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Chapter 1

She Likes Them Big



I knew my wife liked large cocks, almost from the day we got married. We were both 23. It came out when we honeymooned at a Caribbean resort where fellow visitors were always in various stages of undress. We even spent a day at the nude beach next to the property.

Olivia just couldn’t keep her eyes off the enormous ones. Both men and women at this resort wore the skimpiest outfits we had ever seen, certainly more revealing than either of us dared to wear, but it was the men that always drew her eye.

I was never sure why this never bothered me… her focus on men’s penises… it just didn’t. I played along, even found some for her, and enjoyed the flush on her face as she stared.

I glanced at the women occasionally, when Olivia wasn’t watching me. She did not even try to hide her interest, pointing out the ones especially large and visible.

One, in particular, a black guy wearing a Speedo that left nothing to the imagination, seemed to mesmerize her. She gawked, tapped me out of my sunning-slumber on the beach towel. “Jack… Jack…” she whispered. “Look at that one!”

I was just coming out of a little nap. It took me a moment to come around until I saw him. Holy shit! His Speedo bulged as the log inside stretched across his middle. Had to be at least 8 inches soft. He was necking with his girlfriend/wife (who knows at these resorts), right on the beach. As their passion progressed, so did his arousal.

Olivia almost gasped as the shaft grew, becoming too large for the thin Speedo. Even from several yards away, the circumcised head pushed out of the suit, protruding at least 10 inches long with a girth like nothing I had ever seen. It reminded me of a beer bottle; it was so wide. We were close enough to see the precum leaking from the top as the material of the Speedo gave way to the inevitable pressure.

Olivia’s eyes locked on that massive tool. She licked her lips, breathing roughly. Her hands repeatedly went down toward her crotch, stopping just short of her clit as she struggled to control her need. When I saw her licking her lips, my mind finally focused on what she was doing.

This thing really aroused my wife! Her nipples were small stones poking through her bikini top. The suit growing darker below her sex, where her own moisture seeped through. Her face and chest were a deep flush of color.

Eventually, she couldn’t take it any longer, moving closer to me on the towel. I instinctively rolled to my side, spooning with her. Her ass was pushing against me, grinding onto my growing rod. She even reached around to reposition my cock. She wanted me pushing down her crevice to feel her tension. My arousal may have been for a different reason. It got me going WITH her. Watching her get so excited had my cock hard as a post.

I had never thought of myself as small on the equipment front, having spent a lot of time in gyms over the years. I had as good as everyone else. In fact, my 7-inch shaft might be slightly larger than average. None of that mattered now. Mine paled compared to that massive man-meat. It had to be a freak of nature. I wondered if he needed special underwear.

Soon, the couple clearly wanted to do more, so he stood up, wrapping his towel around his waist. Before he got it fastened, Olivia gasped as the full extent of its size pushed up and out of the thin swimsuit. The discomfort of having his cock held under the suit had caused him to reach down, pushing the suit under his scrotum.

There it was, on full display, if only for a moment. Olivia’s breathing was getting shorter, harsher, as she ground her ass against my cock. Even after the towel was in place, the bulge of his tool pressed out like a sideways pyramid.

Olivia traced his movement with her eyes as he walked by us, his partner on the other side. That motion caught his attention. He looked down at her, a big smile on his face, then pulled at the edge of the towel, opening it as if he were making a change. He pulled the edge out far enough that his shaft flopped out of the towel.

Olivia gasped again as she saw the penis in all its 10-inch, fully aroused glory. He winked at her, nodded his head to me, chuckling, then refastened the towel, walking toward the hotel.

That was all it took. She got off the towel, grabbing my hand, already reaching for the rest of our beach gear. “Let’s go.”

“What?” I said, still trying to catch up to what was happening. I came off the towel, my normal-sized log pushing out of my suit. All the ass pushing had done the job.

“I want to go upstairs,” she said.

“We just got here,” I protested, as I scrambled to grab what she didn’t.

Olivia did not care. Other things were on her mind. And she quickly showed me what those were as soon as we got into the room. Before the door even closed, she pulled her bikini off, turned, dropping to her knees, yanking my suit down.

My cock had slightly deflated on the walk. None of that mattered to her. Her mouth and tongue were all over me. She had only one thing on her mind.

My rod responded quickly, pushing down her throat as she almost deep-throated me with her driving lunges. Everything about my cock and balls was now fair game, and she wanted them all. It was like watching a porn video. The shock was her having no thought for me in this effort. Her mind was deep into Mr. Big Cock on the beach.

To this day, I do not know what came over me. I had done nothing like this before. I played along, talking as if I were him. “You like this enormous cock, my little slut?” She just moaned around my shaft, doubling her efforts, as her hand flew down to her clit, rubbing furiously.

“You want my cock, do you?” grabbing the back of her head, pushing myself deeper. She moaned again, now fully immersed in the fantasy. She shook her head yes without slowing her oral delight. She was simply on fire, consumed by the need to feel that cock, to taste it, touch it.

I didn’t want to cum like this, so pushed her mouth off me roughly. “Get on the bed. I want to fuck you.” At that moment, I was having fun with the fantasy too, thinking she would get on her back, legs spread. No, she wanted it down and dirty, crawling on the bed, staying on hands and knees.

“Do it,” she wailed. “I want your cock in me… RIGHT NOW!”

Wow! Who is this person? Surely not the wife who, only five days before, dressed in white in front of family and friends. Well… if she wanted me to do her this way, I was more than willing! I got up on the bed behind her, nuzzling myself inside her sopping wet sex.

“No…” she said, her voice low, almost in a growl. “Fuck me… hard… I need you to fuck me.” She pushed her ass back against me, pushing my rod deeper inside her.

Hey, I was game! I grabbed her hips, pulled a little way out, then plunged inside. “You like this big cock… then here it is.” I became a machine, driving myself into her. Her head fell to the bed, her fingers up on her clit, frantically circling her nub.

We were newlyweds, though not making love for the first time. We had been sexually active for much of our relationship. Yet, I had never heard these sounds coming out of her mouth before. Moans, whimpers, gasps. She was in another place. Mr. Big Cock was now in complete control.

“Yes… yes… give it to me… harder…”

I would not last long at this pace. Luckily, she was way ahead of me. She screamed as the climax ripped through her. This scream of pleasure was a revelation to my newly married ears. “Fuck… oh my god… fuck,” she went on and on.

Her body was literally vibrating as I continued my rough assault on her sex until I blasted inside. The moans at feeling my ropes of cum spray her walls came from deep within. I had heard nothing like that from her, or from any girl I had made it with. She was shaking on the bed as I gave her the last drop of my seed.

We could not continue any longer, collapsing on the bed, pulling her with me. I rolled her onto her back, cuddling up, my hands gently caressing her soft skin. She was still shivering from the power of her release, her eyes closed.

It was a fun fantasy, for sure. Now, I just wanted her to come back to me… You know. Jack, her husband! Her breathing was raspy as she took in big gulps of air, trying to regain her wind. Eventually, her eyes opened. Looking at me with such love and desire, I felt a twinge below as I hardened again.

“Oh, my love,” she whispered. “That was nice.”

“Nice?” I joked lightly. “That was the hottest thing we have ever done. You really liked that gigantic cock, didn’t you?”

An embarrassed look slid to the side. “Are you okay with that?”

I saw it in her eyes, wondering if she had gone too far, seeking a clue to whether I might be upset with her wanton behavior. Remember, even though we had been dating for a couple of years, we had only been married for five days. We still had a lot to learn about each other.

“Come on, babe. I am not even close to being upset. That was so hot. Good a time to learn about your fantasies as any. I am open to your pleasure. You can have any fantasy you like. I will go along as best I can. If I can’t, I will tell you. And…” I reached my hand up, stroking her face, “I hope I can expect the same from you.”

“You’re not ashamed of me?”

“Ashamed… what?… you think I’m worried you’re going to leave me, trying to hook up with Mr. Big Dick? Come on… It was a fantasy! And a fun one at that.”

She giggled a soft whimper. “I don’t know what happened, Jack. When he flicked his dick at me, smiling… you saw it…” I nodded my head; I was there! “My brain just snapped. I had to have that cock in me… wanted to feel it split me open… right now! My heart was pounding. It was like my sex was sizzling or something. So strong…”

“Interesting,” I laughed. “Now I know,” pulling her nipple up to my mouth. “If I ever have trouble getting you interested in sex, I can always pull out a big dick video!”

That was all it took. She was back with me again, laughing, as I tickled her side. My cock was now fully engaged as she rolled on top of me, playfully pulling my average cock inside.


Chapter 2

Married Life



Funny how memories from the past sometimes pop into your head. We came back after the honeymoon and never spoke of it again. One of those things that just happens in a life.

That memory was from a long time ago. Olivia and I are now in our mid-30s, married for 12 years, with three kids and careers that absorb too much of our time. Lately, it seems like all we do is work, take care of the kids, then collapse in bed at night from complete exhaustion.

We still love each other, that much is obvious. In some ways, our love is better than ever. The shared experiences of life had pulled us emotionally closer. Even the suffering of everyday life, like the support we gave each other after the unexpected death of my mother three years before, and her brother’s unsuccessful battle with cancer. Both created a stronger bond, not a separation.

Even disagreements about where to live and the house we ended up buying, which we both now love, helped cement our partnership. We were in this together, through thick and thin, for the long haul.

These experiences made our love more intimate, giving it a depth that did not exist at the beginning. The problem now is that deeper does not mean available. ‘Us’ time, for making love, sharing casual intimacies, enjoying being together, had become more infrequent every year.

Olivia, especially, had fallen into the mid-married blues. She seldom turned me down if I showed an interest in making love, yet her own desire seemed to disappear with her exhaustion. She came when we made love… more often than not, at least… and seemed to enjoy it. Though, come to think of it, I seldom got the feeling she was eager to hop into bed anymore, either.

One day, I was talking to Chad, a weightlifting friend at my gym, about my wish to restart our love life. We were doing reps and talking about girls, our favorite topic. He had divorced four years before, so girls were always on his mind. He had recently started hooking-up with a woman he had met at the gym.

“Maybe you should talk to her about it. Truthfully, Jack, I think that’s what happened to me and Susie. We never talked about our issues until it was too late. Talk it over with her. Tell her your concerns. Otherwise, what does it all mean?

“What to say is the problem. I feel like I’d come off like some whinny grade schooler not getting enough candy.”

“Not sure what else you can do,” he laughed. “Try some fantasies. Plan something romantic, out of the ordinary. It might re-spark her interest.”

He was right. We needed something to rekindle the spark of our love. That love itself was still strong, it just needed a reason.

That’s when I remembered the experience of the honeymoon. What if… memories of brain snapping, sizzling, heart pounding sex bounced into my brain…

Why not? Bringing back Mr. Big Dick might be a fun way to get her juices flowing again. Her response to that guy was almost automatic. She seemed to have almost no control over her desire. This might be a way to jump-start our own love life.

How to do that? Finding a big-dicked guy to walk in front of her would be challenging, especially in our current situation. In my mind, I kept going through choices. Watch some porn with a big dick guy? Buy her an enormous dildo? Go back to a resort, hoping to run into someone that fits the bill? None of these seemed just the right thing.

In the end, I did a little of the first two. Our kids go back to stay with their grandparents for three weeks every summer. I wanted to get something going that would allow us to be available to each other during that three weeks. One time, we took a vacation to Carmel, CA. Another time, we took a driving trip through the south.

This time around, I wanted to focus on each other and our love life. What was more important than that?

That question of how hung over everything. Over the years, we had watched a little porn. She was not a huge fan. Still, finding something focused on big dicks shouldn’t be too hard. That might spark her interest. If that helped at all, a run by Caroline’s might do the trick. That sex shop has about everything. Larger dildos surely is a stock item, I laughed to myself.

First up, big-dick porn was the best choice. This would allow me to at least gauge her interest. If nothing happened, no impact at all, then the rest was probably a waste of time.

As we approached the three-week trip, whenever I had a private moment, I would search on free porn sites, trying to find a few good big-dick videos. There were lots of them. Apparently, there was a lot of demand for size, even though it was not supposed to matter! I guess Olivia is not the only one.

I laughed every time I thought about that. MY Olivia… into enormous cocks. She wasn’t a prude or anything, just no longer into anything even remotely kinky. In fact, as time went by, she became more and more restrictive about what she allowed me to do. Lately, it seemed like she just wanted to get it over with.

I guess that was the reason I wanted to do this: to change the trajectory of what I thought our love life would become. Pretty important, don’t you think?


Chapter 3

Figuring It Out



“Why do you want to do that?” Olivia asked. “I don’t like that stuff. You know that.”

“I know,” I said, “thought it might be fun.” I looked at her with my best leering look. “Something fun might come up,” I laughed, poking my crotch at her.

“You are incorrigible,” she laughed. “Okay, only for a little while. I need to get some sleep.”

Without further word, I pulled out my laptop. I hid it in a drawer in case she turned me down. I already connected it to the big-screen TV in our bedroom.

We both laid in bed, naked, the door locked when I fired up the screen. I had pre-selected videos to see how they went, starting slowly with two traditional porn clips: a couple making it in front of a fire and a slightly more active threesome. Both were brief clips. She watched, seeming almost bored. As was I, frankly. The third video turned out to be the prize.

A young woman was lying on her back, a bright green sash highlighting her shoulders, otherwise nude. A gargantuan cock was sitting right above her sex, between her legs; the shaft so long it covered her belly button. She was blind-folded. Her husband told her to reach out to grab it, put her hand around the shaft. She did that, stroking the massive log with a soft gasp. ‘Oh, that’s enormous,’ she said, a soft tremble in her voice.

After the boredom of the first two, Olivia suddenly settled back against me, her hand stroking my leg.

The guy with the gigantic cock was talking to the wife with the blindfold. ‘You want this, don’t you? Want to feel it inside you, to stretch you?’ The wife whispered a soft ‘yes’ with each question; the answers getting fuller of desire, more frantic, as she stroked the dick laying between her legs.

I felt Olivia falling into the moment as she continued stroking my leg. The monster cock totally focused her eyes on the screen, on the cock that was about to violate this young wife. Her breathing was getting shorter. I reached out, pulling her down, laying her head on my chest, making sure the screen was still visible.

Big-dick pulled back, running the enormous head… purple, swollen, ready… along her labia, gathering moisture. The woman’s breath caught, the anticipation sweeping through her. He pushed forward, driving into her slowly, relentlessly. He was going in, no matter what resistance her body created. The wife’s gasp of arousal washed across the screen. ‘Oh no… too big… I can’t take it… oh…’ With each inch, her protests grew weaker, and her voice became more aroused.

Olivia’s breath caught for a moment. Her hand reached up, stroking my cock, which was now rock hard, precum forming on the tip.

Big-dick pushed inside the woman on the screen, her gasp of pleasure now coming out of the laptop. A moan came out of her throat. Low, the gentle vibrato of arousal touched her voice. Finally, once all the way in, a groan came deep from her chest.

Olivia whimpered softly, the depth of the woman’s gasp on the screen pushing into Olivia’s sex. Her grip on my cock was suddenly unyielding, stroking for real.

The wife’s husband started talking to the wife, now getting pounded by the big dick. Her breasts flew back and forth as he slammed himself into her. The noises coming out of the wife’s mouth were startling. So erotic and full of feelings she had never felt before. The husband was telling her to enjoy the cock, his gift to her. Take the pleasure, he said, given with love. He had positioned himself above her, his legs around her head. The husband reached down to hold her breasts, caressing them, pulling the nipples as she rode that giant man-meat.

Olivia moaned deeply herself, holding her head above my cock, taking me into her mouth, losing no contact with the screen. Her other hand moved down below, pushing at her own sex, her clit. I couldn’t believe it. She was falling under the same big-dick spell as at the resort. My moan escaped as she responded by sucking harder, more aggressively.

The woman with the green sash started panting, her head thrashing side-to-side, touching the husband’s thighs. We heard the grunting of big-dick as he pushed into her, hammering, insistent. He was ready to burst now. You also heard the husband, ‘this is it, babe. He’s cumming in you. Take that cum.’

Just then, the guy held himself steady, loud grunts telling a story of spunk pouring into the wife. Her own climax came moments later. She was literally screaming as the intensity of the orgasm flew through her body, scorching its way up. Her face had the pained expression of orgasm, only, this time, it looked like she was being actively tortured as her body flopped with the reaction. The camera panned back. His cum dripped from her opening.

The power of her climax shocked Olivia. She could no longer maintain her oral activity on me, totally absorbed in big-dick and the woman’s reaction. It was a porn video, so it was likely fake, though it seemed so real. Like an actual couple going through this.

As the video ended, Olivia was simply in shock. The sizzling in her sex had returned with a vengeance, alive and throbbing.

She got up on her hands and knees, her ass facing me once again. “Do it,” she said. “Fuck me. Please… I know you want to… I want you to.”

She reached back to spread her ass cheeks apart, offering herself to me. I scrambled off the bed, looking at her, so open. Her sex was glistening with the moisture of her arousal. I wasted no time. No soft beginning for this go, just a push into her; hard, fast. She was grunting, moaning, crying out. Her pleasure of being taken pushed everything else out of the way. “Oh god… oh god…”

She trembled, a sudden climax exploding out of her. Her sex writhed from her Mr. Big Cock fantasy lover. I started talking again, telling her ‘you like that enormous cock… then take it… I am using you for my pleasure… be a good little slut…’

Her moans began again as she started pushing back against my stabbing rod. The words were like coal thrown on the fire. We soon were hammering into each other.

Unable to stay up on her hands, her head fell to the bed. Another climax took her, then another. I couldn’t believe I lasted this long! Maybe it was my only thinking about her and Mr. Big Dick. I WAS using her as she wanted to be used. When my release came, it may have been the most intense of my life, grunting the strands of spunk deep with each thrust.

Once again, we collapsed on the bed together, exhausted. The hum of our mutual love and affection came rushing up to us. She cuddled in close, purring softly as her breathing slowed.

Long moments went by as we cuddled into each other. Eventually, she said, “Sweetheart, that was fun. Where did you find that video?”

“On-line. All from the same site.”

“Do they have other videos of guys with large cocks… like that one?”

“Many,” I said. “I have a couple more ready to go.”

“No, I don’t think we need that…” Suddenly, she looked up at me, like a puzzle piece snapped into place. “You remembered the time at the resort… on our honeymoon… that guy…”

“It really made you hot, my love. I thought it would be fun to see you so aroused again.”

“Gets me turned on, that’s for sure. Wish I understood why…”

“Who cares? You like it. I like that you like it. Exciting for us all.” I got quiet for a moment, sharing the warmth, the touch of our love. Then went for it. “Want to do it for real? I would not mind. I would help you arrange it, even.”

“You would? You would let someone else have sex with me?”

I got suddenly sheepish, worrying I had gone too far. “Only if you want to… it’s completely up to you… if we… you know, do it… I want to watch, and maybe take part, like the husband in the video. I liked the way he talked to her throughout and even came up for a blow-job after the big dick had given it to her.”

“Jack, are you sure? Letting a strange person into our bedroom? I don’t know…”

“It would be hot,” I said. “And you would love that giant cock splitting you apart, pushing every nerve ending as it pushes into you.”

That thought did something to her, no question about that. Her mind might have had second thoughts, but her body was flashing ‘yes, yes, I want that. Please.’ She was now lying on her back, beside me. I had moved to my side, hand stroking her breasts. Occasionally kissing her. We did this a lot, cuddling close after making love.

This time was different. Her right hand moved to her clit, a slow rotation starting with the movement. Then her other hand took three fingers into her sex, moving back and forth. I was in shock. She had never masturbated in front of me before. The look on her face? So full of the anguish of desire.

An internal war inside my wife attempted to keep this demon of desire under control. Perhaps I’m a crazy ass, not caring about future consequences, but I wanted this demon to come out and play.

“Tell me what you want, Olivia,” I said in a soft whisper. “I will love you no matter what you say. Tell me what you desire. I want to help you achieve that.”

Her mind was full of the fantasy now. She looked up at me. The demon struggling to break free. Finally, with a sigh that shook her whole body, I heard her give in to it. “I want to feel an enormous cock enter me, push me open, stretch my pussy. I want to suck on the head while you take me from behind.”

Her finger strokes were pushing harder, faster. The slashing at her clit was now more focused. Her groaning made it difficult to speak. “I want to ride that pole while you sit behind me, watching me milk it for every ounce of cum he has, to pull every bit of pleasure it can offer… while you watch every second.”

All this talking had already made me stroke my cock as she focused inwardly. The talk of watching and joining seemed to push her orgasm closer. She was panting now. “Yes… yes…”

I was already hard again, pushing her hands away. I encouraged her to get on top of me. She impaled her sex on my hungry rod, another deep moan coming out of her. This was not the aggressive play of before. It was gentle, constant, as she swerved her hips to crash her clit for full stimulation. I used my arms to hold her breasts, stroke her skin.

Then she looked down at me, repeating my line. “Tell me what you want, my love.”

I tried to remember all the things she said. “I want to watch you take a gigantic cock inside you to stretch your pussy. I want to watch you take as much of it as you can down your throat.” Her grinding became more intense now. “Watching you on top of him, just like this, while you use that cock for your own pleasure. I want you to cum as often as you want, to drown yourself in the pleasure. I would like that very much.”

Her release was a wonder to me, her whole body vibrating with its power. Her eyes were closed, the fantasy now in total control, as I stabbed myself into her. She fell forward on my chest, taking the pressure of my hip thrusts, milking me just like she would the monster. This extended her climax until I came again. What I had left coated her internal walls, another moan coming out of her chest.

She finally collapsed on top of me. Her breathing now short, raspy. As I softened, she rolled off, her body staying tightly pressed against me. I pulled her head up to mine, our lips touching. It was like our first kiss, a tender moment of love and affection.

“Thank you, my love,” she said. “What did I do to deserve a great husband like you?”

“The pleasure has been all mine…” I replied, as I stroked her hair.

She sat up a little, looking at me. “I can’t believe you remembered that from the resort. I had forgotten completely about it.”

“Oh…” I said, “not forgotten completely…”

Olivia giggled, cuddling in on my body again. “No, not completely… It’s like an automatic body response. Why do I like that so much?” She wondered. Her mind floating back to the moment as her eyes closed.

“Don’t know. Don’t care. You like it. That’s all I need to know.”


Chapter 4

Toys Open the Door



The spark that session started was now pushing to the edge of our regular lives. She was more affectionate, more loving, even seemed to be more patient with the kids. We made love several times in the first two weeks, though the fantasy never came up again.

Her juices were certainly flowing. Whether she just didn’t bring it up, or she was concentrating on our own ‘equipment’, remained unclear. Still, I was happy, deciding it was time for Phase II - the dildo. I needed to visit Caroline’s.

Caroline’s was not a small suburban lingerie shop that had a few beginner dildos. It was almost a supermarket for sex, located two towns over. Upstairs, Caroline’s had a full line of lingerie, something to serve everyone from suburban housewives wanting to add a little spice to stripper garb for the working professional. It also had everything from strap-ons to extra-large dildos for more specialized needs.

Downstairs was where the real action took place. You had to go to the very back of the store, where a small circular staircase took you into a BDSM wonderland of cuffs, whips, floggers, clamps, and associated bondage clothing.

I wasn’t interested in any of that… at least not yet; I joked to myself… it was the large dildos that caught my attention. They had a varied collection of every size and shape, including a 10-inch black monster that looked even bigger than our resort guy. Frankly, I chickened out with that one. It really looked huge. I didn’t want to damage her.

I ended up with a purple, ‘super large’ model, with an over 9-inch insertable length, the packaging said, with over 2 ½ inches in diameter to give the spread I knew she wanted. The thing had an enlarged head ‘for extra G-spot sensation’, whatever that was (I was going to have to look that one up), and firm balls at the end to simulate the real thing. Importantly, it had a suction cup at the bottom, attachable to a variety of surfaces for ‘self-stimulation’.

That last made me wonder. Would she use this thing on her own? Without me? The thought made me cringe. Where would I fit in her big-dick world? Ouch…

I bought it anyway, with a bottle of lube. The thought of this getting out of hand seized me in its grasp. What if I came home, and she was using this attached to the shower wall, grinding herself back onto it? Will I even be needed by that time?

It occurred to me at that moment that I didn’t care. Why should I? If it brought her pleasure, I was good. I tore the packaging off, dropped it in a public trash can on the way home, then snuck the dildo and lube into the back of my sock drawer, after washing it several times with soap.

Planning came next. How do I suddenly bring out a tremendous tool like that?

The next weekend, we had planned to go out. A storm spoiled those plans, pouring water onto the city in sheets. We stayed home for some family time, playing games, watched an animated movie, then put them to bed after ice cream. It was a fun night for us all.

Yet there was something different about Olivia that night. Whenever we were together, out of view of the kids, Olivia was all over me, touching me suggestively, rubbing herself against me. At one point in the evening, she went upstairs, putting on one of my dress shirts, with a skimpy pair of shorts underneath, no bra. Good thing our kids are still young enough not to notice this stuff.

After that, she helped them get their teeth brushed, tucked them in, even read a story to the youngest, while I sat in the family room waiting. By this time, there was no question where this night was going to end.

Suddenly, I heard a whisper from upstairs for me to come to bed. She didn’t have to say it more than once. I scrambled up the stairs. When I opened the bedroom door, my breath caught. There was the purple monster sitting on its suction cup, on top of my dresser. Its head was still vibrating gently from her having put it there. The bottle of lube was close by. Olivia was sitting on the bed, now completely nude.

“What is this?” Her eyes pointed toward the dildo. Her look was not accusatory, more curious.

“A new toy…”

“I was putting your socks away and saw a flash of bright color in the drawer. Look what I found? Is there a side of you I haven’t seen yet?”

It took me a moment to figure out what she was saying. I choked for a moment. “No, no. Nothing like that. It’s for you. I wanted to see whether you would like to experience at least a copy of the real thing.”

She gasped. “You want to put that monster inside me?”

“Yes, my love.” I picked it up in my fist, walking over to her on the bed, settling down close to her. I had removed my shirt on coming up the stairs, our skin was now touching. She looked at it like it would burn if the dildo touched her.

I gave her no choice, using the tip to trace across her breasts, down her side, across her upper thighs. She couldn’t keep her eyes off it. The shivers of her desire were unmistakable. I moved higher now, using the tip to tease her nipples, before bringing it up to flop gently on her face.

“You want this, don’t you?” I said, my voice full of the arousal her reaction gave me. She said nothing, just took out her tongue, licking the shaft. “You want it to stretch you… splitting your pussy to its limit…”

Her gasp told me all I needed. I stood right in front of her. “Take my pants off. Show me how much you want it.”

She grappled with my pants, couldn’t seem to get them off fast enough. I stepped out of the legs as she flung the pair out of the way, taking my cock deep into her mouth.

I pushed her head off me. “Time enough for that later. Now, I want you to lie on your back. Put your hands under your butt, pinning them there. Do not move them from underneath you. Pull your feet against your butt so your knees are as wide as they will go.”

She hesitated for a moment. I just said, “Go,” tapping her on her shoulder. It was like she had awakened her from a trance suddenly. She crawled back onto the bed, trying to get herself into my required position. I got up, walked into our closet, pulling out a silk scarf from her hook.

I feasted on the vision before me. My Olivia was on the bed, panting her desire. Her eyes were tracking the movement of the dildo in my hand like it was the most important thing in the world. Her nipples were hard as little pebbles as I laid the purple monster on her chest, inches from her mouth. She groaned in frustration.

I had to chuckle. “You do want this… Babe, you will get it soon enough. For now, I want to play first. Don’t change your position, understood?” She shook her head as I wrapped the scarf across her eyes, blindfolding her like the wife in the video. Shivers went down her side as the anticipation took hold.

“I bought the lube in case you needed some assistance. Let’s check if you do.”

I reached down to her glistening mons, already knowing the answer. The smell of her arousal permeated the room as beads of moisture gathered at the opening. I chuckled to myself. She must have discovered the dildo earlier in the day and been thinking about this all evening. That explains her affectionate touching and her change of clothes.

I pushed my finger in, gently at first, swishing the moisture around the surface, growing increasingly rough as she moaned. “Yes, I think you want Mr. Big Dick very much, don’t you?”

She groaned her answer, thrusting her hips at my fingers. I looked up at her face. I could tell, even behind the scarf, that her eyes were closed as she absorbed the pleasure of my fingers.

Yet, it was her mouth that caught my attention. She was licking her lips, slowly, suggestively. I somehow knew what she was thinking. What would that thing feel like in her mouth, down her throat? This was almost too much for me. I was so hard; my cock was literally throbbing.

I pulled my fingers out. A quick catch of breath told me she did not want that to end. I didn’t care, had other plans. “I think you are ready in many places, my love… How about your mouth?” She mewled softly as I moved my fingers, now soaked with her juices, into her mouth. She jerked slightly at the unexpected touch, licking the moisture off, then sucking hungrily at my fingers.

“It’s not my fingers you’re interested in, is it, my little slut?” Her groans around my fingers became more intense, sucking harder. “Yes… I think Mr. Big Dick wants a piece of you.”


Chapter 5

My Size Queen



I pulled my fingers out, touching her lips with the shaft of the dildo. “Lick it. He needs you to take care of him.”

Her tongue came out tentatively at first, to touch and lick. Soon, she was lavishing the shaft and balls with everything she had, stroking up the shaft, sucking on the balls, licking the head. I tilted it higher, the point now approaching her lips. She sensed it there. Yet, I kept it just off her lips.

“Please… please… I need it in my mouth.”

“Oh, you do… what do you need in your mouth, my little slut?”

“That cock… please… let me suck on that cock.”

I pushed it closer, her lips now able to touch the head. She moved her mouth up, hungrily engulfing the head. A moan came out of her like I had never heard… from a place rooted deep inside. The dildo was so big it stretched her mouth wide. She didn’t care. Her lips were pulling it in. As I fed her more, those groans became an abyss of need. She wanted more.

Now, I was ready. I pushed it down her throat. Her gagging reflex tried to push it back out. I pulled out, thinking I was hurting her. She protested. “No, don’t stop. I want to take it all.” It was my turn for wide eyes. All of it?

The pressure of entry returned. This time, when she gagged, I kept pushing. Her lips were pulling it in, wanting more. She changed the angle of her head slightly, giving me an easier path. She struggled to breathe, so I began an in-out pattern, allowing her a chance to catch a quick breath before thrusting further. It did not take long, as each thrust pushed deeper. Mr. Big Dick’s bulge in her throat was startling to see.

I pushed back and forth, using her throat. She was gurgling and making a weird gaacking sound with each plunge. My other hand found her clit, twisting it in my fingers, rubbing it fiercely. She literally came off the bed as a climax ripped through her frame. Her mouth pulled the cock deeper into her throat. A soft moan came out of her throat like a humming noise.

My movement of the dildo slowed as I concentrated on her lower half, so she used her own head to drive the shaft down her throat as she came. Her neck muscles strained with the power of her sucking, while her body flopped on her hands, immovable under her weight.

She needed to breathe, so I pulled the dildo out. Her breath came in huge gulps as she struggled to replenish what she had lost. Her hunger was now in full control. She needed, wanted, demanded more.

“Put it in me,” she moaned, in between gasps. “I want to feel it in me. Please… I need it inside me…”

“You sure?” I teased, using the tip to trace along her vaginal lips. She was pushing her hips at me, groaning in frustration. Man, she wanted it bad.

I inserted the shaft gently, first the head, then a couple of inches. Her lips gave way, then her muscles gripped the shaft, trying to pull deeper. I wanted to make sure she could take it, so proceeded slowly. The sheer size was more than she expected. “Oh, my god… so big… it’s tearing me apart.” I started to pull out. “No… no… don’t stop. Please…”

I began my inward movement again. A gentle in-out, relentlessly going deeper with each thrust. There was some resistance at about the three-quarter mark. I chuckled to myself… about where I usually stop. Then I heard a distinct squishing noise as the resistance suddenly gave way.

The growl that came out of her throat, as I finally found bottom, was animalistic. “Ooh… fuck… give it to me… hard… I need you to fuck me… hard.”

I knew my role now as I started pounding into her, just like the guy in the video. She simply loved it, thrashing on that monstrous shaft. Her groaning grew almost non-stop as I continued the torment. The climax that came was something out of a wet dream. She cried out, letting the wave of release wash through her body, shaking with the pleasure.

My arm was getting tired from the constant thrusting, so I switched hands to continue and my other hand went aggressively after her clit. She came again. Her scream this time worrying me, not wanting her to wake the kids. Then I had an idea.

She was just coming down from her latest orgasm when I moved my body over her, my cock above her face. “Suck on my cock. I think you need something in your mouth.” Still blindfolded. The sudden arrival of my shaft at her lips surprised her. Yet, the taste of the precum was unmistakable. She cravenly drove her mouth onto my rod, sucking with everything she had.

It was awkward for me, keeping my hips in the air to make sure the angle was right, even though I had another aim in mind. I was now supporting myself on my elbows, both hands holding onto the dildo. I was pistoning the purple monster hard, driving the shaft deep, then my tongue went on the attack; her clit the welcome target.

I was now in full control of my wife. It was like I was having an out-of-body experience. I rammed my cock into her mouth, the dildo fiercely plunging into her hungry sex, my tongue attacking her clit. She was under a full-scale sensual assault.

Olivia came completely unglued. A scream came from her chest. I felt it clear down to my tongue, still fervently twisting at her clit. If my cock hadn’t been down her throat, I’m sure the neighbors would have called the Police!

She was thrashing under me, mewling, groaning. Her hips continued pushing out to take the cock and her sucking became a vacuum, pulling, wanting my seed. My chest sensed the wave of her climax tear through her.

My release came moments later. Making another snap decision, I pulled myself out of her mouth just as I started to cum. My white cream spit on her face, rope after rope at close range, splashing everywhere. She was giggling at the mess, as it got in her nose and mouth, onto her neck.

I collapsed on top of her, then rolled off, pulling the dildo with me. Her gasp at the sudden withdrawal was shocking to hear, yet we were both exhausted. I got out of bed, heading for the bathroom, returning with a towel, tenderly wiping my white pearls off her face. She was giggling the whole time. I had never cum on her face before. That was kind of fun, I thought to myself.

The discussion went deep into the night. How had I thought of this? What made me think to shoot on her face? The joy of the dildo spreading her open. Finally, I wanted to get down to the real question.

“You seem to enjoy two at once. What do you think, babe? Should we try to find somebody… for real?”

Her breathing suddenly got shorter, uncertainty all over her face. There was no question the idea aroused her. As her eyes glazed over, it was as if I read her mind. So obvious. She wanted to feel those two cocks in her, moving on their own, taking her where she now passionately wanted to go. She wanted to feel them forcing their way inside, pushing at her sex, feeling the throbbing as the cock forced her wider. She really wanted to know what that felt like.

Still, the reality of having someone in our bedroom… the complexity of the situation… How would it be done? The shame of discovery? She looked up at me. The internal conflict remained strong.

“I don’t know, my love. My pussy is saying one thing, while my mind is saying slow down. Maybe we need to think really hard before going for the next step.”

She looked at me; her need great. “What if it’s too much for me? And I decide I don’t want to continue in the middle of the session?” She shuddered as the thought of the embarrassment shook her. “Or worse, my love. What if I like it a lot? What would that mean? I wouldn’t make love to you anymore? I date some big dick guy? I don’t want to lose you and my family.”

“That will not happen, babe. It will be fine. We are just doing it for fun.”

Olivia settled back on the bed, her mind playing with the possibilities. In the end, I wasn’t sure she would go through with it. I only knew I was ready to try.


Chapter 6

Someone Suitable



The following week, I was at the gym talking to Chad. We were on our usual M/W/F early evening schedule. We didn’t talk about the dildos or the fantasy, or anything like that. I was making a joke about some big dick guy that I saw in a video.

“Do you think there are really guys like that?” I laughed.

“Oh yeah,” Chad said. “You should see Rodrigo. That guy is built like a horse. You know him, right? Huge guy, built like a pro lifter. Here’s the deal… I took a shower the other day, after my workout. Rodrigo was already in there. The fucking thing hung down to mid-thigh, and he was soft. I hate to find out how big he would get when fully aroused!”

“Not sure I know him. When does he come in?”

“He’s on a Tuesday/Thursday/Saturday schedule. Works out late. At least he was last week.”

“Good to know there are guys like that. I always thought it was a fantasy,” I said.

After that, my mission was to find Rodrigo and see if he would fuck my wife while I was watching. The permutations of this scenario were too endless to even catalog. I only knew I had to try.

Would he be willing to fuck her while I was watching? Or while I was touching her at the same time? The thrill of holding her breasts while another guy pounded into her pussy really got me hard. I wanted to feel those tits shake with the thrust. I was getting totally enthralled with her fantasy myself. I cannot even imagine what it must be like for Olivia.

A few days later, after the kids had gone to bed, we were watching a Netflix movie where one of the female characters was making a joke regarding another character’s large tool. I can’t remember the word they used. Not cock, obviously. They were clearly talking about his ample equipment.

Olivia thought about it, giggled softly, then looked at me. “I’ve been thinking about our little fantasy. Were you serious? About wanting to bring somebody in. Somebody with a really gigantic cock?”

“Yes, my love. Of course, I’m serious. I’m extremely interested. I may have even found somebody…”

The shocked look on her face made me laugh. It was all theoretical until this moment.

“Who?” she asked.

“Chad was telling me… I didn’t tell him anything about our fantasy, or about your loving large cocks… We were just talking about another lifter. He took a shower at the same time. He’s apparently hung halfway down his thigh… soft… in the shower.”

“Oh my God!” Olivia gasped.

We started laughing as we joked about how long it would be when not soft. “I was thinking. Well… if that’s okay with you… for the next few weeks, I could change my workout routine, going in at the same time as Rodrigo… that might work.”

This led to practical discussions of kids’ schedules and reshuffling responsibilities, finally settling on matching his schedule during the Tue/Thu week and doing early morning on Saturday. This way, it didn’t interfere with family time. Hopefully, I will strike up a friendship and see where it goes.

On my first late-night trip to the gym, I knew immediately which one was Rodrigo, even without asking. His olive-skin told me of Hispanic heritage, and he was huge. Well over six feet, built like a linebacker. His arms and chest were stretching against his t-shirt.

This guy was a major lifter with muscles defined and thickly braided. I wondered if he was into steroids or something. Most of the huge muscle men like him were. Steroids help with building large pecs, though they often create other difficulties, like small balls and lack of erections, which would be negative for our purposes.

I made my way into the gym, around the machines and towels, running into him at the shoulder press, introducing myself.

“Haven’t seen you around here much,” Rodrigo said.

“I usually workout at a different time… with Chad.”

“I know Chad. Good guy.”

“He is my regular partner. Unfortunately, my family schedule has changed somewhat for the next few weeks, so I have to lift at a different time. So, is this your usual?”

“Yep, I usually come late in the evening. I like to get it out of the way before I sleep. Have trouble sleeping lately, for some reason.”

“Well, doing a good workout will definitely help you sleep,” I said. “Why do you have so much trouble sleeping?”

Rodrigo chuckled, “Not really sure. Restless, I guess.”

“That’ll do it,” I said.

Two weeks later, we had done almost the entire lifting circuit together, talking and chatting about life. Still nothing personal at this stage. Afterwards, we went to the shower together.

Holy shit! I was not expecting what I saw. Chad gave me an underestimate. This guy was at least as big as the guy at the resort, if not bigger. His crank came clear down to mid-thigh as he soaped himself down. It took all my concentration not to stare at him.

That night, I came home to tell Olivia of my discovery. She blanched. Questions about whether that monstrosity would even go inside her led to a lot of joking and laughing. This was going to be fun.

After a few of these lifting rounds, I asked Rodrigo to go out for a drink afterwards. In the back of my mind, I was a little worried that he was thinking I was gay and coming onto him. Thankfully, that never came up. We just had a fun time together. It was obvious we had a lot in common.

When we had a couple of beers at a local tavern a few weeks later, he started telling me about his personal life. He had been married for many years, recently divorced. His wife had a fantastic job opportunity in California. He didn’t want to move. So, after many heart-wringing discussions about a long-distance relationship, they parted ways. He held no ill-will. She had a wonderful opportunity, and he didn’t want to hold her back.

This story really surprised me. The very thought of giving up on Olivia so easily, so cavalierly… Well, it just wasn’t in my ability to think of such a thing.

Then I thought about Rodrigo. Maybe it wasn’t easy for them, either. It was a tough decision that they knew had to be made for the long-term. Keeping her in town when she wanted to be elsewhere would have come out negatively in other ways, so he let her go.

I told him about my wife, my family, how much I loved them both. How long I had lived in town, about my weightlifting. You know, sharing some history with a new friend. After that, it became part of our routine. After each Thursday workout, we went out for a beer afterwards. It was clear we were becoming good friends, and we both enjoyed the camaraderie.

Everything changed, or I should say, the plan came together after one conversation. He was telling me about a girl he had gone out with since the divorce. She had apparently reacted almost violently when they were making love.

“What does that mean?” I asked, worry on my face.

“Well,” Rodrigo said, a little embarrassed, “I’m a little… umm… well, a little larger than average down below.”

“I noticed,” I laughed. “The first time I saw you in the shower, I wondered if you required custom underwear.” That made him laugh, and he became a little more relaxed about the topic.

“Anyway, the girl really went off on me. I got inside her, and she was just thrashing and moaning, carrying on. I thought she was in pain, so pulled out. She went crazy, ‘don’t, don’t,’ she yelled, screaming, scratching at me. I’ve had women react to me strongly before, but this was sick. She went crazy. Just a penis, am I right?”

I laughed and laughed. “I can see that might be a challenge for you. One that many guys would like to trade positions over.”

He joined in the laughter, appreciating the light treatment of his problem. “It sounds better than it actually is. Some women have seen me and ran away. I never know how to respond.”

That’s when I dropped the big question I had been dying to ask since we met. “My wife fantasizes about large cocks all the time. I don’t know what it is.” I told him the story about my discovery of this fetish at the resort on our honeymoon, and how she fucked my brains out afterwards.

Rodrigo started chuckling, looking at me with a sudden male look, winking. “I can see how that would be a challenge for you.”

“Hey,” I laughed with him, “I’m not THAT small! Well, small is a relative term, isn’t it?” We both laughed at that one.

For our next weekly beer, I’m not sure whether I guided the conversation, or he did. We quickly came back to the same discussion about Olivia and her fascination with large cocks. I told him we’ve had many fantasy sessions, even told him about buying her an enormous dildo that I have used on her several times. I explained how she loves the concept of being stretched wide. The pleasure that brings.

Rodrigo got quiet, looked at me seriously. “Well, my friend, I’m not sure how to say this delicately… if you are interested in me providing that service to your wife, I would be happy to do it.”

I got even more quiet for a moment. “You would do that? With me watching?” Rodrigo nodded. That would be no problem. I asked, “Have you ever done a group thing before?”

“A couple times,” he said. “A guy I worked with invited me out with him and his wife one time. Turned out he had a hotwife relationship with her.”

“A hotwife? Not sure what that means.” He had to explain to me about the whole concept of hotwife, cuckolds, bulls, and wife sharing. Crap, I had no clue. This was all so new to me.

Rodrigo went on with his story. “So, the guy wanted me to give it to his wife. He wanted to watch me do it. It was fun. His wife was… motivated! Amazing desire.”

He looked at me, concern obvious on his face. “You need to know something, though. The one downside of having a larger cock is that I don’t cum quickly. That’s good and bad for some women. They want me to cum when they do. Makes them feel better. The thing is… I never do. I am relatively slow on the rise. Once up, I just stay hard for an exceptionally long time. Some women like that. They like the multiple orgasms I can give them. Plus, I am so strong and fit that I don’t get tired.”

“Here’s the question for you,” he said, looking at me. “Can you handle it? If I’m fucking your wife, over and over, she cums and cums, crying out, will that be a problem for you? Are you going to be upset with me, or her, or feel bad that you can’t do the same? I know we have just met… just don’t want to lose a friend over something like this.”

I had to think about that one. Frankly, it never occurred to me I might feel inadequate. “No, Rodrigo, I don’t think that will be a problem. I really like my wife to have pleasure and this fantasy is one she has had a long time. I would like her to experience it. Do I think she will leave me and the kids for you because you have a big dick?”

I smiled at the absurdity of the thought. “Sorry, big guy. I don’t think so. I don’t think this fantasy is central to her personality. Just that… a fantasy. Do I need to worry about you running off with her?”

Rodrigo burst out laughing, his hands up in surrender. “Not a fucking chance. Last thing I want is another wife, and one with kids to boot.”

Another week went by. At our now regular Thursday evening beer, I asked him point-blank if he was serious about being willing to do that, with me watching and taking part?

“Sure,” he said. “Could be fun. Show me a pic.”

I pulled out my phone, showed him some pics of my wife and kids on a recent vacation. One pic showed Olivia in a modest bikini that she still looks great in, with her large breasts and slim hips.

“Wow,” he choked. “That’s your wife?”

I just laughed. “Now, what do I say to a comment like that? Do I not deserve a wife as beautiful as that? I may not be Mr. Big Dick, but I’m no slouch.”

That really got him laughing, assuring me no offense intended, just shocked that she was so beautiful.

“So, still interested? I’m sure we can arrange something for her. I have already spoken to her about you and your… special equipment. Her desire to do it has become exceptionally strong lately as we have talked about it. I came home from work early one day, before the kids got home from school. She was in the shower, with our big dildo suctioned to the shower wall, humping herself with it. Yes, I would say she is ready.”

“Okay, then. I’m in.”

“Our kids are going to spend a few weeks with their grandparents after school gets out. That would be an ideal time for us if that would work for you.”

“Where do you want to do it? Your place or mine?”

“Not sure. My first time. Do you have a nice place?”

“Nice is a relative term, right?” he laughed. “I have a king-sized bed,” he smiled.

“I will ask her. We’ll do whatever she wants. Doing it in a strange place might make it more dramatic for her. Here’s a thought. How about going out for dinner so you can meet her, then go back to wherever to do the deed? Or, we can have dinner, then schedule a play date later? Again, much of that will depend on Olivia and her comfort. It’s her fantasy. I want to make it as fulfilling for her as I can. Her comfort and pleasure are my major concern. If she says no before, during, or after, we stop. Understand? There will be no exceptions to that, no matter how hard you might be.”

Rodrigo shook his head in agreement, looking at me with a surprised stare. “You really love that girl, don’t you?”

“More than life itself. She is everything to me. I just want her to be happy.”


Chapter 7

Meeting Rodrigo



Those two weeks before school let out seemed to crawl by. We were both so keyed up for the big night that time itself seemed to stand still. We made it like a couple teenagers who just discovered sex. And I mean we humped. Dildo. Without the dildo. Bed, shower, kitchen table. It did not matter. We were horny all the time.

She was a little embarrassed when I caught her in the shower with the dildo before, though once she broke that barrier, she had made the dildo a frequent companion while I was away. The difference is that she now always told me about it. I thought, for a bit, of going back to Caroline’s for the 10-inch extra-large model. I wasn’t sure if even THAT was as big as Rodrigo.

In the end, I decided against it. I wanted her first genuine big-cock experience to stretch her capacity to handle it. From what I have read, the female vagina is very expandable. If you take the time to stretch it, the thing can accommodate about any size penis. We were going to find that out shortly.

We packed the kids up for the grandparents on Friday morning. Our plan was to have dinner with Rodrigo that night. We all had the entire weekend off. I secretly hoped that everything would go great and we would spend the weekend together. I so wanted to watch my wife thrashing in ecstasy on that pole of Rodrigo’s. And she was too.

On Thursday night, we made it in a long session. She was insatiable. She took the dildo in her pussy while she sucked me. I fucked her and then she did the dildo again, this time showing me how she did it in the shower, while she sucked me. Olivia was ready to be fucked.

Driving to the restaurant on Friday night, I examined my wife’s outfit with a leering eye. Olivia was wearing a little black dress she purchased for this evening. Falling only to mid-thigh, and showing plenty of cleavage, the dress hugged her slender frame like we had poured her into the thing. Most revealing, she wore nothing underneath.

When we arrived at the restaurant, Rodrigo was in a nice sport coat and slacks. He sure looked different outside his gym clothes. The muscles were still there, only the clothes hid them, giving him a healthy, handsome look.

She kissed him on the cheek, giving him a soft hug, then took a seat between us. We did a lot of pleasantries at the beginning. Before the meal was over, however, the conversation was borderline X-rated.

I was looking at my wife in total shock. Who was this bohemian that had taken over my wife’s body? She was open about what she wanted, touched Rodrigo frequently and bent over for a clear cleavage shot every time she thought either of us was watching.

In the end, we went to Rodrigo’s place. The draw of an unfamiliar environment was just too strong for her. He gave us the address, and we made our way there. In the car, I had packed an overnight bag… just in case! This included more than just toothbrushes and toothpaste. I brought our dildo, the lube, and changes of clothing for the morning. Hey, a guy has to think positively about these things. Am I right?

On the way to his apartment, she turned suddenly serious, looking at me with her hand on my leg. “Jack, up to this point, this has all been fun and a great fantasy. Once we go through that door, Rodrigo is going to fuck me. Is that okay with you?” I nodded enthusiastically.

“Are you sure?” she said nervously. “If not, we need to turn around now. You know the way I am. I won’t be able to resist once we are there. You will be lucky for me to keep my clothes on after the first few minutes.”

I looked at her, a full smile creasing my face. “I know what’s going to happen. I have thought a lot about this, my love. I do not want you leaving me for him…” She burst out laughing as if that was a joke. “… short of that, you are free to do whatever you want. I want this to be a weekend of total pleasure for you. It will involve me in every step. Even if I’m not actively touching you, I hope things go well and that we end up spending the night.”

She gasped softly, “Are you serious? Do it all night long with him?”

“Let me paint a scenario to help you understand… we are there all evening, having fun. We get tired. The two of us go to bed in the middle of the night, falling asleep in each other’s arms. If I woke up in the middle of the night, you not lying next to me, hearing you moaning from his room as Rodrigo pounds into you, I will not be upset. I want you to take full advantage of the equipment at hand. We have a great love life… for me, at least… For you, this is something you have always wanted. And I want you to have it.”

The look on her face was full of such love and affection I almost broke into tears. “You would do that for me?” she asked.

“Of course, I would. I want you to have a glorious life, Olivia, with me in it. If that requires me allowing you to take an occasional big-dick, I’m good with that.”

She reached across the car, grabbing my now rigid cock in my slacks, as we pulled into the parking lot. “I think you are likely to get a lot of your own pleasure watching, aren’t you?”

“Very much. I love to watch you having orgasms. Tonight, I want you to have as many as you want.”

She was already flushing with the growing desire as we pulled into the garage of his building. “You wouldn’t mind if I threw myself at him, fell to the floor to suck his cock?”

“Far from it. That’s why we are going to his place, isn’t it? I want you to feel the total freedom to do whatever you want. I give you my open and heart-felt permission.”

Olivia came off the seat, kissing me full on the lips, a passionate kiss, one I will always remember. “I love you and always will. Nothing we do here will change that, no matter how many times I cum.”

“I know that. Here’s a thought to get things started. I think you should really shock Rodrigo. Not me. I think you should walk in the door, give him a hug, then walk straight to the bathroom. There, you take off all your clothes and come back out. You tell him you will not put any back on until we leave the place. And you let him know, in specific, verbal words, that you are his for the night… for the weekend. Sound good?”

She could not stop giggling at the idea of doing this an entire weekend. By this time, we were approaching his front door.

“Here’s the deal, Olly. Put yourself in his shoes. Any guy doing this with the husband watching is going to be a little nervous, not wanting to piss him off with some action he takes. By telling him you will do whatever he wants… whenever he wants… in front of me… he will automatically look at me for approval. I will gladly give it. That will make him calmer and more focused on you. What do you think?”

“Oh, my love, my pussy is simply sizzling. I am so excited.”

“Me too. Have fun,” as we knocked on his door.

Rodrigo answered. He had already changed into a pair of silk pajama bottoms, without a shirt. Olivia’s breath caught at seeing his chiseled chest, arms, and abs. No question. The guy was a serious specimen of maleness. His cock, already half-hard in anticipation, was pushing at his pajama bottoms. She could not take her eyes off it.

Then she shocked even me. She walked straight up to him, falling to her knees, pushing his bottoms down to the floor, grabbing the cock in her fist. She looked up into his eyes. “Oh my god, Jack… look at this beautiful cock.” She looked up into his eyes. “I so want to enjoy this handsome tool tonight. I want you to know I am yours for the night, and maybe the weekend, if you want us. I will do whatever you want, whenever you want, as long as you want.”

Just as I predicted, Rodrigo looked at me. No words came out. His meaning was clear… is this okay? Olivia noticed, glanced back at me near the door, where I nodded my approval.

As if that was a signal, she pulled his cock into her mouth, sucking gently on the head, stroking its length. “Please excuse me, I need to use the restroom.” She walked past me, winking. She was going to do it.

As soon as she was out of ear range, Rodrigo looked at me, his pajama bottoms still on the floor as his half-hard cock bounced in front of him. “Are you really okay with this? She really looks hungry. I’ll give her all the cock she can take. Is that what you want?”

“Yes, my friend. She wants this. And I want her to have it. I will get plenty of enjoyment in both watching and joining in. Your job is to give her all the big cock of yours that she desires. THAT is what I want from you in return. Be the fantasy. Satisfy her need. I want that for her.”


Chapter 8

Size is a Challenge



Suddenly, the bathroom door opened and out walked my Olivia. She was totally nude. She walked straight to Rodrigo. “I give my body to you for the rest of the time we are in this apartment. I will stay naked as long as we remain. Use me, take me… I will do whatever you want. All I ask in return is you give me that cock to worship and enjoy.”

Rodrigo did not look at her. He looked at me. This brought a smile to her face. “It’s yours, babe,” he said. “Now, you’re gonna have to earn that cock. We’re gonna move to the living room. Your husband is going to get comfortable in the loveseat while you get on your knees to get me hard. Once I am, I will give you the cock you want, right in front of him.”

Olivia looked at me suddenly, a wave of guilt sweeping her face. Our eyes locked, as she just as suddenly looked straight down at his cock. “Yes. I want you to fuck me in front of him. I want him to see every moment, every inch. You want that, don’t you, my love?”

“I want you to experience everything you want. My joy is watching you get it. I give you complete freedom to be what you want to be, to take what he offers.” I turned away from her, looking toward the naked man in front of me. “Rodrigo, take her. She’s yours for the night.”

Rodrigo reached out his hand, guiding her into the living room. His place was genuinely nice, with a big-screen TV, a new couch and loveseat, a clean kitchen and bathrooms. He picked up the coffee table, moving it to the side of the room. Then he reached around to the chair, picking up a towel he had obviously put there before we arrived. He spread the towel across the center of the couch, then sat, his legs spread wide. His cock was hanging there, challenging her, taunting.

I sat on the loveseat. He had already turned it, so I had a full view of what was happening. She was really going to do it! My heart was hammering in my chest. Her fantasy had become my own, as I stared at that massive cock. And here she was, standing in front of me, that fantasy come to life.

My attention moved to Olivia standing in front of Rodrigo. She was licking her lips, staring at it. It was as if she didn’t believe it was there. She had lived with her dreams, her fantasy, for so long it never occurred to her it would actually happen.

She stared at me a moment. I gave her a nod of approval, sweeping my hand to ‘go ahead’. “There it is… what you have always wanted… Take it… Rodrigo is offering it to you. Go.”

She closed her eyes, nodding her acceptance of my challenge. Then, as if my words swept away all reservations, that look of concern gave way to one of almost pure desire.

Olivia kneeled between Rodrigo’s legs, taking his cock in her fist. It was so big; her hand wouldn’t go around. She repositioned herself, leaning her body against his, bringing her other hand to join its mate.

She stroked it several times just to feel its heft, its texture. Then she gave into her desire, holding the cock straight toward her face, driving her mouth down on it. The moan that came out of her reverberated around the room. I gasped with the power of her surrender to her darkest desire.

Pulling him in front of her face, she licked up the full length of each side. His balls hung down in front, huge, one seeming larger than the other. Her tongue attacked them with gusto, taking each one into her mouth, sucking gently.

Rodrigo put his head back on the sofa and groaned his own pleasure. A shiver ran through her body when he did that. Now she turned her full attention to the shaft, amazed at its length, even while soft. It was warm to her touch and throbbed with the sexual energy she was giving him. She pushed him all the way into her mouth, sucking, licking, caressing. His length had to have grown a full inch in the last few minutes.

Rodrigo came back up to look at her. “You are a great little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

Her efforts grew more intense as he continued to stretch longer, his excitement driving his body’s natural response. She moved up, beginning what she really wanted.

Her lips covered the head, her hands holding the length. My wife moved up and down on this massive tool, the whimpering astonishing to hear. I wondered if she was going to cum before she even got him hard!

The sounds of her pleasure were a humming noise as she made each distance on the shaft. A squishing noise came out as the head approached the surface before she plunged back down. As his erection expanded, she struggled, still trying to keep it in her mouth. She moved to attacking the head with her lips and using her hands to stroke the full length. Her panting was now pronounced. I could see her pussy juices flowing.

My wife was as excited as I had ever seen her.

When he was almost at his full glory, his massive cock hanging fully in front of her, looking like a spear ready to plunge, she dropped her hands and tried to take him all the way down her throat. She locked her eyes on his as she went one step lower with each decent. She gagged a couple times, pulling back out to adjust, then pushed another inch down. Just like the first time with the dildo, she wanted this badly.

The groans coming out of him drove her deeper. We had transported Olivia to a pure fantasy world in the flesh. Her arousal thrived as each plunge pressed her higher. The noises coming out of her told me she had surrendered everything she was to this moment, this one act. The dark desire gripped her will, tossing it about like a small boat in a storm. ‘I am in control now,’ her desire screamed as she gave herself to it.

Her pussy was aflame with need. As soon as he was hard, she came off her knees, her legs straddling his lap. She wanted that inside her. Now she turned to look at me. The intensity of the stare shocking my core. “I want this cock inside me. Come up close and watch.”

I got off the loveseat, moved to just below where she poised above Rodrigo’s pulsing rod. She grabbed him with her fist, guiding the head into her hungry opening. The head seemed to make it through, then her progress slowed. The pressure was growing inside, as he was literally splitting her wider than she had ever been. “He’s so big Jack… oh… oh…” She continued her descent, pressing harder, gritting her teeth when she was feeling the pressure.

She shifted her angle a little, then moved down further, her full weight pressing him to new depths. At some point, everything changed. I saw it on her face. The struggle gave way to… what can only have been ecstasy! Her vaginal walls had adjusted to the intrusion as she became used to the pressure.

Making that final capitulation, that familiar squishing sound emerged as he opened her fully. Her head fell back with a moan that riveted me. Just as her hip met his, she was all the way down.

She waited there a few moments, feeling its full penetration, then moved. The groans of them both came at the same moment. She was now taking his full length, her hip flexing until he almost fell out, only to drive herself back down.

That dark desire had her in its grip now. She impaled herself, pushing him deeper, feeling every scrape of his massive phallus. Her head turned when the genuine movement began… looking straight at me.

“He’s inside me, Jack. Rodrigo’s cock… buried completely inside me… oh god… It feels so good… so full.” She turned to fall completely on his chest, her lips finding his. He grabbed her head, pulling the kiss harder against him. Her hips never slowed; the rhythm of his penetration now supplemented by Rodrigo thrusting with her.

Moments later, she came off his mouth with a wail of release. Each push down onto her tormentor drug the orgasm out longer. Olivia’s moans of pleasure gripped my very chest as I struggled to breathe through the surge in my desire. I stood up behind her, my thumb rubbing her small pink nub. I had a perfect view of his cock plunging inside her. That wasn’t my objective, though. I licked my thumb, pushing it into her anal ring. First to one knuckle, then all the way in.

Olivia quivered on the cock, another orgasm exploding through her, as the pressure in her ass amplified the pleasure. She gripped my thumb with her muscles as I pushed in, developing a rhythm with her hip movement on Rodrigo. Her back arched with the waves scorching across her.

Rodrigo used the opportunity to push her back to a sitting position, his hands taking full advantage of Olivia’s magnificent breasts.

He took each nipple with his fingers, pulling them out, a snapping motion of torment. She stopped her up and down motion, pushing him all the way in. Instead, she was rotating her hips in a wide circle.

I could only imagine what that must feel like, that post pressing on every pleasure center she possessed, while grinding her clit against him. Her chest pushed fully out, offering Rodrigo full access to caress her breasts and nipples. He was all over them, sucking, massaging, pulling.

Her dialog went on. “Oh, Jack… it’s so full… so big… I’m going to…” She did not finish, as another orgasm ripped through her as my thumb and the twisting of her nipples pushed the grinding over the edge. Her whole body shook with the release, as she cried out into the room. “Yes… fuck… yes…”

She collapsed back on top of him, her breathing ragged, gasping. Three climaxes in a manner of minutes. Gotta be some kind of record, I laughed to myself. I pulled my thumb out, Rodrigo wrapping his arms around her, caressing her hair.

Rodrigo did not appear to be close to cumming. As he stroked her hair, her breathing settled down to pure contentment. He looked at me. “That was nice. A good start. Let’s go to the bedroom to see some real action.”

Olivia’s breath caught short. Real action? Her eyes flashed open. There’s more?


Chapter 9

Real Action



I had to help Olivia off his lap; her body wasted from the constant cumming and the position on her knees. I wrapped her in my arms. Her own came around me in a hug of such strength it almost took my breath away.

“Thank you, my love. Whatever happens next will just be a topping on that. It was just like my fantasy.”

I stroked her hair, my cock pressing out on my jeans. I’m still fully dressed. She reached down to grip my shaft.

“This excites you, doesn’t it?” Olivia asked. “You like to watch me?”

“Oh, my love. I was struggling to breathe as you came. It was so exciting.” I forced her hand down on me a couple more times, enjoying the rub, then pulled her hand up to my mouth for a gentlemanly kiss on the back of her hand. “I will get mine before the night is up… for now… we focus on you.”

“Yes, we are,” interrupted Rodrigo, pulling her away from me. He pulled her up on his shoulder. Olivia, shocked by the sudden change, pulled and twisted, trying to get loose. Her enormous partner had her in his iron grip, rubbing her ass with his other hand.

His voice got low suddenly, doing his best caveman. “Me take woman. Cave. Fuck.”

Olivia stopped squirming at this. All three of us burst into laughter. Rodrigo knew the emotional turmoil needed a break as we walked into his bedroom. He had clearly prepared for our arrival. Soft electric candles peppered the room with a glow of intimacy. The linen on his king-sized bed removed, leaving only two pillows at the top and the bedsheet. A bottle of lube and a velvet blindfold were on the nightstand.

Rodrigo literally dropped her on the bed, as if the caveman really were going to have her any way he wanted. And I chuckled to myself. He really was! After that earlier session, she would do anything, absolutely ANYTHING! His spear was still hanging at full mast, sticking out of his pubic hair like some tribal phallic statue. Her eyes would not leave it as he moved about the room, getting ready.

Rodrigo was now fully in charge. “Babe,” he said, “Lay on your back in the middle of the bed.” He tapped me on the shoulder. “Go put the blindfold on her.”

Olivia protested meekly, looking at me. I knew memories crept into her mind of the dildo session and the young wife video. Both had blindfolds involved.

She gave in, lying back in the bed. Her fantasy was returning. I remembered coming in from behind, as she screamed at me to fuck her harder. Now, she was going to get the fucking of her life. Rodrigo’s eyes flared with his intent. Every bit of power he had, every inch of cock, was going to be used to pleasure the woman in front of him.

“Yes,” he went on, “you want a blindfold for the next round. I want your mind focused on only one thing… my cock inside you. You would like that, wouldn’t you?”

She reclined on the bed fully, putting herself into the position I had taught her before… hands underneath her butt, heels pressing against her ass, forcing her knees fully apart. Her dripping sex, still slightly open from the first round, throbbed, pulsing with the need. Her whimpers of acceptance told me what I needed.

I took my clothes off, getting up on the bed. The blindfold was black velvet with soft elastic to hold it in place. She lifted her head slightly, allowing me to place it over her eyes. As I got ready to leave the bed, her arms came out from underneath her, grabbing my leg. “Don’t go,” she said. “I want you to be with me for this. Like the husband in the video. You remember?”

“Yes, I do,” and stopped moving.

Rodrigo pulled her down to the right position. He wanted her ass close to the edge of the bed with her legs dangling over the side. He was intending to stand for this next round. He was stroking his cock, which had not deflated at all.

“That’s a good idea, Jack,” he said. “Put your knees on either side of her head. And babe, instead of putting your hands underneath, give them to Jack above your head. He can tuck them between his legs to prevent any movement. That way, I can control you completely.”

The prospect of this caught her attention. I moved into the suggested position as she reached her arms up. I spread my knees a little further, to allow her to place them in between, then closed tight, trapping them under my body weight. Her soft panting told us where she was going.

Her situation was certainly dire. Blindfolded, naked, her arms trapped above her head. One man above to hold her down, the other holding a spear he would use to ravish her. Her body was quivering with anticipation.

She really wanted this. She WAS that cave woman, waiting to be taken. Her hands gripped my inner thighs, hard, almost painful, as her hips rotated invitingly.

Rodrigo and I exchanged a glance. I nodded ‘yes, take her.’ He bowed his head in agreement, pulling her legs into his arms, pushing them back. Olivia gasped. Now fully exposed, she was open to whatever he wanted. And he wanted her!

His cock came up to touch her sex, laying it across her clit. Its girth still amazed me. As he scraped it across her clit, he rested on her pubic bone. The damn thing went all the way to her belly button. How did that log fit inside her?!

“Yes… yes…”

“Tell us what you want,” I said, as Rodrigo drew back, his cockhead now at the mouth of her opening. “Tell us…”

She started slowly. “I want you to fuck me… fuck me hard… take me for your pleasure…” He pushed inward, the stretch starting all over again. Her groan was guttural, animalistic, as she pushed her hips forward. “Oh god… yes… oh, Jack, it’s so big.” He pushed her legs further back, exposing her more, finishing all the way in.

And she came. Screaming, grasping my legs, her body thrashing on the bed. Holy shit, I thought, he hadn’t even started yet. As if that was some signal, he pulled back and took her like she wanted. Hard driving. Like a machine pistoning inside her.

Her next orgasm swept through her, then another. They seemed unstoppable as he took his pleasure from her. He went on and on, slamming into her. Olivia’s own matched the bliss on Rodrigo’s face. She loved this. He adjusted her underneath him a couple of times. Then was right back to the full-out assault.

I couldn’t believe how long he lasted. He went on and on. Olivia was gasping for breath. “Oh god… oh god… yes…” as each wave of climax tore through her. Her hands pulsed on my legs, eventually moving up to grab my rock-hard cock dangling inches away. “Oh, babe…. I’m so glad you like watching this… such pleasure… oh god… please, please, Jack… let me suck on you… I want you inside me.”

I moved around to her side, leaning over, my cock touching her lips. She hungrily took it in, feeling the pressure now from above and below.

It was an odd feeling for me. He was pounding into her so hard that her sucking became a rhythmic pulse of sucking and shifting. As he would push into her, her head would move, slashing my rod inside her mouth. She matched each thrust with a strong sucking to increase the pleasure.

I was not like Rodrigo. All this stimulation was taking me to the very edge. As she felt me swell, she pulled her mouth off, her hands stroking me. “Cum on my face… do it… I want that…” And I did, cumming with everything I had, my own grunts of pleasure throwing spunk over her face. Her tongue trying to reach as much as possible.

That was the trigger Rodrigo needed as well. He gave a loud grunt, pulling out at the last moment, furiously stroking his rod. His load was like his cock… massive. The spunk sprayed all the way to her chin in thick ropes. It covered her breasts, her abdomen, her mons, with what seemed like gallons of cum. The sheer volume shocked me!

When finally done, he collapsed on the bed, on the other side of her. Even Rodrigo had limits. I helped him pull her head up to the pillow, then we both laid down on each side. Our mutual cum coated her body. She reached down to take a scoop off her face, putting it in her mouth. This inspired me to follow suit. I took a load off her breasts, moving it to her mouth. She greedily sucked it off my finger. Rodrigo saw us and got into the game as well. Soon, every hand was scooping a delivery into her mouth. She took it like a sweet nectar.

I even took a scoop of his cum as well. It tasted salty, bitter. She saw me do it and fed me more. He followed, pushing his cum into my mouth. I was rock-hard again as I sucked the cum off their fingers. I had never had such a dirty thrill before.

Once she was clean, we all cuddled together on the bed and were fast asleep, as exhaustion took us.

Twice that night, I woke up to movement on the bed. The first time, he was on top, pounding into her. I watched through multiple orgasms and to his own climax, then fell back to sleep. Olivia cuddled in my arms when it was over.

The second time, she moved away from me as I watched her crawl to him, sucking him until he was hard, then mounted him on top. She transported to Rodrigo’s world. The look on her face was pure bliss as she ground herself onto him. She came multiple times, continuing until he came again. That took a long time for his third go. My wife didn’t mind a bit.

We spent the entire weekend inside his apartment, in and out of bed, only stopping to have a couple of meals delivered. We were entwined intimately most of that time. We took several showers together.

I shot my load into her multiple times and we even took her together. She rode him on his back, and me in her ass. Truth is, I did not know she had this kind of slut in her, but who’s complaining?


Epilogue



Rodrigo became a regular partner in our bed after that. She even went over to his apartment without me frequently, with my full blessing. She would come home and show me where he took her. I especially liked the red marks of his teeth on her tender nipples.

One time, he invited a friend from out of town to join us. I spent most of the evening sitting in the chair as Olivia’s two big dicks ravished her. His friend, Taylor, was not as big as Rodrigo, though he lasted just as long.

I have never seen her cum so many times. She even took them both at the same time. It amazed me Taylor’s enormous dick fit in her ass.

As they say, all good things must end. About six months later, Rodrigo’s ex-wife called, saying she missed him and wanted to get back together. She moved back to town and our play was over.

The surprising thing? Olivia did not suggest finding another partner or even continuing with her dildo. She had fulfilled the fantasy.

Three years later, we went back to the resort that started it all. They had completely renovated the hotel complex after a hurricane, offering special rates to all previous guests. We went back to have some fun. She picked up a large black man at the bar one evening, taking him to our room. He wasn’t as big as Rodrigo, though big enough. She screamed with the pleasure he gave, milking his cock until he came multiple times. I came all over her face twice that weekend.

In the end, we continued to make love frequently. I even brought out her dildo a few times. She enjoyed it, cumming multiple times, even though she no longer suggested it herself. Her big-dick obsession was satisfied; the fever broken.

As I look back on our experience of catching a big one, I was glad we did. She liked it. I liked it. And Rodrigo certainly did. Maybe, he will invite us to join with his own wife one day… Hey, hope springs eternal!
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Click here to get the next book in the series.

A Hotwife Returns

Catching a Bigger One

A GK Grayson Wife Sharing Story

After we stopped playing with Rodrigo and his large ‘tool’, Olivia seemed to go back to the old ways, indifferent to our 16 year married love life. I needed to return her to the pleasure she had with him. And back to the ‘us’ we had found there. 

What better way than to return to the resort where it all started? Surely we can catch another big one to give her what she needs. This is a sequel to the book, Catching a Big One, but can be read as a standalone book.

This book was originally part of the Ultimate Hotwife Vacation series.
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His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 70-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com
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You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.
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THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed. This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

My Sizzling Barbecue

The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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BEING SET FREE series: These husbands set their wives free to be the hotwife they want to be. Turns out, being a MILF to college boys was just wanted they wanted... as a start. Soon, that wasn't enough. The three book series is available as a bundle, called Being Set Free.

MILF Set Free

MILF Set Free 2

Eileen Set Free

Being Set Free (bundle of all three books)
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THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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