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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.


Her Ebony Ex

By Raven Merlot


Danielle had never considered cheating on her husband, Max. Not when he was starting his business and working himself to the bone; not when he was gone for weeks at a time, trying to scrounge up funding and would get home too tired to do anything more than fall asleep without taking his shoes off. The entire time they were together, she believed that she only had eyes for him. There had been other men before they had gotten married, of course, and she had enjoyed her time with each of them while they were a couple, but once she and Max were attached, he was the one for her.

For Max’s part, he didn’t even have the time or energy to be unfaithful. Danielle had stood by him through some of the busiest and insecure moments of his life. The very thought of cheating on someone without whom he wouldn’t have been able to accomplish any of his goals was blasphemous. They might not always be the happy, shining couple of their dreams, but they were solid and loving and ultimately satisfied.

Up to a point.

Cheating was out of the question, but Danielle had spent those years of loneliness and limited physical contact cultivating a very active imagination. It started when a young, well-built UPS man dropped off a package in the midst of a long stretch of Max’s absence. He had hesitated at the sight of Danielle posed in the doorway in nothing but a soft robe pulled around her curves, brought himself to a customer service smile with its sexless neutrality, then stumbled backward with his eyes latched on her like a thirsty tick fiending for blood. Danielle spent the rest of the day masturbating, the fantasy of her dropping her robe and beckoning him into the shelter of their house rolling in her mind like a film reel.

From then on, she reveled in the freedom she had, the access to the bodies of men that was not only allowed but unlimited. She knew she didn’t actually have the nerve to go through with any of these wild ideas, least of all because she was married, but that didn’t stop her from enjoying them all the same. The craziest thing she did was to wait until she saw the UPS truck pull up then stroll naked and casually past the front windows. There wasn’t enough light for the delivery driver to see more than the hint of her shape, ghostly shadow forms of breasts and thighs. All the same, she watched him freeze and follow her each step with his eyes. When she got to the door, robe pulled around her and her expression brightly innocent as if she had no idea what had just transpired, the man’s smile was no longer sexless. He dropped the package at her feet and studied from her ankles to the nip in her waist to the full of her chest to her pouted lips. He froze when he made eye contact then gave an awkward bow and stumbled back to his truck.

Alone in the kaleidoscopic colors on encroaching twilight, Danielle sprawled naked on the couch and plunged her fingers inside herself. She wondered what he would have done if she had let the robe fall open just a little. Just enough for him to see a hint of nipple. Just enough for him to lose control and follow her inside, job and fidelity be damned.

The following week, when Max had returned home for a total of thirty hours, he’d asked Danielle how she had been holding up, and none of this was even mentioned.

But now Max’s company was doing well, and he had more time to spend with his beloved wife. Their sex life was as good as it had been when they had first gotten together, and they were both eager and excited to try new things. They bought toys and gadgets to experiment with, at one point having some of them delivered by the same UPS man Danielle had extensively dreamt about seducing. He hardly looked at her as he dropped their accessories off, even though Danielle smiled warmly and thanked him for doing his job so well.

“UPS guys don’t wanna talk,” Max told her as he pulled her back inside, his hand cupping underneath the full of her breast. “They just want to drop our junk off and get home to their own lives.”

He stripped Danielle down to her skin, slid a finger between her cunt and her ass, and kissed the side of her neck as he disappeared inside of her. Danielle moaned and heaved heavy breaths as they fucked, but when she came, she wasn’t thinking of her attentive husband; she was thinking of the near stranger whose eyes had torn her apart.

Fantasies were safe and expected. Nobody ever told their partner that thinking about having sex with someone else was tantamount to cheating. Nobody ever expected thoughts to be chaste. Danielle was sure Max entertained a whole bevy of women inside his mind’s eye, an orgy of two dimensional flesh and clits. Had he told her some of his fantasies, she probably would have enjoyed hearing them or even been curious as to whom he was attracted. He hardly even mentioned when he found a famous actress or singer to be sexy. If she brought it up, mentioning a stunning woman by name, he’d shrug and say something like, “They don’t let ugly people on TV, ya know.”

Max’s executive assistant was a darling, curly-haired young lady fresh out of college. Danielle adored her for how well she handled everything and how much pressure she took off of Max’s shoulders. A joke had been made between Danielle and the assistant that Danielle would be the one to have the affair with her as opposed to Max, the more common tryst of boss to assistant or secretary. Max had told both of them that the joke was in bad taste, and he would never even consider having an affair.

“Especially not with my assistant,” he had repeatedly said to Danielle before she was able to reasonably assure him that she was joking. “And an assistant as competent as the one I have? Who would risk it? I’d rather have a good employee than a side piece.”

Good employees were gold to Max, Danielle understood that. She had never suspected him of having an affair, but thought it was a funny joke that built a camaraderie between her and the other important woman in his life. They even started going out to lunch together a few times a week, something that Max approved of, even if he didn’t understand why it was happening.

One day when Danielle showed up at the office to meet with Max’s assistant, she spotted someone who looked vaguely familiar to her. He was a tall, muscular black man with a quick yet shy smile and intense eyes that seemed to focus tightly on whatever he was doing. It took her a minute to place him, and when she did, her jaw dropped. His name was Marcus. They had dated years back, and he had been one of the best lovers she’d ever had.

He looked over after Danielle was staring at him for just a touch too long. Those intense eyes narrowed as if to focus more clearly on her face. A sudden spark of recognition made him blink and laugh.

“Oh my god, is that you, Danielle?” He strode toward her, closing the gap between them in only two steps. “How long has it been since we’ve seen each other?”

“Years and years.” Danielle laughed as she embraced him for a hug.

“At the very least.”

“How long have you been working here?”

Marcus bent his face upward and scrunched his features together in thought. “I would say it’s been just about three years. Couldn’t be much longer.”

“Three years? I’m just surprised I haven’t run into you sooner than this.” She was smiling as well as she could, but felt the warm leak of excitement between her legs. “Small world, isn’t it?”

“You don’t work here, do you? I would think, if you actually worked here, that we definitely would have run into each other by now.”

“No, no, my husband owns this company. I’m just here to take his assistant out to lunch.” She gestured to the curly-haired young lady gathering her things and getting ready to leave. “She does so much to make both our lives easier that I had to find a way to thank her.”

“That’s lovely.”

Marcus put a hand on Danielle’s arm, smiled at her warmly with only a hint of familiarity. Only a hint of what had physically transpired between them, the sticky flesh sweat slick from sex, the pounding of pelvis to pelvis.

“Shall we go?”

Danielle was yanked back to reality by Max’s assistant standing in front of her, ready to go and unaware of what was screaming through Danielle’s mind at that very moment.

“Yes, of course. Let’s.” Danielle turned to Marcus one last time and mimicked the movement he had made when he touched her arm. “It was great seeing you again. We should catch up at some point.”

“I’d love that.”

Marcus went back to work and the two women headed out to get something to eat, Danielle fighting the surging thoughts of Marcus’s naked body over hers the entire time.

Max didn’t get home until very late that night. Danielle had spent most of her evening masturbating and had fallen asleep with her panties around her ankles after one particularly intense orgasm. When Max slipped into bed, he couldn’t help but notice.

“Busy night?” he whispered into her ear, his erection pressing against her. “You look like you’ve been ravaged.”

Danielle muttered a response, her mouth thick with sleep.

Max kissed the side of her neck like he always did and stroked a finger over her clit. “Any left for me?” His hand moved over her stomach, caressing the warmth of her breasts. “Or are you too tired for that?”

“No, I’m all right. Are you horny?” She reached down to feel the sizable rod he had pushing against his boxers. “Oh, well, that answers my question.”

“It was just such a busy day.” Max climbed on top of her, pushing up the oversized T-shirt she wore as pajamas. “I just want to feel good for a minute.”

He extended his tongue and flicked it against the tip of each nipple then sucked greedily. Danielle sighed sleepily and arched her back. She moved to open her legs wider as she felt Max’s cock slide inside of her.

“You’re rock hard,” she said in an airy voice.

Max’s hips began to thrust; she felt him connect to the deepest part and pull back when he couldn’t go any further.

“That thing’s practically throbbing.”

“I’ve been horny all day for some weird reason,” he told her, licking her nipples again. “All I could think about was getting home and fitting myself inside of you.”

He pulsed for a moment then dropped down and started licking Danielle’s already wet cunt. His tongue traced down her clit and over the lips and folds. When his fingers moved into her, she lifted her hips to give him better access.

“I don’t know if I can come anymore,” she said as he worked her pussy like it was his favorite toy. “I seriously got off, like, five times tonight.”

“Oh, you always say that.” He reached deeper into her, stroking her G-spot as he stimulated her clit. “And yet, I always seem to make you come.”

He pressed harder, and Danielle’s body exploded with convulsions. It was a short, shaky orgasm, pushing out from her tilted hips and shuddering through her torso until she wheezed one last time and flopped down to the bed.

“Shit, that felt good.”

“See?” Max mocked gently as he climbed back up and entered her again. “I knew you could do it.”

He finished inside of her then rolled off and pulled her against him. Danielle was fading in and out of sleep when she decided that she wanted to tell him about Marcus. She had no idea why her mind thought that was the moment to do it, but before she could think better of it, she had turned to him with her sex drunk eyes and wriggled her body against his.

“You know your employee Marcus?” she asked, feeling a bead of sweat run between them in a spot where their bodies touched.

“Good looking black guy? Tall, kind of built?”

“That’s him.”

“What about him?”

“Nothing really. I just used to date him. I didn’t know he worked for you until today, and I thought that was really funny.”

Max didn’t say anything. He rolled onto his back and stared up at the ceiling.

Danielle, who had been flirting with her conscience’s plunge into the silence of sleep, was suddenly wide awake. She propped herself up on her elbow and looked directly at her husband.

“When did you date Marcus?” Max asked after a long silence.

“Years ago.”

“How long did you two date?”

“I’m not really sure. A decent amount of time. I haven’t even seen him since then. This isn’t a problem for you, is it?”

Max lulled his head to the side to look at her then stared back at the ceiling again. Danielle couldn’t read his expression.

“I didn’t know you dated a black guy,” he said after another long pause. “It’s not that it bothers me, I guess. I mean, you two aren’t keeping in touch obviously since, otherwise, you would have known that he worked for me. I’m pretty sure he’s been working there almost three years.”

“That’s what he said.”

Max fluttered his lips as if he was stuck on a problem he couldn’t properly grapple with. He ran a hand down his face and grunted.

“I don’t know why this is bothering me so much,” he said, still not looking at Danielle. “I just … I think I have to get some sleep.”

“Yeah. Sure.” Danielle kissed the side of his face. “It’s been a long day for you.”

“Yeah.”

Danielle rolled away from him, curling up on her side. Max lay flat and stared up at the ceiling for a long dark minute before finally letting himself drift into sleep.

The next morning was an awkward one, but not as bad as it could have been. Max was distant but affectionate when Danielle rubbed against him or kissed him good morning. It was Saturday, which was for the best. Danielle was worried that if Max had a reason to leave before they discussed anything, that they’d never get around to bringing it up. She hadn’t thought it that big of a deal, but Max was obviously rattled, and she was trying to respect that. It was driving her a bit crazy, but still, she was trying to respect that.

“You want coffee?” she asked, sitting on Max’s lap and putting her arms around his neck. “Something to eat?”

“I just want to talk,” he answered, taking her hands in his. He kissed the top of them and exhaled through his nose. “I’ve been thinking about you and Marcus.”

“Max, seriously, it’s not like we’re still interested in each other or something like that. We dated years ago, and it’s—”

“Over or done or whatever, sure. I believe you. That’s not what I’m thinking about.”

“Well, what is it then?”

Max gazed at her with soft, sleep-misted eyes. His face was blank, and then he dropped his eyes to the floor and laughed lightly to himself.

“You’re gonna think I’m a weirdo,” he said.

“I already do,” Danielle promised.

“Yeah, but maybe more so now.” He lifted his sights, made eye contact with his wife. “I’d like to see you with another man. Like Marcus. I’d love to watch a black guy just go to town on your body.”

Danielle uttered a choking gasp of a laugh. She was completely unsure of what to say. For starters, she thought this might have been some kind of trick, a trap set by Max to see if she was willing to be unfaithful. That wasn’t his particular style, especially since he had never been very jealous, but she couldn’t figure out what else could be the motivation here. The idea of him actually wanting to see her licked and penetrated by another man seemed just too bizarre for her to take it seriously.

“You’re joking, right?” Danielle fluttered her eyes at him like she had done when they had dated. “You’re just trying to make light of this situation.”

“What situation? You dating someone years ago? You fucking someone before you even met me? There’s no situation. I’m not mad or jealous or anything like that. When you told me last night, I was surprised because of how turned on I got at the thought of you fucking a black guy. Not Marcus specifically, but someone like him.”

Danielle unlatched herself from Max and stood up. She gaped at her for a moment before she found the words.

“I … do you think it’s a good idea? Me having sex with someone else?”

“It’s not like you’re going to be having an affair. I’ll be right there in the room.” His expression became thoughtful; Danielle knew he had begun the planning process. “Obviously, we can’t use Marcus because that would be inappropriate, but maybe we can find another guy who would be interested. How hard can it be to find someone to have sex with a beautiful lady like you?”

“Not too hard, I suppose.” Danielle smiled. “I almost got a UPS guy to fuck me one day. All I had to do was open my robe a little.”

“Was he black?” Max asked. “Maybe we can use him.”

“No, sorry. Just a plain old white guy.”

“Well, darn.”

Max stretched his arms above his head, closed his eyes, and extended his back as far as it could go. The underside of his biceps flexed and rippled, the whiteness making the motions all the more evident. Danielle ran her finger up along the tremoring skin then dropped to her knees in front of him.

“We’ll find someone,” she said as she fished into his boxers for his hardening cock. “After all, how hard could it be to get a guy to have sex with me?”

It turned out not to be that hard at all. Max put an ad in the classifieds of the local paper, and within a few days, they had gotten enough responses to make a choice. They had both been worried that people were going to be sending them messages about how sick and disgusting they were, considering the ad had to get their perverted point across.

“Attractive black man needed was all I had to say.” Max laughed as he tossed a stack of responses onto the table in front of Danielle. “Who knew this town had so many of them?”

A few of the responses came with photos, and Danielle glanced over one. The man was tall and muscular, a very similar build to Marcus, even though he lacked the intensity of Marcus’s eyes. Another one was short and broad with an adorably puckish smile and a bright, eager expression on his face.

“They’re all so good,” Danielle exclaimed as she pored over her options. “We should have asked for their cock sizes to make sure we were getting a big one.”

Max pressed his lips together as if he was unsure of what he was about to say next. “I kind of thought that, ya know, wouldn’t really be an issue with this group. Is that racist? It’s a stereotype after all, but it’s a good one.”

“I’m pretty sure it’s still considered racist. Right? An Asian person probably hates everyone assuming they’re good at math.”

“For some reason, having a big dick seems like a less hated stereotype than Asians being smart.” He laughed despite himself. “They both sound fine to me, but I still feel racist thinking it.”

Danielle held up a picture of a beautiful black man with smooth skin and perfectly shaped muscles in his arms and shoulders. His eyes had a dreamy look to them, as if he wasn’t paying very close attention. The whole package grabbed Danielle by the throat and wouldn’t let go.

“This is the guy,” she told Max. “He’s perfect.”

Max took the picture and the response then went to go let the lucky winner know that he had been selected. The next day was planned, and he arrived by noon with a bottle of wine and flowers.

“I don’t know who gets what in this situation, so here.” He held the wine and flowers directly out in front of him so both Danielle and Max could reach them. “I just didn’t want to show up empty-handed.”

“We appreciate that,” Danielle said with a cooing noise in her words. “Please, come inside. We’re very excited to meet you.”

“Name’s Don,” he said as he stepped over the threshold. He extended a hand to Max, who shook it firmly. “Oh you’re a businessman, I can tell.”

“I am. How did you know?”

“That’s a business handshake if I ever felt one.”

He turned to Danielle, who was already scantily clad in her robe. Despite his obvious attraction, the rising pleat in his pants could tell no lies. He kept his eyes firmly on her face and spoke to her directly. Danielle knew she had made the right choice and nearly dropped her robe right there.

“Is there anything you’d like to discuss before we get started?” she asked, leading him farther into the house. “Can I get you any water or something to drink?”

“I’m fine on all accounts,” Don answered. “Anything you need to know from me?”

“I think we’re about to find out everything we want to know.”

Danielle undid the tie of her robe but didn’t let it fall. For the first time, Don’s eyes went to the gap in the material that threatened to expose her breasts at any moment.

“You can do whatever you want,” Max told him, taking a seat on the couch. His cold coffee was still on the end table. He picked it up and took a sip. “Basically, I’m giving my wife to you for the next … well, however long this goes on for.”

Don settled into a chair and patted his lap. Danielle sat the same way she always did with Max, her robe starting to unfold. Don put a hand under the material and twisted a nipple lightly.

“I know there are a lot of guys out there who like to watch their woman with someone else,” he said as he spread Danielle’s legs apart then split the lips of her pussy with one finger. “I haven’t really encountered any who wanted a black man more than any other color.”

“I find the idea of her pink cunt getting pounded by a huge black cock to be”—Max swallowed excitedly—“erotic.”

“Sexy as hell,” Danielle said, letting her robe drift down her shoulders. “You’ve got a beautiful white body to plunder. Anything you want, you’ll get.”

Don pulled her robe the entire way off then eased her to the ground. He lay down and pulled her on top of him so that her pussy was split over his face and his cock was pointing up into her face. They devoured each other for a while, his dark dick sliding between Danielle’s pouted lips. Max already had his cock out, too, stroking it while he watched.

“This is one delicious pussy,” Don said, his fingers being swallowed up by the greedy hole. “I could eat this pussy all day.”

“But then I wouldn’t get to see your black cock inside of it,” Max told him. “And that’s the real reason we’re here.”

Don rolled Danielle off of him and positioned her on her hands and knees. He reached under her body and squeezed her breasts in big handfuls. She moaned then squeaked as he squeezed harder, goosebumps flaring up all over her.

“You’ve got great tits,” he told her, one hand playing with her nipples, the other fingering her soaked hole. “Great tits and a delicious pussy.”

“And they’re all yours,” she said from over her shoulder. “You can do whatever you want to them. At least, for right now.”

“I’ve had this fantasy for years about having a pretty, sexy-bodied white woman as a sex slave.” Don laughed, four of his big thick fingers lodged up inside of Danielle. “I suppose that’s not a politically correct thing to say.”

“Well, here we are, looking for a big black cock to tear my wife in half, so we’re not really here to judge.” Max stroked himself again. “We can debate political correctness after we all get off.”

“What would you make me do as your sex slave?” Danielle asked, tensing as Don gripped her tits harder, twisted each nipple roughly.

“I’d flog you for being bad then fuck every hole in your body until you literally couldn’t come anymore.” He moved one finger to the pink pucker of her ass. “How often do you get this pretty little button pounded?”

“Not a lot,” Danielle admitted. Don’s finger circled the opening then penetrated slowly until it was up to the third knuckle. “I think you’re too big to fit in there.”

“I might be. It’s pretty tight.”

Danielle looked over her shoulder again at Don’s thick cock standing upright between his legs. She was already unsure if it could fit inside her cunt, let alone her asshole. She felt a shiver run through her, delicious and anxious all at once.

“Her pussy’s just as good,” Max said. “Trust me; once you’re in it, you won’t want anything else.”

Don saddled up behind Danielle and rammed his cock in so hard that Danielle squeaked again. Her body shuddered; he knew a good tremor when he felt one.

“Did you like that?” he asked as he started moving in and out of her. “You like being stretched out by my big black dick?”

“So much,” Danielle moaned as his hips pumped harder. She rocked back into it, rubbing her clit with each thrust. “God, I’ve never felt so full in my life.”

“Stretch that pussy out,” Max told him. “Let me see that black cock turn her into a puddle.”

Don put his hands on Danielle’s breasts and pulled her body deeper onto him. Anytime she moved forward, he pulled her back harder. His balls slapped against her; their speed moved from slow and hard to fast, frantic, powerful. Danielle sputtered and shook as an orgasm ripped through her. When her body faltered to the floor, Don rolled her onto her back and pressed her knees against her chest.

“You’re dripping,” he told her, staring at her pussy, which pressed out from between her closed thighs. “You’d be an amazing sex slave.”

“I would do anything you told me to as long as I got that cock.”

Don fit it back inside of her and pounded hard. Danielle, being sensitive after her climax, tightened her entire body then relaxed it as Don’s fingers found her clit and flicked it lightly. Another shiver ran through her; an orgasm flitted over her skin, a teasing zenith not quite wrenching pleasure out of her.

“Tell me you love this big black dick in you,” Don ordered. “Tell me you want me to fuck every part of you like I own you.”

“I do,” Danielle exhaled in a squeal. “I love your big black dick in me. I’ll let you fuck whatever you want.”

Don rolled her onto her stomach again and pressed the head of his cock into her asshole. He was trying to get it all the way in. Just enough to release that sweet, tight mouth that he knew would suck his cock into it like it was starving. He felt one last shudder from Danielle’s body as the tip penetrated her ass, and he exploded inside of her, leaving his sticky white cum dribbling out of her pulsing pucker.

“Holy god,” Don moaned, stumbling backward onto his haunches. “Fuck, I haven’t come that hard in a while.”

“Get over here,” Max said to Danielle, his cock still in hand. “Right in front of me.”

Danielle dragged herself over to him, and Max reached down her face and chest as she opened her mouth to take it. Her tits were streaked white; cum leaked from her unused asshole.

Danielle rested her head on her husband’s lap. “My god, I’m a mess.”

“Truly.”

Don was leaning against the chair he had sat on, his limp cock flopped against his leg. Danielle noted it was big even when it was flaccid and wondered if she ever could take that up her ass. She and Max had done anal several times, and he had felt too big for her. The thought of getting to that point where she could open every part of herself to something so large lit her nerves on fire.

“Well, Don,” Danielle said, getting unsteadily to her feet. “I think I’ll open that wine now. Would you like a glass?”

“Yes, please,” Don answered with his eyes closed and his head down.

“Me, too, if you wouldn’t mind.”

Danielle nodded and strode off to the kitchen. It was only when she was pouring the wine into three identical glasses that she realized she was still covered in jizz, dripping some of it out her ass, and down her legs. She considered wiping it off but knew the day was far from done. Instead, she simply went back out to the living room, wine in hand, evidence of her body being used drying in speckles all over her.
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