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◇ ◇ ◇

A lot of people claim to love another. They say they’d do anything for that special someone in their lives. Anything. Anything for love.

But most people are all talk. Bullshit artists in the extreme. They don’t really mean anything. Push comes to shove? They’ll fold like a cheap suit. Every time.

Not me though. When I say I’d do anything for my wife, Amber, I mean business.

I have a golden rule that I follow: whatever Amber wants, Amber gets. No judgments. No nothing. I just get it done for her. She treats me the same way. Our love for each other goes that deep.

So, when she came to me a few years ago with this sexy little idea of her’s, well...I didn’t bat an eye. She just walked into our bedroom one day and said it aloud as if she was asking me about the weather or something.

“Hey, Richie?”

“Yes?”

“What do you think of me becoming a hotwife?”

“I love it,” I said. “I think that’d be really f’in hot.”

And I was right.

It’s almost impossible to put it into words but I’ll try.

Watching my stacked, blonde wife wrap her plump lips around another man’s pulsing cock, watching her slobber and spit and choke all over it, while she looks deep into my eyes to make sure I’m watching every single, sexy second of it? Or watching her lower trembling body down onto a cock that doesn’t belong to you as her eyes roll back in her head and she enters a state of pure, uncontrollable bliss? I mean, shit. You haven’t lived until you’ve experienced it for yourself.

I was hooked from the start. But that’s not surprising really.

Long story short, I’m loaded. Old money. Family fortune that has been around forever and will grow and last until the end of time.

I haven’t had to work a day in my life and I took advantage of it if you know what I mean. We can have whatever we want whenever we want it and so it makes following my golden rule (Amber gets what Amber wants) comically easy. Five-thousand dollar shoes? Go for it honey. Vacation homes? We have a dozen. Go live in Europe for a month or six? No problem, we can leave tomorrow.

That’s the kind of life we live. We just do what we want whenever we want. All fun. All the time.

And me and Amber, well I guess you could say we’re thrill seekers. Bungee jumping. Cocaine. Skydiving. Ecstasy. Base jumping. Fast cars. Molly. Rock climbing. And on and on.

Once you get a taste for that kind of stuff, well you just keep trying to one up the last thing you did so you can keep getting that high. You need bigger and bigger thrills to get that same hit of satisfaction that something like say, getting up to 150mph on the highway used to give you.

And at a certain point, all that stuff that used to really turn us on and turn us up, well...it just wasn’t quite hitting the same way any more and we got sick of it. As always, it was on to the next thing.

It just so happened that the next thing was Amber’s idea: hotwifing.

“So, like, you wanna swing?” I asked.

“Not exactly, more like those pornos we watch together? You know the ones?”

I nodded. I knew what she meant. She really got off on this one type of video where the storyline was a sexy, slutty wife fucking another man in front of her husband, typically while he watched and jacked off in the corner. Those movies drove her wild and naturally, it drove me wild to see her like that and so I kind of developed a taste for it myself.

So, by the time she came to me with the idea, I was more than open to it.

“I want someone else to fuck me,” she said one night while I was balls deep in her dripping cunt.

“What did you say?” I asked with gritted teeth and a smile stretching across my face. My cock lurched when she said it.

“You heard me. I want a different dick. A big, fat one. And I want you to watch every second of it,” she hissed.

I couldn’t hold it anymore after she said that and I busted a fat load deep inside her. And much to my surprise, my cock was hardening back into steel within minutes of deflating.

It was pretty remarkable how turned on I was by the whole thing.

Typically, I needed any hour or two minimum between rounds. But something about this hot little fantasy of Amber’s was like a very potent sexual enhancement pill or something. We romped between the sheets all night long that night and both agreed it was the best sex of our lives and we’d had some bomb ass sex before, trust me. So, that was really saying something.

And it was just a no brainer...we had to try this thing out in real life to see how explosive the high could really be.

So, that’s exactly what we agreed we would do.

And like any good thrill addicts, we went hard and fast and got really deep into the lifestyle and had a great time doing it. We immediately started pushing the limits and seeing how far we could take it.

We did it all, orgies, threesomes, clubs, private parties, resorts...we tried it all. Sometimes I joined in and sometimes I just observed and watched from the sidelines. Between you and me, those were the best times. When I could just focus on Amber and watching her face and body language as she let herself go and really embraced her potent sexuality.

And to be honest, I haven’t quite found a high that approaches the intensity of watching her whore herself out and coming all over another man’s dick knowing all the while she’s still coming home with me at the end of the night.

Then one drunken night when we were on one of our many exotic locations, Amber turned to me and told me she had something really important to tell me and that she didn’t want me to judge her for it.

“I would never,” I said. And I meant it.

“Ok, well…” she took a deep breath before continuing. “It’s my deepest, darkest fantasy and I’ve never shared it with anyone before.”

My heart was racing in anticipation of what might come next. I place my hand on hers to comfort and reassure her.

“Go on,” I said.

“Well, I’ve always had a thing for big, muscular black guys. But, I’ve never been with one before.”

That’s all? That’s not really that strange, I thought to myself.

“Okay, that’s not really all that weird to be honest. I mean, as far as deep, dark fantasies go, it’s pretty vanilla,” I said.

“No you don’t understand, that’s not all. There’s more to it.”

“Sorry, continue please,” I said.

“I want it hard. I want it fucking rough. I want to be taken by him and pummeled hard and mercilessly by his big, thick, black cock. I want to be stretched and used and just destroyed by him…You think you could handle watching all that? Getting really and truly and properly fucked by a real, alpha male?”

She was grabbing my cock then as she said it. I could tell just verbalizing it to me was really getting her worked up and I’ll be honest, it was really turning me on as well. I was soon hard in her hand and nodding emphatically along to her question.

“So, what do you want me to do?” I asked.

“I want you to arrange everything for me. I want it to be a big surprise. I don’t want to know anything at all about it. I want him to be waiting for me in the bedroom and I want him to pounce and I want him to take me.”

I gulped. Then she pulled out my dick and started sucking me off while she moaned and fingered her dripping wet cunt. I couldn’t hold it in very long and came in about twenty seconds. She stared straight at me with her beautiful blue eyes, blonde hair falling down around her face as she slurped my load up and swallowed it down her greedy little throat.

“Oh, thank you baby. Thank you, I can’t wait to be taken,” she whispered, curling herself up against my body.

“I can’t wait to watch,” I whispered back as I brushed a stray lock of hair away from her sweet, angelic face.

◇ ◇ ◇

The whole thing took me about a week to plan out and make sure everything was in place to ensure my wife’s deepest, darkest fantasy could come to life and be absolutely perfect for her.

The willing participant’s name was Damian and I found him on some adult-hookup-sex-friend site thing. He was packing a girthy, ten-incher and looked exactly like the type of guy Amber was fantasizing about. There’s plenty out there. You have to watch out for fakes and phonies, but there’s plenty of real, genuine humans out there that just want to have some fun with consenting, like-minded adults. And Damian turned out to be one of those people.

I did my due-diligence too of course, when you’re as rich as I am, you have plenty of options at your disposal for security and verification, but I won’t bore you with those details. Damian was a nice, cool guy and at first was a little hesitant with the whole taken angle of the fantasy. But after I sent him some nudes of Amber, well, let’s just say he started to come around when he laid eyes on that bombshell of a body. And who wouldn’t?

Remember, what Amber wants, Amber gets. That’s the golden rule. And I never break it.

“I want to be fucked so hard that I’m sore for a whole week. I don’t want to be able to walk straight the next day. I want him to impale me with that big, sexy cock of his until he busts all over me like a fucking whore. I want him to use me and stretch me and then just leave me there when he’s done using my holes.”

She told me things like this on a near-daily basis after she divulged her deepest, darkest fantasy to me.

After much convincing and some planning, Damian finally agreed and the plan was officially set in motion.

The best part was that Amber went out shopping with her friends at least three times a week and would have no idea exactly when she might come home to find a big, muscular black man waiting in our bedroom to take her and use her up like a good little slut.

When the day finally arrived, Damian came over a few hours early while Amber was out for the afternoon shopping until she dropped. Probably another couple of grand on the black card to expand her wardrobe.

Damian and I actually became close friends that day as we had a few drinks, shot some pool, and talked sports while we waited for Amber to return. (Side note: this whole thing went so well that Damian comes over about once a month so they can fuck, it’s pretty awesome).

Eventually, I got the text from Amber that she was on her way home. And it was show time.

This scenario - her being out shopping and coming home after - had played out at least a half a dozen times since she’d divulged this fantasy to me and each time she came home to find an empty bedroom and sheer disappointment.

It hurt to see her let down but I knew it was crucial to making sure that when it actually happened, she’d be really, really surprised.

She never said anything about it, but it was written all over her face and I think she was starting to worry I’d forgotten about her and broken the golden rule.

Damian and I went upstairs and into our bedroom to get ready. I decided to improvise a little bit and put my own creative touch on the whole scenario when I told Damian to tie me up to the chair in the corner of the room beforehand. I would have to sit and watch the whole thing without being able to do anything about it or the bulge in my pants. We placed a knife in my pocket so that Amber could, if she wanted, cut me loose when I couldn’t take it anymore and wanted to pleasure myself.

I would have a perfect view of the hot action unfolding and I hope that my little improvisation would help take things to the next level for Amber.

◇ ◇ ◇

“Hello? Richie? Anybody home?” Amber said as she entered the foyer. I could hear her through the open door in our bedroom and a chill went down my spine as my body coursed with excitement and adrenaline. My tied up wrists instinctively tried to reach for my cock but couldn’t and it made me even more turned on.

“Richie? Are you here?”

I could hear her heels clacking on the hardwood stairs as she walked up. My heart was in my throat and beating uncontrollably. I could not wait to see the look on her face when she rounded the corner and saw me all tied up with Damian standing in the middle of the room, ready to pounce.

She finally turned the corner and the look on her face was priceless. Her lips immediately curled into a wicked smile as her eyes first fell on Damian and then shifted to me. Damian was standing there in nothing but tan jeans and work boots, his shirt was already off and his sick-pack was glistening in the overheard light, his bulging muscles rose and fell with each breath as he stared intensely at Amber’s quivering body.

“Richie? What’s going on? Why are you all tied up and who the hell is this?” she said, pointing at Damian.

I opened my mouth to speak and Damian instantly got into character.

“Shut the fuck up over there. I do the talking,” he said, cutting me off before I could get a word out. I could see Amber brimming with excitement and before everything went down, she looked over at me and mouthed holy shit, thank you so much, I love you!

I didn’t have any time to respond, not that I could, before Damian began to approach her. His eyes were on fire with carnall lust and Amber seemed paralyzed there on the spot as he got closer and closer.

His work boots thudding deeply on the floor and added an element of suspense to the whole thing.

Finally, Amber seemed to snap out of it and tried to back away.

But it was too late.

Damian reached out with his massive arms and snatched her up by the waist and pulled her body into his hulking mass. Amber attempted to break free, but she was helpless against his strength.

“What the hell are you doing? Who do you think you are? What have you done to my husband? Let me go!” she yelled, playing her role as the helpless damsel perfectly.

“Shut the fuck up, slut,” he growled. “I know exactly what you need and I’m here to make sure you get it.” He softly grabbed her neck with his left hand and pulled her closer to his face.

“Oh yeah? What’s that? What do I need?” she asked, almost taunting him.

I could see Amber was on fire with lust and to this day I can’t recall a time when I’d seen her get that worked up so quickly. Her chest was quivering with each breath and I could see her arms trembling with excitement. She bit her bottom lip.

“A big, black dick inside you. I’m gonna take your little pussy and make it mine. You understand that? When I’m done with you, I’m gonna own that pussy. And your husband over there? He can’t do shit about it but sit there and watch it all go down. How’s that sound?”

He shifted his grip to her chin and pulled her in for a sloppy kiss, jamming his tongue right down her throat. I watched as Amber’s body instinctively tensed up and resisted his advances, but soon she melted and stopped fighting back. She began kissing him back.

Then Diamian gripped the collar of her white blouse with both his massive hands and literally ripped it from her body drawing an audible gasp from Amber as the tiny blue buttons went flying all over the room and scattering across the hardwood floor.

“Oh my,” she whispered, barely audible. Damian quickly ripped her bra and panties off in quick succession. Soon, he was smacking her ass so hard I could see the red outline of his massive hand on her right cheek. Amber was loving it. She began kissing and licking his pecs and nipples as she ran a hand over his dark chest and abs.

“Amber! Wait, come and cut me out of here. What are you doing?” I asked, finally finding my voice.

She turned and smiled at me and started shaking her head. She walked over to me and leaned down to kiss me. It was wet and warm and wonderful. When she pulled back she looked deep into my eyes.

“Not yet, honey. Why did you let him tie you up? You look pathetic. A real man would have stopped him. A real man wouldn’t let him take his wife like this. Isn’t that right?”

I nodded along.

“Are you ready to watch him take me from you? As punishment? He’s going to ruin me with that big, black dick of his. You’ll never feel the same inside me. And there’s nothing we can do about it.”

She rubbed the top of my head, ruffling my hair.

My cock was so hard I thought it was going to rip right through my pants. The fact that I could not put my hands on it only added to the excitement and lust I was feeling.

Amber’s plump buttocks teased and taunted me as she walked back over to where Damian was standing.

“You done, bitch?” he barked, again grabbing her neck.

“What do you want me to do, daddy? I’m all yours,” Amber said.

Hearing my wife call another man daddy was almost too much to take. The jealousy it aroused in me laced with pure lust and excitement was potent as all hell. Again, I tried to loose myself from my binding, but could not. I loved the feeling it gave me. I was jealous, turned on, and totally helpless. It was quite an experience.

“On your knees, slut,” Damian said. He forced Amber down onto her knees in front of him.

Damian unbuckled his belt and pushed his tan jeans to the floor down around his ankles. It was the biggest cock I’d ever seen. It flopped out and loomed over Amber’s tiny frame. She stared up at it in amazement. It was a second or two before Damian made his move.

He grabbed the back of her head with both hands and forced himself into her mouth and down her throat until her nose was pressed up against his pelvis and there was no more of him left to see.

Amber’s eyes went wide with surprise as she began to choke and cough. Tears welled in her eyes as well and she struggled to push herself off and come up for air. Finally, Damian let go and she spit his cock out and gasped for air. He then grabbed her head again and repeated this process several times.

At this point, I have to admit, I was a little worried things might spiral out of control and go a little too far.

But the last time he did it, Amber seemed prepared and didn’t cough or gag. When she finally popped off his shaft, she laughed and giggled with delight and I stopped worrying.

“You like fucking my slutty, little face daddy?” she asked, egging him on. “Come on, do it harder, fuck my face with your big, fat cock.”

Damaian went at her with renewed gusto, jamming his cock even harder and faster down her throat as she made a glug, glug, glug noise.

After a while, Damian was finally finished using her throat as a fuck toy and picked her up and threw her down on the bed. She landed with a soft thud and was laughing and giggling the whole time. She was absolutely loving this experience I’d arranged for her.

She gazed over at me and squeezed her titties together for me and made a kissy face.

“You ready for this baby? You ready to watch him take my pussy and make it --” she stopped mid-sentence as she was suddenly speechless. Damian had rammed his cock inside her all the way to the hilt. She gripped the sheets tightly and bit down on her bottom lip and then let out a primal scream.

“Oww, fuck. That’s so fucking big. Ow, ow, ow, it hurts fuck it hurts,” she yelled. Tears were streaming down her face and I began to get alarmed as she howled and moaned. It almost sounded like she was actually crying and my stomach dropped. It was going too far.

The legs of my chair began to scratch the floor beneath my panicked and shuffling weight as I tried to get up and rescue her.

“Wait, stop! Amber! Are you okay!? Stop it!? I think you’re hurting her,” I yelled across the room. For a moment, Damian finally stopped and I could see it on his face. I was worrying him now. He’d gotten lost in the whole thing.

But Amber just laughed and smiled through the tears.

“Shut the fuck up, Richie! Don’t interrupt us. This feels so fucking good.”

“But you’re crying?”

“Yeah, because I never knew I could feel this fucking good. I love having this big, black dick inside me, stretching me out and absolutely destroying my insides. I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to fuck you again, baby,” she was laughing at me now and moaning the whole time. Now she sounded like a proper whore and I calmed myself down.

My cock hardened again and was close to bursting through my pants. It was time for the big finale and I couldn’t wait to watch it.

◇ ◇ ◇

Suddenly, Damian grabbed Amber again and tossed her over onto her tummy. He started smacking her ass again as she cried for him to hit it harder and harder. Soon, both cheeks were bright red from the force of his blows and Amber was totally satisfied by it.

Damian grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and pulled her head back towards him.

“You ready to take my big dick, slut?” he asked.

“Oh yes, daddy. Give it to me. Give me that big, hard cock. I want to get destroyed by you.”

Damian entered her again and soon she was screaming at him to pull her hair and choke her while he rammed her insides. She was coming within minutes and began to squirt like a geyser all over his cock, spaying the bedsheets with her juices.

Amber’s mascara was running down her cheeks from the tears of joy she’d cried just moments ago and she seemed lost in another world. Dick drunk and on cloud nine.

I didn’t see my wife there for a moment, she was just a slutty little fuck toy to be used and discarded when Damian was done having his fun and that is exactly what she wanted.

“Ow, fuck! You’re gonna make me come again,” she waled. “I’m gonna come if you keep doing that, fuck yes. Harder! HARDER!”

Damaian once again grabbed her throat gently and pummeled her with his thick cock.

Suddenly, I felt panicked.

There was one little detail we hadn’t exactly ironed out.

Amber wasn’t on the pill. She wasn’t on any kind of birth control and while we got a bit of thrill rolling dice ourselves, this was the first time we didn’t agree in advance with the guy or make him wear a rubber.

Damian was inside her, raw and I could see he was getting ready to bust.

But it all happened so fast and I was so caught up in the moment, that I didn’t have time to say or do anything about it.

“Fuck, bitch. I’m gonna nut,” he grunted as Amber started coming again and crying out in pleasure.

“Yes! YES! Breed me baby, Breed this pussy. Give me that fucking hot, sticky nut!”

Damian started grunting and unleashing himself inside her. I was so turned on but also mortified of what the repercussions might be. But it was hard to keep my thoughts straight as I watched Amber’s trembling body shake beneath his weight and accept his seed.

She collapsed onto the bed, totally exhausted. Her pussy was facing me and I saw the river of white come oozing out of her, mixing with her juices that already stained the sheets. I tried to get up again but was still powerless to move.

Damaian left the room to give us some privacy and to get washed up before heading out. Amber eventually got up and crawled over to me and climbed into my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck.

“Did you like that, baby?” she asked, smiling down at me.

“Yes, it was so hot. Now, cut me out of here, please. I can’t take it anymore,” I said.

She looked down at my raging boner and had to stifle a giggle.

Finally, she reached into my pocket and cut me loose.

I can’t describe how good it felt to be free of my bonds in that moment. I immediately took my hard cock out and commanded her to get on her knees for me.

“Want some more dick, slut?” I asked, being aggressive and forceful towards her.

She smiled as if to say game on and nodded vigorously at me.

I forced my dick into her mouth and began to fuck her face much like the way Damian had just moments ago. Of course, I wasn’t nearly as long or thick and so I didn’t quite make her gag and spit the way he had, but I still went at her pretty hard and she was loving it.

“That’s it, take that cock like a good little whore,” I said.

“Mmmm,” she moaned and then spat my cock out, jerking it off using her own spit as a lubricant. “Did you like watching your wife be a whore? Did you like watching her get taken and stretched and destroyed by that big, black cock?”

I nodded.

“You know I did, baby.”

“You gonna give me your load or what, daddy?”

She began stroking me harder and faster.

It was nice to hear her call me daddy again after hearing her say it to Damian so many times.

After about five minutes of her sucking and jerking me and talking dirty to me, I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come. Give me your face,” I said, wrestling my cock away from her and milking out a torrent of hot, sticky come all over her pretty, little face. I watched as my white come mixed with the streaked, black mascara and ran down her cheeks, splashing in little pools on the hardwood floor by her tiny toes.

“Mmmm, thank you daddy. Thank you. Was I a good girl today?” she asked, scooping drops of come up with her fingers and licking them dry.

I nodded and collapsed back into the chair in which I was bound and watched her on the floor as she played with my come and fingered herself to yet another orgasm.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I love you too, daddy. Thanks for always giving me what I want.”

I smiled and nodded. I was falling even more deeply in love with her in that moment and we haven’t looked back since. Every time we have one of these experiences together, it only serves to strengthen our bond.

To be with such a sexually liberated person was the ultimate in my view. The highest pinnacle. We’re still going strong and still pushing the limits and boundaries of the possible. You can judge us if you want, go ahead, I don’t mind.

But trust me when I say this: you don’t have what Amber and I have and you never will. Not unless you’re willing to take a risk and go there yourself.

If I could offer one bit of advice in closing: trust me, you should go there. You can thank me later.

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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