily’s gaze snapped to Greg, her eyes filled with a mix of shame, arousal, and defiance. She stared at him as Tyler continued to fuck her mouth, his cock hitting the back of her throat with each thrust.

Greg could see the tears streaming down her face, the way her makeup was smeared, the desperate grip she had on Tyler’s thighs. And yet, despite the humiliation of the situation, there was a part of him that was aroused by it. A part of him that wanted to see how far this would go.

Tyler pulled Emily off his cock, panting heavily. He looked at Greg, a smug grin on his face. “She’s all yours now, Greg. Come claim your wife.”

Emily stood on shaky legs, her chest heaving. She looked at Greg expectantly, waiting to see what he would do. The ball was in his court now.

Tyler chuckled, wrapping his hand around his shaft. He pumped slowly, his eyes locked on Greg’s. “You’re right; I’m not done with her yet. Not until I’ve marked her as mine.” He pulled Emily close, gripping her chin with his other hand. Then he turned her face to Greg, forcing her to look at her husband as he brought himself to the edge. “I’m going to come all over her face, Greg. I’m going to cover her in my seed, claim her as my own.”

Emily’s breath hitched, her eyes wide as she stared at Greg. She was trembling, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her.

Tyler’s grip on her chin tightened, his hips jerking forward as he reached his climax. “Fuck, Emily … take it … take it all …” Tyler’s cock pulsed as he came, his hot seed spilling onto her face.

Emily closed her eyes, her mouth open in a silent scream as Tyler’s cum coated her cheeks, her forehead, her lips.

Greg watched, his stomach churning with a mix of disgust and arousal. He couldn’t tear his gaze away from the sight of his wife, marked and claimed by another man.

Tyler stepped back, admiring his handiwork, while Emily stood there, covered in his cum, her chest heaving. She looked at Greg, her eyes filled with a mix of shame and defiance.

Tyler chuckled, wiping his cock on Emily’s shirt. “She’s a mess, Greg. But she’s a beautiful mess. And she’s all yours … for now.” He smirked.

Emily stood there, waiting for Greg to do something, anything.

***

Afterward, the silence in the room was broken only by the sound of heavy breathing gradually returning to normal. Tyler was the first to move, casually pulling up his shorts as if nothing extraordinary had happened. He didn’t even glance in Greg’s direction, his focus entirely on Emily.

“You should hydrate,” he said, handing her a water bottle. “Your body needs to replenish after an intense workout.”

There was something ceremonial about the gesture—the victor providing sustenance to the conquered. Tyler’s casual dominance was perhaps more humiliating to Greg than anything that had preceded it. He wasn’t even acknowledged as a participant in what had just happened, merely a witness to a transaction that hadn’t involved him.

Emily took the bottle with trembling hands, her eyes darting briefly to Greg before looking away. She gathered her scattered workout clothes, pulling them on with uncharacteristic awkwardness. Her movements were slow, almost dreamy, as if she were emerging from a trance.

Greg sat on the bench, unable to move, his body a contradiction of emotions. Shame coursed through him, mingled with an undeniable arousal that made him hate himself even more. He had watched another man—a younger, stronger man—take his wife right in front of him. And he had done nothing to stop it. More than that, he had been complicit in his own humiliation, a willing participant in his unmaking.

“Same time next week?” Tyler asked Emily, his tone so casual it was almost insulting.

Emily nodded, not trusting herself to speak. She ran her fingers through her hair, attempting to restore order to her appearance. The gesture was futile; the change in her was more fundamental than disheveled hair or flushed skin. Something essential had shifted, something that couldn’t be smoothed away or tucked back into place.

“Cool,” Tyler said, finally acknowledging Greg with a nod. “Good to see you, man. You’re welcome to join us again.”

The words were polite, but the subtext was clear: this will happen again, with or without your approval. Tyler’s confidence was absolute, brooking no possibility of refusal or resistance.

Greg finally stood, his legs unsteady beneath him. “We should go,” he managed, his voice strangely distant to his own ears.

Emily nodded, gathering her gym bag. She approached Tyler, and for one horrible moment, Greg thought she might kiss him goodbye. Instead, she simply squeezed his arm, a gesture that somehow seemed more intimate than a kiss would have been.

“Thank you,” she said softly. “That was … incredible.”

Tyler smiled, the smile of a man who knew his own power. “Just doing my job,” he replied, but the glint in his eyes belied the professional distance of his words.

***

The drive home was excruciating. Emily sat in the passenger seat, looking out the window, occasionally touching her neck where a small mark was beginning to form. The remnant of Tyler’s possession, a visible reminder that would linger for days.

Greg gripped the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles were white, his mind replaying images he couldn’t erase—the sound of Emily’s gasps, the sight of her surrender, the look of triumph on Tyler’s face. They would be burned into his memory forever.

They were halfway home when Emily finally broke the silence.

“You wanted that, didn’t you?” Her voice was soft, but there was a new edge to it—something knowing and powerful. It wasn’t an accusation; it was an observation, stated with the certainty of someone who had seen a truth they couldn’t unsee.

Greg swallowed hard, unable to answer. How could he explain something he didn’t understand himself? How could he admit that, yes, in some twisted way, he had wanted it? That watching Emily with Tyler had awakened something in him, something dark and primal and terrifying?

Emily turned to look at him, studying his profile. Slowly, deliberately, she reached over and placed her hand on his thigh. “It’s okay,” she said. “I understand now.” Her touch was gentle, but there was a new confidence in it, a new authority. This wasn’t the touch of a wife seeking reassurance; it was the touch of a woman who knew her own power.

Greg kept his eyes on the road, his throat too tight for words. Traffic lights washed over them in alternating patterns of red and green, painting Emily’s face in shifting colors. She looked different somehow—more vibrant, more alive. As if what had happened in Tyler’s gym had awakened something dormant within her.

“We don’t have to talk about it tonight,” Emily continued, lightly stroking his leg. “But we will need to discuss … arrangements. Going forward.”

The implication was clear. This hadn’t been a one-time event. This was the beginning of something, not the end.

“What kind of arrangements?” Greg finally asked, his voice hoarse.

Emily’s fingers stilled on his leg. “Boundaries. Expectations. Whether you’ll be there each time, or if sometimes it will be just Tyler and me.”

The casual way she listed these options sent a jolt through Greg’s body—part fear, part excitement. The possibility of Emily and Tyler alone together, without his knowledge or presence, was both terrifying and strangely arousing.

“I don’t know if I can …” Greg stopped. What was he going to say? That he couldn’t handle it? That he wanted it to stop? Even as the protests formed in his mind, he knew they were hollow.

“You already have,” Emily said simply. “You didn’t stop it. You watched. You let it happen.” There was no accusation in her tone, just a statement of fact. And she was right. He had let it happen. More than that, a part of him—a part he’d never acknowledged before—had wanted it to happen.

They pulled into their driveway, and Emily removed her hand from his leg. Before getting out of the car, she leaned over and kissed his cheek gently. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what?” Greg finally managed, his voice hoarse.

Emily smiled—a small, secretive smile he’d never seen before. “For letting me discover what I needed.”

They entered their home in silence, the familiar surroundings suddenly seeming strange, as if they’d been gone for years rather than hours. Greg went straight to the bar in the living room, pouring himself a generous measure of scotch. Emily disappeared upstairs, the sound of the shower starting moments later.

Greg sank into the leather couch, drink in hand, trying to process what had happened. Had he just destroyed his marriage? Or had he simply been honest about what it had become? The line between destruction and transformation seemed suddenly blurred.

***

Later that night, as they lay in bed, not touching, Greg stared at the ceiling while Emily scrolled through her phone. The soft ping of an incoming text made her smile.

“Is that him?” Greg asked, even though he knew the answer.

“Yes,” Emily replied, not bothering to hide it. “He wants to know if we’re coming back on Thursday.”

Greg turned to look at her. “We?”

Emily met his gaze steadily. “Yes, Greg. We. That’s how this works now.” She set her phone down and rolled toward him, propping herself up on one elbow. In the dim light of their bedroom, she looked different somehow—more confident, more powerful. The shy, sweet girl he’d married had been replaced by a woman who knew exactly what she wanted. “I need to know if you’re in or out,” she said. “Because I’m going back either way.”

The ultimatum hung in the air between them, heavy with implication. This was the moment of truth, the point of no return. Greg could reclaim some semblance of control, could try to rebuild what they’d had before. Or he could surrender completely to this new reality.

“What if I say no?” he asked, needing to hear the consequences spoken aloud.

Emily’s expression softened slightly. “Then we’d have to talk about what that means for us. I won’t lie to you, Greg. I won’t sneak around behind your back. But I also won’t pretend that I don’t want this.”

“Want him, you mean,” Greg corrected, the words bitter on his tongue.

“Want both of you,” Emily countered. “In different ways.”

Greg closed his eyes, feeling the last of his control slipping away. “I’m in,” he whispered, the words both a surrender and a liberation.

Emily’s smile was victorious. She leaned down and kissed him—a real kiss, passionate in a way she hadn’t kissed him in months. Then she said, “Good,” settling back on her pillow. “Because I think this is exactly what we both needed.”

She picked up her phone, typing a quick response to Tyler. “Thursday at seven,” she said, not looking up. “He says to wear something nice. He’s taking us to dinner first.”

The casualness with which she relayed these instructions, as if they were coming from an old friend rather than the man who had just upended their marriage, was perhaps the most surreal part of all this. Tyler was already dictating the terms of their relationship, and Emily was accepting it without question.

“Dinner?” Greg repeated, confused.

Emily set her phone on the nightstand. “Yes, dinner. We’re not animals, Greg. We can be civilized about this.”

“There’s nothing civilized about what happened today,” Greg muttered.

Emily turned to face him, her expression serious. “What happened today was honest. Maybe the most honest we’ve been with each other in years.”

She reached out to touch his face, tracing the line of his jaw. “I still love you—that hasn’t changed—but we can’t go back to how things were. Not now that we both know the truth.”

“What truth?” Greg asked, though he feared he already knew the answer.

“That you need this as much as I do,” Emily said softly. “That watching me with him fulfills something in you that you’ve been denying. That’s why you didn’t stop it. That’s why you’re going back.”

As Emily drifted off to sleep, Greg remained awake, his mind racing. His marriage had fundamentally changed today, transformed into something he barely recognized. And yet, beneath the shame and confusion, there was something else—a dark thrill, an unexpected liberation.

Emily knew who he was now—really knew him—and that somehow felt like relief.

Greg turned to look at his sleeping wife, wondering who exactly had the power now. The lines had blurred, roles had shifted. Was she now in control? Was Tyler? Or was it somehow all of them, bound together in a strange new equilibrium?

He closed his eyes, knowing they would be going back. Knowing that Thursday at seven would mark the beginning of a new chapter in their lives. Knowing that whatever happened next, there was no turning back.

And strangely, for the first time in months, he slept without dreams.

Follow me on Twitter!

Get over 1,100 pages of our erotica stories for free on Kindle Unlimited here!


Sign up for our Mailing List here! We give away free stories all the time!


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!


[image: you deserve - small]

Forbidden and Explicit Erotica for Adults: Sixty Two Books


[image: christi 3rev-edited200x300]

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

[image: ba5cf139f496c9642240a26a9bd05db5]

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 https://dl.bookfunnel.com/9b6futjhil and get a free story! You’ll also hear about new books as they become available and how to get some books for free!

OEBPS/image_rsrcBW.jpg
CHRISTI CABERNET





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcBV.jpg
ALEXANDRA NOIR





OEBPS/image_rsrcBX.jpg





