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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 Donor

By Raven Merlot


Bella felt her husband Sam flinch at her side. How many times had this conversation, this very question, come up in the last few years? It amazed her that most people in polite society didn’t give a damn about her sex life until she was married without kids. Then everyone wanted to know what they were doing about family planning and “the next step,” as it was coyly referred to by older women who arched their eyebrows as they said it. The inevitably of it all sat leaden at the base of Bella’s spine. “The next step,” they called it. The option of bypassing it was not being offered.

“If it happens, it happens,” Bella would interject as diplomatically as she could whenever people asked the burning inquiries no longer considered impertinent to ask. “We’re in no rush.”

To both her and Sam’s surprise, the men were somehow worse than the women. The women were more numerous, no doubt about it, but the men had a certain machismo to their line of questioning. Often, the women led with sympathy, gingerly poking into sensitive issues like infertility and if the couple needed the name of a good specialist. With the men, their first foot forward was always landing in the print of accomplishment. They would regale Bella and Sam with stories about how easily they got their wives pregnant. A few even went so far as to mention girlfriends they managed to get in the family way. Bella could hear the brag inside the faux-casual story, “Even when a woman was trying to keep my sperm out, my boys got in.” She could picture them grunting outside of caves, clubs banging into their squat legs.

“Can we just tell people that we’re not trying and we don’t want kids?” Sam begged one night. They had gone to a happy hour for Bella’s job where the office hen party gathered around them and gave suggestions for fruits to strengthen sperm count and positions proven to increase the chance of fertilization. From that point onward, the night had gone downhill.

“But we do want kids, and we are trying,” Bella reminded him. “Trust me; either choice is going to have older women lecturing you at happy hour. At least this way they’re being helpful rather than reminding us that we’re going to die alone.”

“They all look at me like I’m a goddamned failure.”

Bella undid her hair and let it unspool down her shoulders. “Me, too, Sam. They don’t know which one of us is the failure, so they act like we both are.”

She didn’t like it any more than Sam did. The difference between them was that Bella had dealt with intrusive comments her entire life. There was constantly someone telling her to lose weight or change her hair or get married before her looks went to shit. It was a shared story of growing up a girl. Someone always had unsolicited input.

Actually, that was one of her favorite things about Sam—he never told her what to do, what to wear, how she should look. He was perfectly happy with her being a companion and partner and being interested in sex after a decent number of married years. If Bella came home one day with a shaved head, Sam would tell her she looked great. There was never any pressure on his end in a way that Bella had never known before. Usually, even when a man said he would love her no matter what, there were a few unspoken caveats she’d stumble across later.

Which only made this little fertility thing a bigger sore spot than it needed to be for Bella. She didn’t like people putting pressure on either of them but especially not on Sam. He didn’t deserve that. Not only was he completely unused to it so he had no long honed defense mechanisms but he had no concept of pressuring in his own life. Every conversation with every nosy nellie was a searing brand into him, hot enough to tear through flesh, yet not hot enough to cauterize the wound. He bled out, openly and infinitely, and Bella watched it happen, a profound relic of an ache forming between her hips.

“Neither of us is going to be happy without children,” she said one night, aloud in the dark. The pale light of the crescent moon hanging haphazardly outside their window caught the whites of Sam’s eyes, turning them into strobes as he blinked. “If this isn’t working the old-fashioned way, maybe it’s time we consider something else.”

She didn’t need to mention what else they could try because Sam already knew all of them. Each and every one tiny stabs at a manhood he never thought he cared that much about. He liked the idea of adoption since it took the either/or part of their fertility out of the equation. With a sperm donor, people would know the problem lay on his end; that he was the one too damaged to do what billions of humans had been able to accomplish for thousands and thousands of years.

“Animals can fucking breed, and I can’t,” he said aloud in the dark. “Millions of people who aren’t even trying to have a baby can, and I can’t.”

He hoped Bella didn’t console him, cooing to him that the issue could be with her. Maybe they got married too late and waited too long. Maybe whatever she was working with in the ancient biological plumbing fell into disrepair before the two of them had even met. Somehow, they both knew it was on his side, so Sam didn’t want to hear it. The attempt to share the blame just made the guilt all the stronger. He was letting her down even if she would never in her life admit such a thing. He was letting them both down, and she was trying to make him feel okay about it.

The worst part about all of this was how boring their sex had become. It was an opinion shared by both but spoken by neither. In the midst of the intrusive questions and the chain of months ending in Bella’s periods, a complaint about lackluster sex wasn’t going to be received well. At least that’s what they both thought without bothering to see if it was true.

Fortunately, Bella reached her breaking point of boring sex much earlier than Sam. Like so many things in life, Sam was content with whatever he got and grateful if he got maybe a bit more than he expected. For him, boring sex was still sex, and he didn’t see any reason to rock the boat. For Bella, boring sex was starting to make the whole thing a chore, and there was nothing worse than going through all that for a baby that wasn’t being conceived.

“We need to do more than this,” Bella said after one nearly exciting afternoon session where Sam had surprised her from behind and pumped her pussy as hard as he could until he coated its interior walls with cum. She settled on her back and tucked her legs up to her chest. “We need to get the spark back in our sex life.”

It was thanks to Bella’s own vocal satisfaction of their fucking that Sam didn’t think of this comment as pressure. She meant it as a reflection on both of them, how they had gotten so sucked into sex having a specific purpose that they had forgotten that it was supposed to be fun. Later that day, they did it again in the backyard, exposed to the evening wind and fading sunlight. When they were done, Bella rolled onto her back and tucked her knees into her chest.

Sam was on his side, his hand brushing over Bella’s freshly bitten nipples. “Better?” he asked, already aware of the answer.

“Better.”

Life was back in their couplings, and Bella felt like she was never going to be bored again. Sam had taken initiative beyond her expectations, filling her full every chance he got. As usual, she was willing and able each time he reached for her. In fact, it seemed to her like the more she got, the more she wanted.

“I don’t know if I can fuck you five times a day every single day,” Sam wheezed after a particularly strenuous morning session following a weekend of endless sex. “I think my wedding tackle, as it were, might need a break.”

“You’ve done so well,” Bella assured him.

“Well enough to get you pregnant?”

“I guess we’ll have to see.”

Sam was a touch guilty for denying his wife what she obviously craved. To remedy this, he came home the next day with a lovely young woman who had spoken freely to him about her attraction to women as well as men, and how she hadn’t been able to find an agreeable female partner in quite some time.

“My wife has always been flexible in regards to her sexuality,” Sam said as he invited her over. “We’re trying for a baby, and it’s really making her sex drive go through the roof.”

When the two of them walked in the front door together, Bella hesitated before introducing herself. She wasn’t entirely sure what was going on, but she had a guess. This wasn’t the first time she and Sam had brought someone else into their sex life. In the first few months of dating, they joked that they had had more threesomes than most couples do in the entire run of their relationship. That seemed like the distant past at the moment, and Bella gaped at the attractive young woman who introduced herself as Stella and laughed about their rhyming names.

Bella motioned for Stella to make herself comfortable. “I just wasn’t expecting …”

“Are you not interested?” Stella smiled and crossed her legs over each other coyly. “We don’t have to do anything. Your husband just thought it would be a nice surprise.”

“It is. It’s a very nice surprise.”

The three of them went to the bedroom and, to Bella’s surprise, Sam settled on the couch.

Stella took her by the hand and tangled their arms together. “You’re really pretty,” Stella told her as she brushed Bella’s cheek with her lips. “No wonder your husband wants to get you pregnant.”

“I hope he would want to even if I was ugly.” Bella laughed back as Stella’s hand cupped one of her breasts.

“He wants to make beautiful babies with you.”

They kissed each other softly, almost tentatively. Bella’s eyes drifted toward Sam sitting on the couch. Other times when she had brought a woman home, he sat right next to them on the bed, waiting for his moment to be tapped into the action. Now he was silent, his right leg resting in a triangle on top of his left, a finger pressed to his lips as if he was carefully studying the scene before him. He didn’t look like a horny husband to Bella; he looked like an academic observing the whole process for a paper he was going to write. Something about it all made Bella abruptly uncomfortable. She slipped away from Stella’s hands, laughing nervously as she sat upright.

“Give me a second. I feel sort of weird.”

Stella sat up next to her, pretty head cocked on an angle. “This isn’t your first time doing something like this, right? I thought you guys have done stuff like this before.”

“We have, but I still feel sort of weird.”

Bella closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She was getting irritated at this interloper in a way she had no right to be. This woman had been brought into their home for Bella; to someone she thought was going to be a willing participant.

Stella’s hands stretched out toward Bella then she retracted them, resting her chin in her palm and her elbow on the bed. “You don’t seem like you’re that into this.”

“It’s just not …” Bella shaped her fingers into claws and raked them compulsively through her hair. “It’s just not what I needed right now.”

Sam walked Stella to the door as Bella waited on the edge of the bed, her legs dangling and her feet barely touching the floor. She felt so small, so untethered, and she hadn’t felt like that in the morning or at lunchtime or any other part of the day. It was only right now; only after her husband had made an attempt to please her.

Bella didn’t look up when Sam came back into the room. Even as he sat on the couch and began speaking to her, she kept her sights locked on her floor-brushing toes.

“What’s the matter, Bella?” Sam asked.

“I don’t know why you did that. I don’t know why you think that that was what I wanted.”

“I was just trying to help. All this sex to make a baby is pushing your libido into hyperdrive. If I can’t keep up …”

Bella lifted her eyes to him as he said that. They both noted how sad and tired the other one looked.

“You brought in a stranger because you can’t keep up with how much sex I want?” Bella asked with a quiet incredulity. “Sam, what if I wasn’t interested in having sex with a woman right now? Would you have brought me a man instead?”

Sam swallowed, tented his fingers and let his face again take on the expression of an observant academic. “Would you … be interested in that?”

Bella blinked at him but didn’t say anything. After a long moment of silence, she got up and went to the bathroom to take a shower. Sam followed a few minutes behind her, slipping his arm around her as the stream enveloped them.

“It sounds like it’s something you want, Sam,” Bella said, feeling his flaccid dick pressing into the swell of her ass. “If it’s something you want—”

“You’re not into it at all?”

Bella shrugged, and Sam pressed his lips into the hair on the back of her head.

“You’ve just never thought about it, huh?”

Sam’s hand traveled to the patch of hair between Bella’s legs. He separated the lips of her pussy with his fingers and stroked her clit as it presented itself to him.

“How would it work?” Bella asked, her body melting into his as he toyed with her sensitive parts. The other hand was alternating between her tits and her tightening nipples.

“We’d find a man you’re attracted to, for starters,” Sam told her. “I want it to be someone you’d love to fuck.”

He explained how he found the whole idea of it sexy beyond belief—his wife’s naked body being plumed and pilfered for its pleasure, a man they didn’t know burying his tongue inside of her holes, watching her squirm and shriek as she succumbed to yet another climax.

“What if he’s so good at sex that I never want to have sex with you again?” Bella asked with a smirk Sam could only hear.

He tightened his grip of her tits. “Then I guess I’d have to watch you get fucked by this guy every day of the week.”

The image was in both their heads now. Sam’s erection grew against her, and she bent forward so he could access her soaked hole.

Bella was surprised at how turned on she was by the idea of it. She couldn’t deny that an image locked in her head of her making eye contact with Sam as the biggest cock she had ever seen in her life slid inside her. Maybe Sam would have sex with her afterward, her skin spongy and sweaty and burning with another man’s fingerprints. His cock would move through the leftover lubrication, the liquids and lickings that coated her from pussy lips to her thighs. He’d fuck her in a puddle of sex that a stranger disposed of on their bed, in the filth of another man’s cum. A shiver went through her as the water sprang off of her back and Sam pounded into her hole.

But still no baby. A month went by, Bella’s period came and went, and they were back where they had been with the nosy inquiries and not so subtle masculinity. A sperm donor was the cheapest option, so they decided to give that the first shot, though they swore to each other that they wouldn’t tell anyone that they had gone this route.

“It’s no one else’s business, anyway,” Bella said as they drove to the clinic. “That’s been the problem from the beginning—everyone thinking everything is their business.”

The clinic was impeccably clean, mother of pearl coloring and well-furnished. Sam knew when he was looking for places that he had to find one with a touch of style. Not that Bella would refuse to go into a clinic with overly sterile and bland decor but to make her really at home and comfortable with the procedure, a bit of flair was necessary. Even the woman at the front desk who checked them in was dressed well. She smiled at the both of them in a way that Bella found odd, as if she knew a secret that they didn’t.

“Your husband was so thoughtful to make these arrangements,” she told Bella as she led the couple to their examination room.

“Well, we both want to have a baby,” Bella reminded her.

Like the rest of the clinic, their examination room was sparkling clean and well put together. The woman from the front desk left them alone, and Bella began to get undressed. She looked around for those crinkly paper gowns and couldn’t find any.

“I mean, am I supposed to just wait here naked?” she asked Sam with her hands on her hips.

His eyes roamed over her body. “You look great doing that, though.”

The door opened, and a man in a lab coat came in. Bella started to cover herself then let her arms drop. She felt a bit weird being completely exposed, but she figured that this man was a doctor and was about to see all her most intimate parts, anyway.

The doctor’s eyebrows furrowed when he saw Bella’s utter nudity. “Did nobody get you one of those terrible paper gowns?” he asked.

“No, and I couldn’t find any either.”

“Would you like one?”

“I’m fine, actually.”

The doctor motioned to the examination table, and Bella hopped up on it. He shook her and Sam’s hand and introduced himself, but Bella couldn’t focus on anything except for how jaw-droppingly handsome he was. She wondered how someone like that stayed in medicine when he should have been modeling jeans somewhere.

Leaning back and spreading her legs for him gave her a tingling, lightheaded burst of pleasure. His face as he studied her open cunt made her leak wetness on the table.

“Are you all right?” the doctor asked. “You’re lubricating.”

“Is she?” Sam asked, turning his mock-surprise face toward Bella. “I wonder why that’s happening.”

The doctor ran a finger over Bella’s pussy lips. “The main reason couples have trouble conceiving is that they’re simply not having enough sex. Do you think that’s the case with the two of you?”

“We have a decent amount of sex,” Bella answered.

“But you’d like more.”

“I’d always like more.”

The doctor’s hand rested on Bella’s lower abdomen. His eyes only left her spread legs to stare at her pert nipples. He bent down with his tongue extended and licked the tip of each tit. Bella leaked even more wetness and moaned as he took her nipple in his mouth.

“Enjoying yourself, Bella?” Sam asked with a smile, and Bella nodded.

“These were the arrangements you made?”

She didn’t hear if Sam answered because the doctor’s fingers were stretching her pussy open from the inside. He was moving deep into her, and she loved it. Her body grew goosebumps, and her breathing quickened.

“He told me that his wife needed to be pumped full of cum,” the doctor said as he went to the front of her and lowered his face to her eager cunt. “He told me she was an insatiable woman who could never get enough.”

His tongue traced Bella’s clit then across each of the lips then back up to the clit. Bella’s fingers clawed into his hair on the back of his head as she held him in place and lifted her hips. She wanted pressure on her clit, pressing hard into it. His fingers found their way into her, and she felt an orgasm growing in the pit of her stomach.

“Don’t let her come too fast,” Sam warned. “She comes better if you build it, ya know? Make her wait for it.”

Bella hissed at him, “Don’t be mean, Sam. I’m sure the doctor knows what he’s doing.”

“I sure do,” the doctor said, stripping off his lab coat and shirt. “I know all about fertilization, and I know all about pussies.”

He took his cock out of his pants but left his pants and shoes on. Bella was fascinated by his body. Her fingers couldn’t help but touch the perfect abs, the defined muscles by his hip. She sat up and took the heft of his erection in the palm of her hand. When she looked at Sam, his eyes lit up.

“This is one ginormous cock,” she said to neither of them in particular.

“I’m very proud of it.”

“I’d love to climb on top of it.”

The doctor sat on the examination table, and Bella straddled him then lowered herself onto his fully staffed mast. The thing was so big that she felt a deep visceral pressure when it was all the way inside of her, like it was churning the contents of her stomach. She wriggled on it and laughed, her vision overexposed from a flash of dizziness.

“How does it feel, Bella?” Sam asked, the face of the observant academic slipping into place.

“Like the deepest I’ve ever been fucked.”

“I made sure I found the man with, what I thought, the biggest cock I had ever seen.”

Bella smiled at her husband as she began to bounce up and down on the rod by which she was impaled. “Well, you certainly did that.”

The doctor’s hands cradled her ass, supporting her active and radial hips. Bella liked being on top; she liked being the one moving. She hated the idea of a “passive” side of sex. For her, and for Sam, sex had always been equal work. When he was tired and limp, she sucked him back to life then rode on top. When she was sore and spent, usually from life and work as opposed to sex, he bent her over the side of the bed and pounded into her.

Here was a whole new ball game, though. Here was a way for her to get everything she wanted and Sam to get something he thought he wasn’t going to see. He was serene and warm watching his wife’s cunt swallow another man’s dick. It was a hungry beast that she kept between her legs; he was relieved it was someone else’s turn to feed it.

“Of course,” the doctor said, gripping Bella’s breasts so tightly that they went white from the blood being pushed out of them, “if you want to conceive, the two of you will have to make regular appointments.”

Sam raised his hand in a show of understanding. “Leave that to me, Doc. We’re hoping you make house calls, too.”

Bella tossed her head back. Her body vibrated, and she slammed herself down one last time before collapsing forward onto the doctor’s shoulders. She felt the tensing pulse of the muscles on the inside of her cunt as they worked through the lingering remnants of the orgasm. Her skin went hot then cold, and she exhaled as if she had been holding her breath for a thousand years.

“My goodness, that was something else,” the doctor said as he eased Bella off his lap. She was weak-legged and sex-dazed.

He positioned her on her knees in front of Sam. “Of course, you’re not quite done yet, are you?”

Sam stroked Bella’s hair then bent down and kissed her. “You’re doing great, baby. Now you just gotta take his cum like the pro you are.”

Bella rested her head on his knee and smiled lazily up at him. From the way her eyes moved, Sam could tell she was thinking about sucking his cock while the doctor fucked her from behind, but he didn’t want her to. He wanted her to get railed hard and come harder; he wanted her to explode with so much pleasure that she forgot for a millisecond that she was even married. Once the doctor made his massive way back into her, Sam knew that was the only thing Bella could do.

Her face changed when she was penetrated, especially right after climaxing the way she did. It was a mixture of awe and shock and adoration and a twinge of sensitivity like how she would giggle and wince at a flaring spark of static electricity between them. When the doctor’s hips began to move fast, Sam saw a look on Bella’s face that he had never seen before.

“She loves being fucked like that,” Sam told them both, watching the doctor’s fingers reach around to play with Bella’s clit. “I think it makes her feel like more of an animal.”

The sound of their bodies slapping together resonated in the stark examination room. There was nothing to absorb it, nothing to dampen it. Sam sat surrounded by it, Bella completely immersed in it. The sound of connecting skin and squelching, happy holes. Sam never knew how much he enjoyed it.

Bella came again with a long, low growl, her entire body hinging forward on the support beams of her knees and hips. Her arms stretched out long from her torso, and she moaned as the doctor’s hands moved from her clit to her dangling breasts.

“You need to be filled with cum,” the doctor was saying. Bella only heard part of it since her head was swimming, and words weren’t making sense yet. “You need it spilling out of you.”

With one hard pump, the doctor came. Both he and Bella released a guttural noise, an animal noise of coupling and procreation. He carefully removed himself from her, not wanting to disturb the seed he had pumped into her canal.

By force of habit, Bella rolled onto her back and tucked her knees into her chest. Sam stared at her pussy, shiny with cum and spit and her own miraculous juices. He wanted to finger her suddenly but knew better. He just wanted to feel the tender inside of her made sensitive and reactive by another man’s cock.

“Of course, you’ll need to get plenty of rest,” the doctor said, stuffing his sculpted arms back into the sleeves of his shirt, “and lots of fluids. I have a few recommendations for prenatal vitamins, too. Always a good idea to start taking those.”

“How many appointments can we make with you, Doctor?” Sam asked, still examining his wife’s swollen and stuffed cunt.

“Let’s start with one a week. If that doesn’t work, as many as you need.” The doctor smiled down at Bella on the floor, tucked legs and lazy-eyed. He opened her knees enough to get one last look. “I left plenty of sperm in there. Hopefully, one of them can do the trick.”

Bella laughed and nodded. “Here’s to hoping.”

The doctor started toward the door then turned back to let them know they could spend however long they needed to. “It’s important,” he told them, “that she feels comfortable and like she’s not in a rush. Might not be scientifically proven but, in my experience, less pressure equals more babies.”

It took Bella a while to get up and get dressed. Sam could see the fading handprints on her tits and the slick wetness on the inside of her thighs. He didn’t know why this all turned him on as much as it did, but all he wanted was to watch an endless line of men fuck Bella until she couldn’t even handle one more orgasm. He wanted to see her utterly fulfilled, taking more cock than she ever thought possible.

“So …” Sam leaned forward and raised his eyebrows. “Did you like it?”

“Getting fucked by another man or getting fucked by that guy?”

“If you want more guys like that, I will find them for you.”

Bella pulled her shirt over her head. Her marked tits disappeared behind the sheath of material. “I’d fuck a man in front of you every night if it was like that.”

“Whatever you want, baby.”

Sam put his arms behind her back to support her as they walked out into the hallway. She was still weak-legged, and he could only imagine how well and thoroughly rammed her pussy must have felt. They made another appointment with the woman at the front desk who smiled warmly when she saw how Bella was walking.

“Oh, that’s how they all look,” she said with a happy sigh. “The doctors we have at this place really know what they’re doing.”

On the drive home, Bella fell asleep with her hand resting right above her groin. In her dream, there was a line of hard cocks waiting to service her, with Sam right beside her, eager to watch.
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