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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.


Watching is All He's Good For

By Raven Merlot and Christi Cabernet

The dishwasher hummed as Kara stood at the kitchen sink, absentmindedly wiping down an already-clean counter while the final rinse cycle clicked over. The only other sound in the house came from the TV in the other room—some documentary about military submarines. She wasn’t listening. Neither, she suspected, was Adam.

They hadn’t spoken much during dinner. Just the usual “How was work?” “Fine.” “Did you pay the electric?” “Yeah.” He’d made some comment about the new neighbor’s lawn looking too perfect, and she’d nodded like she cared. It wasn’t unpleasant between them—it just wasn’t anything.

She rinsed the cloth and folded it neatly beside the sink, eyes landing on the half-full glass of white wine she’d poured earlier and barely touched. She considered finishing it but didn’t. Instead, she turned off the light and walked slowly toward the living room.

Adam was slouched on the couch, remote in one hand, phone in the other. He didn’t look up when she entered.

“I’m going to bed,” she said softly.

“Okay,” he murmured, thumb still scrolling.

She waited a moment, expecting … something. A glance. An offer to come with her. A hand, even half-hearted, reaching out. But he just kept scrolling. News, sports, Twitter. Whatever.

“I’ll leave the door open,” she added, trying not to sound like she was asking. Just … offering.

“Mm.”

Kara watched him a beat longer. The glow from the TV washed over his face, outlining the faint crease between his brows. He looked tired, maybe stressed, but not tortured. Not the way she sometimes felt.

She opened her mouth to say something else, but nothing came.

She turned and went upstairs.

Their bedroom was too quiet. No sound but the creak of the floorboards as she crossed to the window and opened it halfway. A cool spring breeze rolled in—clean, with just the faintest scent of damp grass and budding trees. She inhaled deeply while letting the air chill her skin.

Kara changed slowly. T-shirt. Panties. She sat on the edge of the bed for a long moment, fingers resting on her thighs, eyes unfocused. The silence had a texture. It felt like waiting—but for what, she wasn’t sure anymore.

They hadn’t had sex in … three weeks? Four?

She tried to remember the last time he had touched her in a way that meant something. Not a kiss on the cheek or a hand on her lower back while squeezing past in the hallway. She meant wanting. The kind that reached across a room without needing words.

She couldn’t remember.

They hadn’t fought. Not really. No blow-up. No betrayal. No obvious wound. Just a slow … drift. A soft kind of forgetting. Like they’d both fallen asleep at the wheel and somehow kept cruising down the highway on autopilot.

She’d tried, once or twice. Lingered longer in a kiss. Let her hand slide lower in bed. But nothing ever caught. He’d kiss her back then turn over. Or say he was tired. Or just … not respond. And each time, she felt a little more invisible.

Kara lay back on the sheets and stared at the ceiling. The fan spun slowly overhead, blades whispering in the stillness.

She wasn’t mad. That was the strangest part. She wasn’t angry. She didn’t think he was cheating. She didn’t even feel particularly rejected. She just felt… irrelevant.

Downstairs, the TV volume dropped—probably a commercial. She heard his footsteps cross the floor, the creak of the cabinet door as he pulled out a snack or plugged in his laptop. She could picture it perfectly: Adam in his worn flannel pajama pants, hunched over the glow of a screen, earphones in, lost in something else that was not her.

She rolled to her side and pulled the covers up, eyes open in the dark.

They used to laugh together in bed. Whisper jokes until they both fell asleep smiling. Sometimes they couldn’t even make it to the bedroom—just hands, mouths, clothes half-off, and giggles that melted into moans.

That felt like a movie now. A scene she could remember but not relive. Not even imagine.

She closed her eyes. Somewhere in the back of her mind, a voice whispered, You’re still here. But where did he go?

She opened her eyes again ten minutes later. Sleep wasn’t coming.

She could see the faintest glow through the cracked bedroom door—light spilling from the downstairs office, bouncing off the hallway walls. Adam was still on his laptop. Probably would be for another hour.

She stared at that glow, her brow furrowing faintly. She didn’t even know what he did on there. He was always typing, or watching something with headphones in. Never offered. Never shared.

It wasn’t suspicion, exactly. Just … curiosity.

She rolled back over and shut her eyes.

Tomorrow.

***

The house was quiet when Kara came downstairs the next morning. Adam had already left for work—his car was gone, and his coffee mug sat rinsed in the sink. A small, folded note on the counter read, “Didn’t want to wake you. Hope you slept okay.”

She stared at it for a moment then tucked it under a coaster like it might embarrass someone.

The light in his office was still on. She wandered toward it absently, mug in hand, robe tied loosely at the waist. She wasn’t looking for anything—just bored, maybe. Or still trying to shake the unsettled feeling from the night before.

The laptop sat open on his desk. That surprised her. Adam was careful about tech—always closing things, locking screens, password-protecting apps. She’d never seen the thing sitting open and idle like this. Almost … inviting.

She took a sip of coffee then set the mug down. Just check your email, she told herself. Use his browser for a minute. No big deal.

She slid into the desk chair and tapped the space bar. The screen lit up instantly—no password prompt. Just the desktop. Blue wallpaper, a few folders scattered across the screen.

She opened Chrome and typed in her email address. But when she went to attach a file from the desktop, she noticed it.

One of the folders was named, “Files_External_Backup.”

Harmless. Boring. Practically invisible.

But when she hovered over it, a tooltip popped up.

“Size: 146.3 GB.”

She blinked. That was … huge. Way too big for spreadsheets, or old tax returns, or pictures of his dad’s fishing trips.

She hesitated then double-clicked.

The folder opened. Inside were dozens of subfolders, labeled things like “Archive1,” “DL Complete,” “QuickAccess,” and so on.

No thumbnails. No icons. Just names.

Until she opened one.

And saw it.

At first, she wasn’t even sure what she was looking at. Rows and rows of video files. Some were labeled cryptically—“HM-S4E7.mp4”—but others were more direct.

“WifeTakesBull_FINAL”

“MyWifeOwned_MotelClip”

“Cuckold_Compilation4K”

Her mouth went dry. She sat back in the chair, one hand still on the mouse. Her breath felt shallow, not because she was panicking—at least not yet—but because her brain hadn’t caught up.

She scrolled. There were so many. Hundreds. Folder after folder. No way this was casual browsing. This was a … collection. An archive. A library.

She clicked on one at random. A browser tab opened.

Muted.

A man stood in the corner of a hotel room. Watching. Motionless.

On the bed, a woman—mid-thirties, blonde, petite—looked like she moaned as another man fucked her from behind. The camera didn’t cut. It lingered. The man in the corner never touched himself. Just watched.

Kara slammed the space bar to pause it. Her heart thudded in her chest. Not from shock—at least not only from that. It was something else. Something harder to define.

She clicked another.

Different woman. But not by much. Blonde again. Shoulder-length hair. Soft stomach. Freckles.

She looks like me.

She opened a third.

Same setup. Different couple. Same pattern.

The wife always looked like her. The husband always watched.

She hovered for a moment over another file.

“SheNeedsIt_Cuck03.mp4”

She tapped the mouse before she thought better of it.

The video opened full screen.

This one had sound. Tinny and echoing, like it had been recorded in a motel with cheap walls.

The camera was steady—tripod, maybe. A man sat on the edge of a chair in the corner of the room. Jeans, plain shirt, face out of frame. He didn’t speak. On the bed, a woman straddled a tall, muscular man. She was laughing. Giggling, actually—eyes half-lidded, riding him slowly, her hands braced against his chest. Her body was soft, real. Not a porn star, not a cartoon. She looked … like someone Kara might know. Blonde. Slightly flushed. A stretch mark on one hip.

The man beneath her groaned, gripping her waist as she rocked harder.

The woman turned to glance at the man in the chair. “You okay over there, honey?” she teased, breathless.

The man said nothing.

She smiled wider. “Don’t get shy now. You wanted to see this, remember?”

The camera zoomed slightly, enough to catch the look on her face as the bull flipped her to all fours and grabbed her hips. She gasped, bracing on her elbows, then moaned as he pushed into her again. Deep. Rough.

“Oh, fuck …” she breathed. “So much better than I remember.”

The man in the chair shifted, visibly hard now. Still silent.

“Maybe if you were this big, I wouldn’t need help.” She laughed, looking back over her shoulder at the bull. “But hey … watching’s all he’s good for.”

Kara’s throat tightened. She pressed pause again.

The screen froze—wife on hands and knees, the man behind her mid-thrust, her smile caught in still frame. Her body had jiggled slightly from the impact, eyes bright, expression wicked.

And her husband just sat there. Quiet. Hard. Watching.

Kara’s hands were cold. She stood up slowly, staring at the laptop like it might change if she blinked enough times.

She wasn’t … disgusted. Not exactly. She didn’t know what she was. Flushed. A little dizzy. Confused. She wasn’t angry. Not yet. But she felt something flickering at the base of her spine. Something hot. Something she didn’t have a name for.

She closed the file. She closed the folder. Her pulse was still racing.

She sat there for a long time, eyes on the screen, unsure whether to be angry, or embarrassed, or … something else.

She wasn’t prudish. They’d watched porn together a few times, early in the relationship. It was never her thing, but she understood it.

This felt different. This wasn’t just porn. This was … curated. Repeated. Fantasized. Stored. Protected. And every woman looked like her.

Her hand twitched toward the mouse again, but she stopped herself.

Instead, she stood, closed the laptop, and took a slow breath through her nose.

She didn’t know what to feel. Not yet.

But she knew who she needed to talk to.

***

“Jesus,” Maddie said, pouring another inch of wine into Kara’s glass. “That’s not what I thought you were gonna say.”

Kara half-laughed, half-sighed, curling her legs under her on the couch. “Yeah, me neither.”

They sat in Maddie’s apartment—cozy, warm, messy in that lived-in, Pinterest-failed way that made it feel honest. Kara had texted that morning, asking if she could come over. No reason. Just needed to talk.

Maddie had opened the door wearing leggings, no bra, and a full glass of Sauvignon Blanc. She’d been ready.

“You’re sure it was, like …” Maddie twirled her hand, mimicking a camera. “That kind of stuff?”

“It was porn, Mads. Like, full-blown, recorded, saved. Gigabytes of it.”

Maddie’s eyebrows rose. “Damn.”

“And it wasn’t just random. It was … all cuckold stuff. Hotwives getting fucked while the husband watched, over and over.”

“Wow.”

“And they all looked like me. Not just vaguely, like same hair, same body, same kind of … vibe.”

Maddie blinked. “Okay, that’s kinda wild.”

Kara nodded, staring into her glass. “I didn’t even know he was into that. We haven’t had sex in, like … I don’t even know how long. And now I find this whole private universe he’s been jerking off to.”

“Were you mad?”

“I thought I would be, but I wasn’t. I was just … frozen. Like, what the fuck am I supposed to do with that?”

Maddie leaned back on the couch and tilted her head. “I mean … you could do a lot with that.”

Kara looked over at her. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I’m serious. You said it’s always the husband watching, right? And the wife looks like you?”

“Yeah …?”

“Then I don’t think it’s random. I think it’s … specific. He wants to see you like that.”

Kara frowned. “He didn’t say that.”

“Doesn’t have to. That kind of porn isn’t passive. You don’t stumble into it. He’s not watching it because he’s bored. He’s watching it because it scratches a very, very particular itch.”

Kara shook her head. “I don’t even know where to begin with that.”

“You don’t have to. You just have to decide if you’re interested in scratching it back.”

The silence between them stretched for a moment.

Kara chewed the inside of her cheek. “It just feels … backward. Like I should be mad. Or jealous. Or …”

“Or turned on?”

Kara blinked.

“I’m not judging,” Maddie said, grinning. “I’m just saying you wouldn’t have watched one of those videos all the way through if it didn’t hit something.”

“I didn’t say I watched it all the way through.”

“Mmhmm.”

Kara gave her a look.

Maddie just topped off her glass again.

“I’m serious,” Kara said. “It was weird. At first, I was like … what the hell is this? But then I just kept … clicking, video after video. And it was always the same dynamic.”

“You mean, the husband watching?”

“Yeah. Sitting in the corner. Not touching her. Just … watching.”

Maddie’s smile faded slightly. “And what was it about that, you think, that kept you clicking?”

Kara hesitated. “I don’t know. I think … I kept expecting to feel grossed out. Or like it was degrading, or humiliating, or something.”

“And?”

“And it wasn’t. It was … hot.” She said the last part too fast, like ripping off a Band-Aid.

Maddie smiled. “There she is.”

Kara groaned and dropped her head back on the couch. “God, don’t look at me like that.”

“I’m not judging! I’m impressed. You found your husband’s kink and your own all in the same folder. That’s practically romantic.”

Kara barked a laugh. “That’s one word for it.”

They sat in silence for a moment. Then Kara spoke again, softer. “But what does that even mean? That I’m … turned on by the idea of someone else fucking me while Adam watches?”

“Maybe. Or maybe it means you’re turned on by being wanted. Watched. Desired.”

Kara blinked. “That’s dark.”

“No, it’s not. It’s real. When was the last time Adam even looked at you like he wanted you?”

Kara didn’t answer.

“Exactly,” Maddie said. “But you’re still here. Still hot. Still capable of driving someone out of their mind. You just haven’t had anyone remind you of that lately.”

Kara swirled the wine in her glass. “So I’m just supposed to … what? Fulfill his fantasy? Throw myself at some stranger and hope Adam gets off on it?”

“Why not make it your fantasy, too?” Maddie asked. “He’s already halfway there. You just need to decide whether you want to step into the scene or keep watching it happen to other women.”

Kara didn’t respond.

Maddie leaned in. “I’m just saying … if you ever did want to try something, I might know someone.”

Kara raised a brow. “You always have a someone.”

“I have options—there’s a difference.”

“Do you screen them like applicants or what?”

“Obviously,” Maddie said. “I don’t let just anyone near my friends.”

Kara laughed.

Maddie smiled. “But, in all seriousness, I do know someone. Friend of a friend. He’s good. The kind who listens. Reads the room. Tall, ridiculously hot, good with his hands, and”—she held her hands apart—“let’s just say he’d blow Adam out of the water.”

Kara groaned into her wine. “Jesus, Maddie.”

“I’m not kidding. If you want someone to dip a toe in with—no pressure, no strings—I’d trust him.”

Kara looked over. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious. If you want, I’ll set up drinks. Just drinks. See if you click.”

Kara hesitated. She should have said no. Should have made a joke, brushed it off, played the safe card. But instead …

“Okay,” she said quietly. “Just drinks.”

***

She recognized him instantly. Even though she’d never met him, she knew the moment he walked through the bar’s back entrance—tall, broad-shouldered, dark jeans, button-down open at the collar. Confident without being flashy. Like he owned his space without needing to announce it.

Maddie stood and gave him a quick hug. “Kara, this is Jordan.”

“Hi,” Kara said, rising halfway from her seat.

He extended a hand, firm but not aggressive. “Nice to meet you.” His voice was low. Smooth. Not deep-radio-announcer smooth, just … quiet, measured. Like every word was chosen.

He sat beside them at the booth, long legs folding with ease.

Kara was suddenly hyper-aware of her posture, her dress, the way her necklace sat just above the V of her neckline.

Maddie caught the server’s attention. “Another for him. Old Fashioned, right?”

“Please,” Jordan said.

Conversation started casual. Music. Work. New Orleans traffic. He didn’t mention anything about why they were really there, and neither did Maddie. Kara appreciated that. It made the whole thing feel like less of an audition and more like a night out.

But every time Jordan looked at her—really looked—her stomach flipped a little. Not in a nervous way. Not even in a guilty way.

More like: Finally.

“You live around here?” she asked at one point.

“Mid-City,” he said. “Not far. I do contract work, mostly. Physical security, some tech stuff. Boring if you’re not into it.”

“And if I am into it?”

His eyes sparkled slightly. “Then it’s still boring, but you’d pretend to care better.”

She smiled.

He smiled back.

When Maddie excused herself to the restroom, Kara’s pulse jumped. She felt like a teenager suddenly alone with the guy she’d been pretending not to like.

Jordan didn’t push. He just looked at her. Really looked. Like he was reading something underneath her skin.

“You seem nervous,” he noted.

Kara shrugged, eyes on her glass. “Maybe.”

“You don’t have to be.”

She looked up. His gaze didn’t waver.

“I’m not here to pressure you into anything. You don’t owe anyone anything. Not Maddie, not your husband … not me.”

She nodded slowly. “I know.”

“But,” he added, leaning in just slightly, “if you’re here because you want something … you can ask for it.”

Her mouth went dry. She opened it to respond, but Maddie returned, sliding into the booth with a fresh round of drinks and a knowing smile.

They stayed another hour. The drinks loosened her body, but her brain stayed alert. Sharp. Tuned into every time his thigh brushed hers. Every glance. Every moment she caught herself smiling when he laughed.

When they stood to leave, she felt it in her spine: a thread of possibility she hadn’t let herself touch in years.

Outside the bar, Maddie hugged her goodbye and whispered, “You’re fine. Just trust yourself.”

Kara nodded.

Maddie turned to Jordan. “You good to walk her to her car?”

“Of course.”

They strolled in silence for half a block. The night air was thick but not heavy. Late spring in the Quarter. Kara’s heels clicked on the sidewalk. His presence beside her felt like gravity.

At the corner, just before her car, she stopped. He stopped, too.

She looked up at him. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“Have you ever done this before?”

His smile was small. Not cocky. Just honest. “Yes.”

“And … it works?”

He chuckled. “It can. When everyone’s honest about what they want.”

She nodded slowly. Then, before she could talk herself out of it, she stepped forward and kissed him.

His hand moved to her waist immediately—firm, steady. The other slid behind her neck. He didn’t take over. He didn’t press. He just … met her there. Matched her.

His lips were warm. His breath clean. His tongue tasted like bourbon and something darker.

She pressed her body to his without thinking. He let her lead. And when she broke the kiss, she didn’t step back. She reached down between them, hand brushing over the front of his jeans.

What she felt made her exhale—not a gasp, not a moan, but something deep, physical, and involuntary.

Bigger. Thicker. Harder.

She didn’t stroke. Just … confirmed.

When she looked up, his expression hadn’t changed. Just calm. Still.

“Okay,” she said softly. “You’re hired.”

***

Kara lit the candles one at a time, striking the match slow, letting the flick of the flame punctuate the silence. One for the dresser. One for the low shelf by the window. One on the nightstand, just beside the chair she’d pulled from the hallway and placed deliberately facing the bed. She didn’t rush.


The light was soft, golden, dancing on the edges of the room like it had been waiting.

She smoothed her hands down her thighs and checked her reflection in the full-length mirror. The robe was deep red, silk, the belt knotted loose. She wore nothing beneath it. Her hair was down. Her lips glossed but not overdone. She looked … ready. And calm. A strange calm. Not performance—intent. The kind of calm that came from finally understanding something she’d been circling for years.

Downstairs, she heard the garage door close. Keys on the counter. The familiar soft scrape of his shoes coming off. Then the refrigerator opening. Closing.

She walked to the bedroom doorway and waited.

“Kara?” Adam called from below.

“Up here,” she said gently.

Footsteps on the stairs. Slower than usual.

When he reached the landing and saw her in the doorway, he stopped short.

She watched his eyes take her in—the robe, the lighting, the barest curve of skin just beneath the silk.

“Is everything okay?” he asked.

She smiled. “Come in.”

He stepped into the bedroom cautiously, scanning the candles, the chair, the way she was standing.

She watched him try to decide what kind of moment this was. Seduction? A conversation? A trap?

“I wanted to talk with you,” she said softly. “But not in the kitchen. Not like we always do.”

He nodded, unsure. “Okay …?”

“Sit down.”

His eyes flicked to the chair then back to her. There was hesitation there—not resistance, just uncertainty.

She didn’t push.

After a long pause, he stepped around her and sat.

She followed, slow and steady, walking to the edge of the bed and sitting opposite him.

It was quiet. Candlelight flickered between them.

“I used your laptop the other morning,” she said.

His mouth barely moved. “For what?”

“Just to check email. I was going to attach a file. That’s when I saw the folder.”

He stilled.

“Over a hundred gigabytes, Adam. I didn’t even know the drive could hold that much. And every folder was full of the same thing.” She didn’t raise her voice. Didn’t accuse.

He didn’t speak, but his hands shifted, one thumb rubbing slowly against the other.

“Hotwife porn,” she said. “Cuckolding. Husbands watching while their wives get fucked.”

Still no answer.

“And not just once or twice. That wasn’t you being curious. That was you collecting.”

“I—” he started then stopped. Looked down at the floor.

She let the silence stretch until it became weight.

“And the thing that really got me,” she said, voice quieter now, “was that they all looked like me.”

That made him lift his head. His eyes met hers for the first time since he had walked in. Wide. Exposed. “I didn’t mean—”

“You didn’t mean for me to see it? I know.” She leaned forward slightly, her elbows on her thighs. “But you did want it.”

He swallowed. “It’s not … I never thought you’d—”

“You’ve been thinking about it for years, haven’t you?”

He didn’t answer.

“You’ve watched it over and over. Fantasized about it. Imagined it was me.”

He closed his eyes. His breath came out uneven.

“And you never asked. Not once.”

“I didn’t think you’d want that,” he finally said, his voice tight. Honest.

“And if I did?” she asked.

He looked up again. “What?”

“What if I did want it?”

The silence buzzed.

“I’m not angry,” she said gently. “I’m not here to shame you. I’m just … done pretending we’re fine.”

He blinked fast, like he hadn’t expected to hear that. Maybe hadn’t even realized how far things had drifted until now.

“I found the videos,” she said, standing slowly. “And I watched them. And I realized something.” She stepped toward him, slow and steady. “You don’t want me gone. You don’t want me replaced. You want to see me. Touched. Taken. Fucked in a way you can’t give me.”

His breath caught.

She stood right in front of him now. “But you’ve never said it out loud.”

She untied the robe. Let it slide open just an inch, enough for him to see bare skin beneath.

His eyes flicked there. Then away.

“Tonight, I’m going to do something for you,” she said. “But I need to hear it. I need you to say what you want.”

He stared at her.

“Say it,” she whispered.

He shook his head slightly, like he couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“I need to hear it from your mouth.”

He swallowed. “You … you want me to say I want to see you …”

“Yes,” she said.

A long pause. His face was flushed now. Breathing shallow. And then, finally …

“I want to watch.”

She tilted her head, just slightly. “Watch what?”

He looked up at her, voice barely a whisper. “I want to watch you with another man.”

There it was.

She smiled gently. Like a reward.

“You know”—she paused, luxuriating in the control she’d taken—“in a lot of those videos, the wives are kind of mean to their pathetic husbands.” She giggled. “You want that, don’t you?” She leaned down, placed her palm on his thigh, then slid it higher, resting over his cock.

He was hard.

Really hard.

She stroked once, slow and light, just enough to feel the shape of him. She smiled. His erection had confirmed her suspicions. He wasn’t going to be sharing her with another man. She was going to be taken by a better one.

“This is the hardest this little thing has been in a while,” she murmured. “I guess watching is all you’re good for.”

The doorbell rang.

She didn’t flinch.

But under her palm, his cock twitched.

***

Kara opened the front door without hesitation.


Jordan stood there, dressed simply—dark jeans, clean white T-shirt under a fitted jacket. Confident but lowkey. He carried nothing. He didn’t need to.

She smiled. “Right on time.”

He returned it. “You look incredible.”

She didn’t blush. She just stepped aside and let him in.

The house was dim, candlelit, quiet.

Upstairs, Adam sat where she’d left him—in the chair facing the bed, hands resting on his thighs, back straight like he didn’t know what to do with his body.

Jordan slowly followed Kara up the stairs, his footsteps deliberate. He didn’t speak.

When he stepped into the bedroom and saw Adam, he just nodded once. “Hey.”

Adam gave a small, barely-audible reply. He was already hard. Kara could tell without even needing to look directly at him.

She turned to Jordan. “Why don’t you sit on the edge of the bed?”

He did, without question.

She stood between his knees.

Adam’s breath hitched.

She could feel it.

Kara looked over her shoulder at her husband. “I want you to stay right there, okay? Hands on the armrests. No touching.”

He nodded.

She stepped closer to Jordan, let her fingers trail along his jaw, his shoulders. She bent down and kissed him—slow, open-mouthed, exploratory.

He kissed her back with a low growl.

Behind her, she heard Adam exhale.

She didn’t look yet. She let Jordan’s hands find her hips, slide around to cup her ass beneath the robe. She gasped softly, not from shock, but from the weight of being touched again—really touched.

“God,” she whispered against his mouth. “You’re already better than I remember.” His fingers were firm. Possessive.

Jordan smiled, kissing her again, deeper.

She reached between them and traced the bulge in his jeans.

She still didn’t look at Adam yet.

Not yet.

Kara sank slowly to her knees. The robe parted. Her thighs touched the cool floor. Her eyes were locked on the outline of Jordan’s cock pressing against his zipper.

She undid his jeans slowly, drawing the moment out, letting the silence stretch.

When she finally pulled him free, she didn’t hide her reaction.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

Then she turned her head—slowly, theatrically—and looked right at her husband. “You’ve been jerking off to this kind of thing for how long?” she asked.

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

She giggled. It wasn’t cruel—it was fun. A dirty little secret come to life.

“I kept seeing the wives in your videos do this,” she said, lifting her eyebrows. Then she turned, opened her mouth, and took Jordan in—deep.

He groaned instantly.

As she slid her lips down his shaft, she kept eye contact with Adam the entire time. And just before her nose reached Jordan’s pelvis, she lifted one hand …

And flipped her husband off.

Just like the videos.

Adam made a sound—not pain, not exactly, but something broken, and hungry, and real.

She pulled back slowly, saliva slicking Jordan’s cock, her hand wrapping around the base.

“Oh my god,” she said. “You are so much bigger than him.”

Jordan smirked. “You’re making it hard to behave.”

She winked then turned back to Adam. “That’s what you want, right? A real cock in my mouth. Not your little toy.”

Adam didn’t speak. But his eyes were locked on them. His breathing fast. And his erection? Unmistakable now.

Kara wrapped both hands around Jordan’s shaft and started stroking him, slow and rhythmic, her lips teasing the head.

“This is what all those nights were about,” she said to Adam. “This is what you really wanted to see.”

She let herself enjoy it now. Not just the size, or the heat, or the moan Jordan gave when she flicked her tongue across the underside of his shaft, but the power.

The performance.

The permission.

She sucked him deeper. Gagged just slightly, letting her mouth stretch wide, letting her fingers grip the base and pump.

She wanted him to come. She wanted to taste it. She wanted Adam to watch her swallow every drop.

But not yet.

She pulled back and stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her knees glowed from the pressure of the floor.

She looked at Adam.

His eyes were wide, his jaw tense, his hands white-knuckled on the chair arms.

She walked over to him slowly, leaned in close, and whispered, “You’re still not touching yourself, are you?”

He shook his head.

“Good,” she murmured. “I want you to wait.”

Then she turned, dropped the robe from her shoulders, and climbed onto Jordan’s lap, facing her husband.

***

Kara climbed onto his lap with slow, deliberate grace, straddling Jordan, knees pressed into the mattress, her bare thighs brushing against the denim still clinging to his hips. She looked down at him, her hands resting lightly on his chest.


Jordan’s eyes roamed over her body like he was taking inventory, memorizing the curves, the way her breasts moved with each breath, the sheen of candlelight on her collarbones.

Behind her, she knew Adam was watching it all. And for the first time in a long time, she didn’t feel like something fading into the background.

She felt like the main attraction.

Jordan’s hands found her hips, holding her gently in place. He leaned in, kissing her neck, her collarbone, moving lower. She tilted her head back to give him space as he kissed across her chest, and when his mouth reached the soft swell of her breast, she gasped.

His tongue circled her nipple then sucked it gently into his mouth. Her back arched instinctively, her fingers weaving into his hair. She could feel her body responding—wetness building between her thighs, the rush of blood making her skin hum.

She turned her head slightly, catching Adam in the corner of her vision. He was still in the chair. Still frozen. Still rock-hard.

“God,” she murmured. “You’re so much …” She trailed off, not finishing the sentence.

Jordan looked up at her. “Say it,” he said softly.

She smiled. “You’re just so much more.”

He chuckled, hands sliding up her sides, thumbs grazing the undersides of her breasts.

“Let’s get this off,” she whispered, tugging at the hem of his shirt.

He raised his arms without hesitation, and she pulled the shirt over his head before tossing it onto the floor.

Kara sat back slightly, taking him in. He was carved. Defined but not bulky. Lean muscle, a trail of hair leading down from his chest to where his jeans sat low on his hips.

She reached out and traced his abs with one fingertip, slow and deliberate. “You really are a fantasy,” she said.

His smile was easy. “Yours?”

“No,” she said, turning to look over her shoulder at Adam. “His.”

Jordan’s hands went to his belt, but Kara stopped him.

“No,” she said softly. “Let me.” She slid off his lap and knelt again—not to suck, not yet—but to undress him.

Her fingers worked at the buckle, then the button, then the zipper. She peeled the jeans down, inch by inch, until they hit the floor.

He stepped out of them, and then stood before her in only black boxer-briefs, his cock already tenting the fabric with eager promise.

She looked up at him, biting her lip. Then she hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled them down.

He was beautiful. Thick. Heavy. Already throbbing.

She didn’t touch it—not yet. She let her eyes do the work, slowly drinking him in before standing and stepping back toward the bed.

She crawled backward across the comforter, spreading her legs slightly, beckoning him with one finger.

Jordan followed, joining her on the bed, and they kissed again—deep, wet, hungry. His hands were everywhere, palms full of her, one hand in her hair, the other gripping her ass.

Her nipples grazed his chest. His cock lay heavy against her thigh. Every part of her body was awake now, lit up from within. And still, underneath it all, she knew he was watching.

Adam hadn’t made a sound. But he was there, burning silently in the shadows. She could feel it.

And she wanted to give him a show he’d never forget.

***

Kara hovered over Jordan, knees pressed into the mattress, her fingers trailing along the hard lines of his chest.

Her skin was flushed, damp with sweat and candle-warmth, her hair loose around her shoulders. She could still taste him faintly on her lips, and her thighs ached with the kind of tension she hadn’t felt in years—that dizzy, needy ache of being wanted everywhere at once.

She looked down at the man beneath her: calm, cocky, rock-hard, waiting. Then she looked past him, at the man who wasn’t moving.

Adam.

Still sitting in the chair.

Still locked in place.

Still watching her like she was doing something holy and cruel all at once.

Her heart pounded. She wasn’t nervous. She was awake.

She rolled her hips forward, dragging her wetness along the length of Jordan’s cock, just enough to make him groan. She smiled and did it again, slower.

Adam made a noise. Quiet. Almost pained.

Kara turned toward him and met his eyes. Then, with one hand, she reached between her legs, guided Jordan’s cock to her entrance …

And sank down onto him in a single, hungry motion.

Jordan groaned beneath her, head tipping back, hands finding her hips.

Kara gasped—full at once, stretched wide and deep, her body adjusting to the sheer difference of him. Not just the size … the presence. The rightness of it.

She didn’t move at first. Just sat there, impaled, her walls clenching around him like she couldn’t quite believe he fit.

She turned to Adam again.

His lips parted. Breath shallow.

“This what you imagined?” she asked him. “Me full of someone else?”

He didn’t answer.

She smiled wider. “Thought so.”

She started to move. Hips rising just a few inches then sliding back down. Slow. Purposeful. A rhythm meant for watching, not rushing.

Jordan’s hands gripped her tighter, guiding her gently.

Kara leaned back, resting her hands behind her on his thighs, arching her back, letting her breasts bounce with every thrust.

Adam was frozen. She could see him staring at her body. At the way Jordan filled her. At the flush in her chest and the damp heat glistening between her thighs.

“You wanted this,” she whispered.

He still didn’t speak. So, she said it louder.

“You wanted this, Adam. Say it.”

A beat. And then, quiet, hoarse, “I wanted this.”

She moaned softly and started to bounce harder.

Jordan grunted, his hands now sliding up to her waist, holding her in place as she found her rhythm. Her breath came faster. Her thighs trembled.

She leaned forward again, bracing on his chest. “You’re so deep,” she gasped. “So fucking deep.”

Jordan groaned. “You feel unreal.”

She moaned louder, letting the sound fill the room.

Then she turned again to Adam. “Do I look better than the women in your videos?”

He nodded—fast.

“Say it.”

“You look … so much better.”

She ground her hips in a slow circle, clenching around Jordan on purpose.

“I’m not acting,” she said. “I’m not faking it like those girls. This is real.”

Jordan thrust up into her once, sharp and deep.

She gasped. Cried out. Grabbed his shoulders for balance.

Her orgasm started low—a tight coil of pleasure winding down her spine, growing with every bounce, every wet sound of skin on skin, every grunt Jordan made and every breath Adam held. It built faster than she expected.

She reached between her thighs and touched herself, just once, and came hard.

A choked cry escaped her lips as her body convulsed, her thighs clamping tightly around Jordan’s hips, her nails digging into his chest.

She saw stars.

And when her vision cleared … she looked at Adam.

And smiled.

She collapsed forward, her breasts pressed to Jordan’s chest, her mouth finding his neck.

He was close. She could feel it.

“You want to come?” she whispered.

“God, yes.”

She lifted her head just enough to speak clearly. “Do it while he watches.”

***

Kara moaned through the tail end of her orgasm, her body still pulsing around Jordan, sweat glistening down her chest.

She leaned forward, chest to his, catching her breath. His hands still gripped her hips, but not possessively now, just steadying them both.

For a moment, everything was still.

Behind her, Adam hadn’t moved. She could still feel the weight of his stare on her skin, the heat of it. Her legs were trembling, her body overstimulated, but her mind was blazing.

She turned her head slightly. “You close?” she asked Jordan, her voice soft, a little wrecked.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice lower, tighter. “I’m close.”

She kissed his neck. Then his jaw. Then she pulled herself slowly off his cock, her body clenching around nothing as she eased away.

He groaned at the loss of contact.

She smiled.

Then she slid down between his knees.

Kara wrapped one hand around his slick shaft and looked up at him. “Come on my tits,” she said, a wicked grin tugging at her mouth. “Let him see what you do to me.”

Jordan’s jaw tightened. “Fuck.”

She pressed her tits together with both hands, arching her back slightly, giving him a full view. “You earned it.”

He didn’t last five seconds.

Thick ropes of cum painted her chest, her collarbones, her throat. She held her tits together, squeezing them up and around him, licking her lips as he emptied himself with a groan.

Behind her, Adam made a small, involuntary sound. Not jealousy. Not pain.

Something worse.

Desperate admiration.

When Jordan was done, Kara let go of her tits and looked over her shoulder.

Adam was still in the chair. Still rock-hard. Still silent.

She gave him a long, knowing smile. Then she patted the bed beside her. “Come here.”

He stood slowly, like it hurt to move, like he’d forgotten how.

She reached for him as he got close, her hand finding his zipper.

“You waited,” she whispered. “Good boy.”

She pulled his cock free—stiff, flushed, twitching. Then she took it into her hand and stroked it slowly.

Adam shuddered.

“God, you’re so fucking hard,” she said. “All that waiting. All that watching. All that aching.”

He didn’t say anything. Couldn’t.

Kara leaned in, spat on his cock, and then spread it with her palm. “You want to come for me?”

He nodded fast. “Yes. Yes, please.”

“Do it on my face.”

That broke him.

She leaned back on her knees, cum still drying on her tits, and looked up at her husband with open, filthy hunger.

He came in seconds—warm, sticky pulses painting her cheeks, her lips, a thick line across the bridge of her nose. She moaned and stroked him through it, milking every drop, catching the last with her tongue. Then she licked her lips and smiled.

“Now we’re even.”

Jordan sat off to the side, catching his breath, watching them finish with a satisfied look on his face. He didn’t look possessive. He looked proud.

After a minute, he stood, tucked himself away, and grabbed his shirt off the floor. “I’m gonna hit the bathroom,” he said, voice gentle. “Give you two a moment.”

Kara nodded, still catching her breath, her head resting on Adam’s thigh.

They were quiet while he was gone.

Adam stroked her hair.

She closed her eyes.

When Jordan came back a few minutes later, they were curled up on the bed, Kara tucked under Adam’s arm, a sheet loosely covering their legs. Her face was clean now. Her eyes were soft.

Jordan smiled when he saw them. “I’ll let you guys have the night,” he said. “I’ll text tomorrow to check in.”

Kara looked up at him, warm. “Thank you.”

He gave a small nod. “It was a privilege.”

He turned to go. But just before he stepped into the hall, Adam stood.

“Jordan.”

The other man turned back.

Adam crossed the room slowly. He looked … different. Not humiliated. Not broken.

Just honest.

“Thank you,” he said, offering his hand. “Seriously.”

Jordan shook it. “For what?”

“For doing exactly what we needed. And doing it well.”

Jordan smiled. “She’s … incredible.”

Adam nodded. “Yeah, she is.”

Jordan looked at Kara again, gave a small wave, and then slipped out the door.

The house went quiet again.

Candlelight still danced.

And on the bed, Kara let herself exhale for the first time all night.

***

The wine bar was noisy, but in that warm, happy way that made conversations feel private. Clinks of cutlery, bursts of laughter, half-finished cocktails sweating on white tablecloths.

Kara leaned into Adam’s shoulder, laughing at something Maddie had said. His hand rested on her thigh under the table, thumb drawing lazy circles just above her knee. He hadn’t stopped touching her all night—light brushes, lingering glances, fingertips tracing her spine when he leaned in to whisper something only she could hear.

Across from them, Maddie tilted her head and smiled. “You two are disgustingly cute tonight,” she said, topping off her own glass. “Seriously, I can’t remember the last time you looked so … in love. What’s your secret?”

Kara and Adam exchanged a look—quiet, intimate, full of things that didn’t need to be said.

Then Adam turned back to Maddie and gave a small, easy smile. “Honesty.”

Maddie raised an eyebrow. Then she looked at Kara and gave her a slow, knowing wink.

Kara just smiled and sipped her wine.
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