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Vignette 1: A Dream? Or Something...More?

"Did you always have this fantasy, Bobby?" Emma asked me, point blank. "About me and Deon?"

I hesitated for just a second. What could I say now? The cat was already out of the bag, milk already spilled, horse well out of the barn. I wished I could take it back.

But I couldn't. I wanted to watch my wife fuck my best friend Deon. And in a drunken stupor on the balcony of our private villa overlooking the Pacific ocean and the beach below, I'd been fool enough to tell her.

I looked down at my feet, shuffling them on the white tile of the balcony floor.

"Always?" I asked sheepishly. "I don't know about always...but I guess lately. I don't know. I think it'd be hot."

What she said next I wasn't prepared for.

"I think it'd be really hot too," she said.

It was like a punch in the gut. Hardly any hesitation. Had she already had this fantasy? Was she attracted to Deon?

I had a million questions. But I couldn't keep the thoughts in my head straight because my dick was so hard and I’d had more than a few glasses of wine already.

And then my mind flashed back to that dream I kept having.

I looked over at the bed just feet away from us. Deon was standing up and rubbing his hard, black cock against my wife's ass cheek. Emma, in her birthday suit and heels, was soon on her knees, sucking on Deon while he stroked the base of his cock, feeding it to her.

Smash cut to Emma standing by the tub with a huge, throbbing dick in one hand and a beer in the other. Her head was tilted back and her mouth hung open, inviting me to come over and join the fun.

But I was paralyzed. Too afraid to move.

Then her voice snapped me out of my fantasy.

"Hello? Earth to Bobby?"

I swallowed hard and muttered an apology.

Deon was in the villa next to us. One of our buddies from college was getting married and that's why we were there.

As I looked into Emma's eyes, it occurred to me in that moment that we were both drunk enough to play with fire. Drunk enough that we might not even get burnt...or at least we might not feel the pain.

"I could text him right now," I said. "He could be here in thirty seconds."

"Seriously?" Emma asked, biting her bottom lip. "You really wanna do this?"

Without answering her question, I took out my phone and fired off a text to Deon.

"Go put on your sluttiest bikini and some sexy high heels," I said.

Emma giggled as I slapped her ass and sent her inside to get changed.

We were really going to do it. I was about to watch my wife seduce my best friend.

I knew Deon wouldn't be able to resist and with my blessing, I knew I was only minutes away from watching my wife take a big, juicy, black cock for the first time.

Just then, there was a knock on the door.

And I went to open it.

It was Deon, he looked slightly confused but I waved him in and shut the door quietly behind him.

"What's up?" he asked.

But before I could answer, Emma emerged from the bathroom wearing a sexy two-piece bikini with a thong bottom and sexy stripper heels that glimmered in the overhead light.

"Whoa," Deon said in a hushed voice. "What's going on?"

"My wife's really horny," I said. "Isn't that right Emma?"

She bit her bottom lip and nodded, pausing with her hands on her hips in front of Deon's tall, dark figure. Her breasts popped out just a little bit more than usual and her nipples were perfectly perky and full. Just seeing that made me hard.

He stood there for a moment, tongue hanging out and lips twisted in a wicked grin.

Emma was standing in the doorway, her cleavage and toned stomach showing and she walked towards us stopping near the bed.

She approached us slowly, breathing deep with lust. I could tell she was ready to pounce.

It all happened so quickly and without a word spoken.

Soon Deon had wrapped his fingers around her waist and pulled her close to him, kissing her.

Then he led Emma over to the bed and laid her down so her tummy was facing him. He reached into his shorts and pulled out his big, black, throbbing cock.

He pulled her bikini bottom to the side and slapped his member against her pelvis.

Emma practically bucked her hips, gasping as she felt the warm, dark head of his dick pushing against her pussy.

I sat down on the bed next to her and watched with fiendish excitement and lust as Deon prepared to enter my wife.

Emma let out a little yelp and writhed around on the bed a little bit. He pulled her bikini top down further and reached up to cup her tits together in his hands and pressed his lips to her right nipple and began to lick and suck and she reached down and wrapped her tiny fingers around his giant cock.

I didn't know how she was going to be able to fit a dick so big inside her, but I was excited to find out.

They started kissing as Deon ran his hand over her pussy and she bit her bottom lip in lust. Then she came up for air and placed her hands on her hips and leaned forward to kiss Deon again.

He pulled her waist down until her midsection was almost touching his crotch and pushed her hips forward.

I could see her pussy getting wetter as she leaned forward to kiss him again. It was so hot watching my wife get kissed and sucked on by another man.

Then Deon pulled himself up onto the bed so that he was straddling her midsection, his fully erect cock pointed towards her eager mouth.

Emma opened wide and grabbed Deon by the ass to pull him closer to her so she could lick and slurp on his thick, black rod.

"Fuck my face," she whispered just before he jammed himself down her throat.

I took my hard dick out and began to jerk off. The scene was so hot.

Emma worked the head of his cock with her tongue to get him nice and warm and began to gobble him up.

Deon reached down and slipped two long fingers into her wet cunt and began to make her moan and gasp and whimper.

Then she reached up over her head and grabbed my dick and slowly began to stroke it for me. I could feel it pulsating and was ready to shoot my load right then and there.

Emma pulled his cock out of her mouth and looked up and smiled at me.

"You ready?" she asked.

I nodded.

I sure was.

"Let me suck you off," she said, her voice dripping with lust.

She rolled over onto all fours and took me into her mouth as she offered her pussy to Deon so he could enter from behind.

Emma was stretched out across the bed, so open and vulnerable, as his cock slid inside her and took her breath away. She made little moaning sounds at first, but soon spit my cock out of her mouth so she could wail and moan as the first earth-shattering orgasm washed over her body from Deon's big, fat cock reaching places I never could.

When the first orgasm was over, Emma was panting hard and shaking. I looked over at the other side of the bed and saw Deon standing there with a huge grin on his face.

"You like watching me fuck your wife?"

I nodded.

"Wish you wouldda told me that sooner," he said with a laugh. "Cause this pussy is absolutely bomb."

"It's all yours tonight, man" I said with a smile.

He led Emma over to the love seat next to the bed, sat down, and pulled her into his lap as he slid his massive, throbbing cock into her pussy in one swift motion.

She moaned with pleasure and began to bounce her hips and gyrate her pelvis in rhythm with his thrusting cock.

Deon began to slow up and thrust himself deeper and deeper, back and forth inside her, bringing her to another level of pleasure.

Emma let out a loud yell and clenched her pussy lips shut.

She began to buck her hips and grind her ass up and down on his massive dick, grinding her pussy into his body.

I walked over to them to get a better view and stood within a few inches of my wife, watching her ride my best friend's cock.

Emma reached out and grabbed my cock and pulled me closer so I could feel her breath on my skin. She was getting close.

Emma began to rock her hips back and forth and began to grind her pelvis harder and harder on Deon's cock.

I couldn’t believe what was happening.

“Oh my god, I’m gonna come so hard,” Emma said.

She reached down and began to suck on my cock while Deon began to pound her pussy harder and harder bringing her to yet another orgasm. She moaned loudly and bit down ever so gently on my cock as the force of the orgasm overtook her body.

I could no longer hold it in and came suddenly and explosively inside her mouth.

I came harder than I’d ever come before and for a second I was sure I was going to pass out.

The torrent of my seed spilled from the corners of her mouth, dripping down her face and tits, and tits all over her sexy body.

She sucked in a huge breath as she swallowed what remained in her mouth.

“Holy shit,” she said.

She looked over at me and smiled.

“I think somebody was having a little too much fun,” she said.

We both laughed.

“I sure was,” I said.

I got up and wiped my dick clean, and gave my wife a big, wet kiss. I could taste my own seed on her breath and soon my dick was half hard again.

“Keep fucking him," I said and sat down on the couch next to Deon. "I'll be hard again soon."

"Fuck, that's so hot," Emma said. "You really like watching this, don't you?"

"Yes," I whispered, stroking my cock back to life as Emma began grinding her pussy on Deon's big, black cock once again. And once again, I could see she was close to orgasm for a third time.

"I love watching you stroke your cock while I get fucked," Emma said.

Then she began moaning louder and louder as Deon long stroked her pussy, getting as deep as he possibly could.

I began to get hard again as well and watched as Emma fucked Deon back harder and harder, thrusting her hips back and forth on his cock while he pounded away.

Emma was going to come. She was going to come hard and loud, and it was going to be so, so hot.

I could feel it coming on.

Then Emma exploded again in yet another leg-shaking, chill-inducing orgasm. She pulled herself off of Deon and sat at the edge of the bed and pulled him into her arms.

She started to slowly caress his bulge against her chest with her hands and began to slowly, deliberately stroke it up and down with her fingernail, teasing him with the gesture and letting him know she was enjoying this.

And not only enjoying, she was loving it.

I felt a weird, split second of jealousy in the pit of my stomach. But I pushed it away.

I continued to furiously jack off as Emma blew him to completion right in front of me. She swallowed every drop of his load then came over to me and begged me to cum on her tits.

I was almost there, I felt it within me. I needed that feeling, that rush, that special, powerful, intense feeling Emma’s body gave off while she played with Deon's big, black cock. I was absorbing it into myself to build my orgasm to its ultimate potential.

“Yes baby, I want you to cum on my tits.” she whispered into my ear. “I need it. This is so hot, I love it.”

She was fingering herself now.

"I need that too baby,” I said, stroking my cock harder and harder at Emma as she buried her face into my chest. “I want to watch you get what you came for,” I whispered. “I want to hear you cum as I blow my load all over your tits.”

As I blew my second load out of the head of my cock and onto her breasts, she came hard, juices dripping down her fingers.

By the time I came to my senses, Deon was gone and we were in bed together, wrapped in each other's arms.

We never spoke a word of it ever again.

And to this day, I'm not a hundred percent sure it wasn't all some perverted dream.

But I'm afraid to ask. I find that half of me hopes it was and half of me, perhaps the louder half, hopes it really happened.

Fingers crossed.

THE END


Vignette 2: Hunting Whales in The City of Sin

Our marriage was falling apart and I was ready to do something desperate. We were in Vegas for our ten year anniversary and my wife had always hinted that she used to be a real size queen back in college.

Those talks always seemed to come with the tacit implication that my dick was not anywhere near as big as she was used to. But also that I should feel good because that meant I had a winning personality and good sense of humor.

Oh joy. What a consolation prize.

But I was desperate and so I made a deal with her.

While we were in Vegas we could play a game. She could flirt with whoever she wanted and if she thought he had a big dick, she could fuck him. No strings attached. But if we got back to the room and his dick was the same or smaller than mine he had to go. She had three chances. After that the game was over.

But she wasn't worried at all, she told me. She had a finely tuned radar for big dicks. She was sure of it.

So I said okay.

And there we were in Vegas, walking down the strip towards the MGM when she spotted her first target.

"I bet he has a huge cock," she said, pointing to a young, tan college-aged guy with a tight white t-shirt, ripped jeans, and bulging muscles.

“No chance,” I said. “Bet he had shriveled balls and a choad.”

She laughed.

“Nope. He’s packing some serious heat. I can sense the BDE from here.”

“BDE?”

“Big dick energy.”

“What is that, like an aura or something?”

“You could say that,” she said letting out a heavy sigh, “they just tend to have a way about them. It’s hard to describe, you just have to kind of...feel it.”

I sensed the double meaning in that last sentence but decided to simply roll my eyes and shrug.

Anyway, long story short, I watched from a far as my wife of ten years bounced over to Mr. Muscles, chatted him up, touched his arm, lingered a little too long with a finger on his chest, laughed at what I assumed were his attempts at humor, and after about seven minutes, she took his arm in hers and led him straight back over to where I was standing.

“You sure you’re cool with this?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Really? You’re sure?” my wife asked, clearly not really believing me and waiting for me to scream stop at any moment.

“Yes, really. Let’s go.”

Before I knew it we were up in our suite at the Mirage and my wife was seated on a chair in the living area. Mr. Muscles was standing before her as she reached up and undid his belt buckle.

Down went the zipper, slowly, slowly, slowly as my wife’s tiny fingers struggled to unclench the metal teeth.

She pulled his jeans down so they were below his knees and then off came the briefs.

Out flopped the biggest dick I’d ever seen. And it wasn’t even hard yet.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath.

My wife gasped in awe and excitement.

“I win,” she said. “Told ya so. First try too.”

She was being playful but I could tell she was enjoying being able to say those words.

“What are you guys talking about?” Mr. Muscles asked, looking back and forth between us, genuinely confused.

“We had a bet.”

“A bet?”

“Yeah, I could pick the guy and if he had a big dick, I got to do whatever I wanted while he watched and if he didn’t, well we’d send him packing without even a handjob,” my wife said.

“That’d be a real shame,” he said, smiling down at my wife. “So, I assume I get to stay, but uh...do I get more than a handjob?”

My wife smiled and reached up to grab his cock. She wrapped her tiny fingers around his thick shaft and they didn’t even make it all the way around.

“Oh you definitely get to stay,” she said, slowly jerking some life into his cock, “and yes, definitely more than a handjob. You’re going to fuck the shit out of me in front of my husband.”

I gulped hard and felt my own cock stiffen.

I had no idea how hot it would be to watch my wife be a slut right in front of me with another man but I was instantly hooked and wondering why in the hell we didn’t try something like this sooner.

“You sure you’re ok with this, baby?” she said, looking over at me, her hand still wrapped around the massive pink and tan cock of Mr. Muscles.

“Hey, a bet’s a bet.”

“Good man,” said Mr. Muscles.

My wife opened her mouth and began to suck him silly.

After a while, I couldn’t help myself as I sat down on the chair next to them and took my own cock out. I slowly stroked it for a while before either of them noticed.

My wife let out an audible gasp when she saw me.

“Ohmygod, babe! That’s so sexy! You really like watching me suck his cock?”

I nodded and stroked harder as she squealed with delight.

“Damn, I wish we would have done this sooner then.”

“I was thinking the same thing.”

Mr. Muscles pulled my wife off the chair after she sucked him a little while longer and took her place on it.

“Ride my dick,” he said, “show your husband what a good little slut you are.”

“Mmm, yes sir,” my wife said, biting her bottom lip and sliding her panties to the side so she could simply mount him and slip his dick right inside her wet slit.

“Oh fuck yes,” she hissed. “That’s exactly what I’ve been missing. That good fucking, thick cock.”

She locked eyes with me as she said it and I’ll never forget it. It’s hard to describe, to borrow a phrase, you just have to feel it I guess. But it was a strange, erotic mix of jealousy, love, hurt, lust, envy, and desire. It was an explosive combination to say the least.

She came over and over right in front of me.

And when it was over, we kicked Mr. Muscles out to the curb and went back down to the strip to hunt some more.

Over the course of our stay, my wife batted a thousand. She went seven-for-seven on big dick picks.

And our deal has stood ever since. Vegas or elsewhere, she can pick ‘em and if she’s right...well, a bet’s a bet after all.

She hasn’t been wrong once and I don’t anticipate her ever being wrong in the future.

And that’s more than ok with me.

In fact, I hope she never gets one wrong. Not once. Not ever.

This thing we have going on is just too much fun.

THE END


Vignette 3: Lighting The Fire With Another Flame

Once upon a time, there was a married couple named Jim and Megan. After about seven years of marriage, things were starting to get stale in the bedroom as they often do.

To put it mildly, the sex was simply not that great. And so Jim had an idea. He wasn't sure where he got it from, maybe the kind of porn he tended to gravitate towards put it in his head. But one day, when they were laying in bed together, Jim asked Megan a question.

"What if I could give you everything we have right now, but with better sex?" Jim asked.

Megan nodded and smiled.

"That would be great," she said.

"Would it fix things between us?" Jim asked.

"I think it would, yes," Megan said.

Jim smiled and got up from the bed and walked out of the room.

"Where are you going?" Megan called after him. But he was already in the hallway and couldn't hear her.

Moments later, Jim returned with another man standing next to him and Megan's stomach did a backflip.

It was her ex-boyfriend from college, Lonny. A linebacker and former NFL player before he blew his knees out.

"Jim, what the hell is going on?" Megan asked.

"I remember you told me how big Lonny's dick was and how great it felt to be so full of cock. Do you remember that? It was before we started dating. When we were just friends. You said you didn't think you could ever be with a small-dicked guy again. You needed it really big. That's what you said, remember?"

Megan nodded nervously. She did remember. She remembered all too well.

"Well, the sex isn't so great between us and I tracked Lonny down online. It was easy, you see? And it turned out he just moved back into the area from Los Angeles. Isn't that right, Lonny?"

Lonny nodded silently.

Megan was already fingering herself below the sheets unbeknownst to Jim. She couldn't help it. She was following the path Jim was leading her down and she knew with absolute certainty where it led and the thought of having that big, beautiful, black cock back inside her tight, wet pussy was driving her crazy.

"Well, I reached out to Lonny to see if he remembered you and he said, 'boy do I.' Or something like that and so now he's here to fuck your brains out while I watch and jerk off in the corner. I think this is what will save our marriage, strange as it sounds," Jim said.

Lonny was already advancing towards Megan who'd thrown the sheet off the bed and was now visibly fingering herself in front of both of them.

"Mmm, fuck. I think you're right, baby. I like where your head's at. Come here, Lonny, you big stud. How I've missed that cock of yours."

Jim watched Lonny as he walked over to the bed, Lonny's already huge cock seemed to grow another four or five inches by the time he reached Megan and he was hard as fuck.

"You know what I like, Lonny," she said with a smile, eyeing his boner. "Oh, God," she moaned, reaching up to touch his throbbing member.

"Okay, now just get this fat dick inside me. Fuck, it's going to feel so good to get a proper fucking once again, after all these years with Mr. Smallcock over there." Megan made a motion with her thumb over to the corner of the room where Jim now stood, with his trousers down around his ankles, furiously jacking off his dick, which now looked wholly and pathetically inadequate with Lonny in the room.

Lonny smiled and leaned in to kiss her.

“You sure you’re ready for this, Jim?” Lonny said as he pulled away from a wet and sloppy kiss.

“It’s the only way,” Jim said, nodding in affirmation.

Lonny shrugged and went back to work.

He ripped the sheets off Megan who still had two fingers deep inside herself. Jim could hear them sloshing around inside her wet, hot cunt as Lonny bent down and sucked hard on her left nipple.

“It’s the only way,” Jim whispered once more into the dimly lit night for no one but himself to hear.

He couldn’t believe how hard he was and how turned on he was to watch his wife of seven years fall right back into her old routines with her former, big-dicked lover right in front of him.

Soon, Megan was on all fours in their marital bed, as Lonny stood just by its side, letting her suck his big, black dick like a greedy little slut.

Lonny grabbed the back of her head and gently but forcefully pressed her down towards the base of his shaft until she was deepthroating the whole thing.

For a moment, Jim worried he was going to choke her. But Megan’s eyes went wide and she smiled - at least, as much as she could smile with a giant dick in her mouth - and then she quickly pulled back, releasing Lonny from her mouth and gasping with satisfaction as she reached up and stroked his cock that was now glistening with her spit and saliva.

“Fuck, that felt good. I miss having a big, fat cock rammed down my throat like that. Do it again,” she said, looking up at him and planting a gentle kiss on the head of this throbbing pole.

Lonny was all too happy to oblige.

They repeated this ritual several times until Megan was worked up into a complete and utter frenzy and was begging loudly and insistently, for Lonny to shove his big, black cock deep inside her tight, married pussy.

And she said it just like that, with an extra emphasis on married. She looked directly at Jim when she said it and he almost blew his load right on the spot.

Then Megan remained on all fours, but turned the other way so that her ass was now facing Lonny’s pointed cock. She was panting and shaking and pleading with him to “fuck her silly.”

Lonny stepped up behind her and rubbed the head of his cock against the entrance to her pussy, sending shivers down her spine and causing a fresh supply of blood and adrenaline to course throughout Jim’s dougy, pasty body as he stroked furiously in the corner.

Megan gripped the sheets tight in her hands in anticipation of stretching that was to come. She looked over to Jim and smiled. She felt a little bad for him, but he seemed to be enjoying himself and she sure was, so she said fuck it, and slid her wet pussy lips back and around Lonny’s pulsing shaft and was transported back in time.

She was a tight and toned college slut once again and she loved the feeling of power it gave her. It was like her pussy never forgot how to take big dick and had simply just been waiting, all this time, to have one again.

Soon, she was stretched properly and wet enough to take the whole thing.

“Oh fuck, it feels so good to have you back inside me. Did you miss this pretty little pussy, baby?” she said, looking back at Lonny, leaning up to make out with him while he pounded her.

“You know I did,” he said, wrapping one of his massive, tree trunk arms gently around her neck and pulling her towards his mouth for a deep, open-mouthed kiss.

Soon, Megan was cumming hard and loud. Not once, not twice, not thrice, but four times in a span of about fifteen minutes.

After the second one, she had completely forgotten Jim was even in the room. Hell, she might have even forgotten she was married for a few minutes.

But when the rush of pleasure from the fourth orgasm receded like a wave at low tide, she snapped out of it and was back in the present moment long enough to call Jim over.

With his pants around his ankles, he obeyed.

When he reached the edge of the bed, Megan reached up and flicked the head of his cock lightly with her thumb and index finger.

“Wow, this is making you so hard isn’t it?”

Jim looked down at her and nodded.

“I think you were right honey...this is going to save our marriage. This is really working for me...the only thing is…”

Her voice trailed off as Lonny pressed deeper and up against her cervix.

Jim waved his hand at her.

“Don’t worry honey, I already know what you’re gonna say. You’re going to want to do this again, and again, and again. And that’s ok with me. As long as you let me watch whenever I want.”

Megan let out an icy laugh and the sound sent a shiver down Jim’s spine.

“Oh, I’m gonna get this dick whenever and however I want it. That’s a given. That wasn’t what I was going to say.”

She gripped the sheets tighter and closed her eyes while Lonny brought her to the edge of a fifth orgasm.

“Well, what were you gonna say then honey?” Jim asked, his nervous eyes pleading with her.

“The only thing is…” she said, eyes still shut tight, her breath intensifying as her moans grew louder and louder. “The only thing is, I’m never gonna fuck you again. What I said to you, back when we were just friends? I was right and I should have listened to myself. I can’t fuck a small dick ever again. This big, black cock is just too fucking good.”

Megan started to cum again as she kept whispering to Jim.

“So...we can stay married. We can be together. But you don’t eve get to fuck me again. Oh...and you have to watch. You don’t get a choice.”

Jim was still stroking his cock and as much as her words hurt him, they turned him on even more at the same time.

He didn’t see any other option.

“So, what do you say?” Megan asked, her eyes finally snapping open, staring deep into Jim’s sould. And in that moment she knew, she owned him and he would let her do whatever she pleased.

“It’s the only way,” Jim whispered.

Megan could tell he was going to cum, so she decided to throw him a bone and she opened her mouth and took his dick in it, sucking down his hot load while Lonny pounded her harder and faster.

She could tell she was going to love this new arrangement between them.

And it did save the marriage and they did live happily ever after in a way...at least Megan sure did.

THE END


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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