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Beginning the ‘Catching a Big One’ Series
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Click here to see how it started.

A GK Grayson Wife Sharing Story

I knew my wife liked large ‘tools’, almost from the day we got married. We honeymooned at a resort where one guy showed her a full 10-inch monstrosity. We had the best sex that week as she played out her fantasy. 

Now, in our married mid-30s, I was looking for a way to jumpstart our torpid love life and remembered Mr. Big. Maybe I could catch a big one for her to enjoy… for real this time.

Also available as part of Finding My Inner Hotwife, a 3-book bundle of hotwife stories.


Chapter 1

Long Married Sex



Another Saturday night, watching movies with the kids, going to bed early. Not boring exactly… We were having fun. The movies are entertaining, and watching our kids react to some of the old movies we enjoyed as kids ourselves has its own rewards.

Still, memories of watching her cry out with pleasure as Rodrigo plunged into her haunts my memory, even though that was nearly four years ago now. Hard not to get aroused when thinking about all the fun we had. We got a lot of Friday and Saturday night babysitters in those days, while the grandparents loved hosting their beloved grand babies for entire weekends! My wife Olivia simply hasn’t been the same since we stopped seeing him.

Okay… I’m giving you the wrong impression. Maybe a little unfair, even. To say she isn’t the same implies something bad. That’s not it exactly. We still make love frequently. She is still a loving wife. Her positive attitude towards the kids hasn’t changed. We are pretty happy together… all things considered.

There I go again, being unfair. Words like ‘pretty happy’ always imply something terrible is going on under the surface. There really isn’t in our case. Truth is, we’ve just gone back to the way we were before Mr. Big Dick came into our lives.

During our Rodrigo ‘phase’ of planning, preparing, then playing with him, coming down off the high, lasting a couple years total, Olivia was simply ALIVE. More vibrant somehow. Her eyes shone with a passion that included me as much as him. It made everything around her special because she felt special herself. THAT is what I miss.

After experiencing bliss like that, going back to the way we were before… while still pretty good… leaves a gaping hole in my expectations about what life could be. I wanted her to feel like that again, to be alive like she was then. Unfortunately, all my efforts to change things have failed.

How do I explain what happened? Let’s take a quick step back. I found out my wife had a thing for large cocks on our honeymoon. Better to learn these things early on, right? We were at a Caribbean resort, enjoying some time on a nude beach next to the complex. A very large black man was cuddling with his girlfriend/wife (who knows at these resorts). Anyway, they were very close to us.

The couple was getting very frisky on the beach, finally deciding to go to their room. When the guy stood up, the full glory of his shaft flew out in front of him. I swear Olivia stopped breathing. As he walked out, towel now wrapped around his middle, he noticed my wife’s gaze following him. Just for fun, he popped his towel open right in front of her as he passed, his 10-inches of fully aroused man-meat only two feet from her face. I wondered for a moment whether my wife would ever start breathing again. The guy laughed as he walked away.

My wife did not laugh. She dragged me up to our hotel room, and we played out that fantasy as if I was the one with the gigantic cock. Wow! That was hot. She fucked me like never before. So much that it embarrassed her afterwards. We had been together for a couple of years before getting married, made love many times, yet this was her first ‘reveal’ for her new husband. You know, that moment when your partner lets you into the deep inner workings of their mind.

Olivia, my blushing new bride, sole owner of my heart, had a thing for really large cocks. A powerful thing at that! Now I’m no slouch. Not big like that… Still, above average for sure! I spend a lot of time at the gym. Seen a lot of tools. My cock is at least 7 inches when hard, fairly thick around, and I’m confident I know how to use it. No, performance is not the problem.

For her, there is something about the length and girth of a monster tool that sets her mind on fire. No different from folks that like to lick toes, or be tied up, I suppose. Watching that shaft bobbing in front of her lit a fire. She kept that flame burning much of our honeymoon. So much fun… We never repeated that fantasy… at least not for the next 12 years… but I remembered it as one of the hottest things we had ever done.

As our lives got bogged down with kids, jobs, and not enough time in the day, our love life fell further to the bottom of every priority pile.

Memories of that session on our honeymoon gave me an idea of how to get us back on track. I decided to find her a live big dick to experience herself. It took multiple months of slow prep. Watching porn with large members to get her interested again, practicing with large dildos, looking for a suitable candidate, then planning with the one I found, a fellow weightlifter named Rodrigo.

He turned out to be even better than we expected. We played at least 2-3 times a month for the next six months. Funny, as we played, I never felt jealous, or like she was going to leave me for him, despite his prowess in the bedroom. I even allowed her to go to him without me many times. I liked her receiving so much pleasure out of it.

Eventually, everything stopped. Rodrigo’s ex-wife, who had moved to California for a career opportunity, decided she loved him more than the job. Moved back to get together again. All the play suddenly stopped.

The surprising thing? Olivia did not suggest finding another partner or even continuing with her dildo. She had fulfilled the fantasy. Her big-dick obsession apparently satisfied.

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, yet 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.

After that, we continued to make love frequently. I even brought out her extra-large dildo a few times. She enjoyed it, cumming frequently. Just not the same. She no longer suggested it herself. The fever had been broken.

Something is missing now. It’s not that she has stopped ‘being’ anything as much as she has reverted to the way we were before Rodrigo. Again, ‘before’ wasn’t so bad. We were happy. Yet, it was dull. What’s the saying? She seems to be ‘going through the motions…’

Neither of us could get back to that place again. Frankly, I don’t think it’s because my cock isn’t as big as Rodrigo’s. Few are. That would be too simple. Nor is it because I am not a loving husband. I believe I am. Nor that she doesn’t love me. She proves that to me every day in multiple little ways.

No, it’s the intangibles. Now days, she no longer approaches me about making love. I always have to be the one to suggest it. That was never the case, even before Rodrigo. Back then, when we made love, she was considerate, attentive, and loving. Interested in sharing the pleasure. She was passionate, committed, always getting into it.

You can probably tell by my words that none of those apply any longer. I kept thinking she would come around. She never did.

Don’t get me wrong. It’s not like she stopped caring about me. Nothing like that at all. Our relationship just moved… not sure the correct words… into a more ‘mature’ phase? One where sexual gratification and desire were no longer very important, relegated to memories of youth, like staying up all night drinking and cavorting with friends.

She could grow up now, put all those youthful enthusiasms behind her. Like the soccer player who finally has to give up regular play when his knees barked after every game. Some things just change with time.

On reflection, I wonder if she sees this as something she needed to get out of her system. A desire that gnawed at her all those years needing to be released. You know, one of those ‘If only I had done this one thing…’ A missed opportunity. Now that she has done it, and in such spectacular fashion with Rodrigo, the wild fling of excess desire has been released, like a runner at the end of the marathon who’s had enough running. She seemed ready to stop.

My problem now is what to do about it. We are only 39 years old. I’m not willing to give up all sexual excitement for the rest of my life! I want to feel her avid desire again, to watch her cry out with the pleasure only large cocks give her, to see her eyes grow wide every time she saw Rodrigo’s tool at the start of every session.

What can I do to get her back into the groove again? There must be something…


Chapter 2

Not Willing to Stop



“Why is this such an issue for you?” Olivia asked, clearly exasperated. “Let it go.” We were out to dinner on a Tuesday evening. The grandparents had agreed to take the kids for a rare outing on a school night. “I had a good time playing with Rodrigo. Enjoyed it very much. I know you did too. Yes, I miss the big cock. Very pleasant. So? Time to move on, don’t you think?”

What could I say to that? NO! I wanted to yell back at her, instead… “I guess… Maybe there’s something missing since Rodrigo left. Your desire… our attachment to each other… your interest in enjoying our sensual relationship… I want to get that back.”

“We can go back to using the dildo if you insist, though I don’t see why that’s necessary. Yours is more than enough for me.”

“I know that. This is not about me feeling inadequate. It’s about your joy. Frankly, it’s like your life energy has been sucked out of you. While we played with Rodrigo, you were so animated, so full of life. I miss that.”

“Too depressing for you now, am I?” she giggled.

“Come on, Olly. You know what I mean. You must feel it yourself.”

She looked around the restaurant, making sure no one could hear what she was saying, then nodded at me. “Of course, I feel it. The three of us had great fun. I miss that. I’m just not willing to hit the bars or go online, hoping to find a replacement. It’ll be tough to catch lightning in that bottle a second time.”

She touched my arm, squeezing me tenderly, reassuringly. “Jack, don’t take this the wrong way. I am not pining for him or want to leave you to go back to him. Nothing like that. I think Rodrigo was unique. Special to me, besides being my first big one. His temperament… his control… his willingness to share… not going to find another man like him. It hurt when he called it off. I won’t deny it… wanted to do it more… Though not as much as I wanted to stay married to you.”

I was scrambling trying to get her off this negative path. “We could find someone else.”

“Jack… I don’t want to go back to being that way again. How often we played… How often I wanted it… I was obsessed with that damn cock… out of control. The more I look back on it… frankly… I’m just embarrassed by the whole thing. It’s just unseemly for a woman my age.”

“Your age? You’re only 39, babe, in the prime of your womanhood.”

She patted me on the arm again, smiling. “Thanks for saying so, but my saggy boobs tell me your babe has a few miles on her. That’s okay. I am comfortable with who I am.” She took a couple deep breaths, as if ready to reveal some deep secret. “The reality is quite simple, my love. I’m not willing to roll any dice that would put what we have at risk. Just not. I value you and our family more than any form of physical pleasure. No matter how much I liked it.”

“Here’s the truth, my love. The real truth,” she said, her tone suddenly going serious. “I didn’t want to tell you this because I know you two were friends…”

“Tell me what?”

“Remember Bob & Milly Griffin?”

“Of course. Haven’t seen Bob in months. Since the divorce was finalized, I think. When was that? Early this year?”

“I have seen Milly several times since then, always for lunch.”

“Okay…” My quizzical look made her smile.

“I never told you why they divorced, did I?”

“Bob told me she found a new guy, left him because of the relationship.”

“That is true. Regrettably, there’s more to the story. Milly was a hotwife like I was, Jack.” My shocked look made her giggle. Milly was good looking. Still… playing around? She seemed so stuffy all the time!

“She loved playing, and Bob loved to watch her with the guys.” I gasped at the news. While I knew Bob as a friend, we never had personal conversations like that. More ‘guy talk’, sports, politics, that kind of thing. “She told me the story of their breakup. How it happened. Want to hear it?”

“Do I care? Two people… things happen.”

“I think you will care after hearing the story.” I nodded for her to go ahead. “They had played around for several years. Both of them really enjoyed it. Milly, especially. She couldn’t get enough. She only played with black guys that had big cocks. Even went into some threesomes with two at a time. They had been talking about openly swinging. She played often, even when Bob traveled on business. Often spent the night with guys when Bob was home with the kids.”

Wow! The things you don’t know about people. Bob was always such a mild guy, hardly one to touch the edges of propriety. Didn’t even have strong political opinions. How he could go along with… oh wait. Shit. I get it. That was the same situation we were in with Rodrigo. I was the accepting guy in that equation.

“Milly got so into it, she finally found a black cock she couldn’t live without. Bob freaked out, refusing to play again. She left him.”

“Oh my god…” I gasped. “That’s why the sudden split with everyone so hush-hush about why…”

Olivia nodded again. “That’s the point, Jack! He saw it as a way for them to experience a little sexual thrill… it suddenly became a major mistake. A FATAL one for their relationship. Neither one of them planned that.”

She held both my hands with hers, squeezing them tight. “I love you with all my heart, Jack. I want to be married to you… till death do us part. Why would I want to risk continually introducing new challenges into our relationship? I simply WON’T roll the dice on our family to find another big dick. I won’t. ”

Her stern look and firm grip told me this was no longer negotiable. A statement, not a discussion. “Okay… okay… I’m not forcing you to do anything. It was always voluntary.”

“Milly has regretted that every day since. She’s been through a string of black guys to get her fix. Now, she misses her life… her family. She didn’t challenge the divorce or contest it. He got custody. Now, he won’t let her visit the kids without supervision. Bob won’t even talk to her on the phone. They have to communicate through text messages.”

“Crap… sorry, just had a horrible ‘who could blame him?’ thought… that wasn’t fair, either. I get your point. Things got out of hand. They had no weapons to handle the emotions.”

Olivia leaned over to kiss me on the cheek. “I don’t want that to happen to us, okay? Never.”

What could I say to that? I loved her just as much. The mystery of my own heart has always been a surprise. Never, in all the time we played with Rodrigo, did I feel jealous or excluded or threatened. I just wanted her to have the joy she could only get from that source.

It had nothing to do with me. I couldn’t be that cock. Physically impossible and knew that. Do I feel bad because I couldn’t play basketball like LeBron James… with his 6-8 frame, basketball bod and killer jump shot? No… I simply didn’t have that gift. Why would I be jealous about it?

Maybe I was too cavalier about the whole thing… too loose with my wife’s sexual favors… Maybe… yet, I knew that wasn’t it. I would feel this way if she wanted me to tie her up or paddle her bottom. I loved her so much, it didn’t matter to me how she wanted to receive her pleasure… as long as she got what she needed.

Our connection was powerful. I didn’t feel threatened by any of these cocks. This wasn’t arrogance or false bravado. All her talk about not wanting to roll the dice simply drove that home even more. She felt the same. Let’s face it, if she left me for the next big dick, like Milly… well, that would just be a sign that we weren’t really together. She would have eventually left me, anyway.

The core of our relationship is the love we share, our commonalities of interest, our family, and the history we have built together over the last 16 years. That woman ain’t leaving me for a big dick.

I nodded to her. My mind was reeling with the surprise revelation. How could that have happened? Milly gotten so into the pleasure she lost all perspective. Or Bob forget why he was there… for her to feel that pleasure! I need to call him, catchup. Haven’t spoken to him since the divorce was final.

Her words finally sunk in. She was afraid of what might happen after the Milly story. I got that. Yet, the more I thought about it, I didn’t WANT to move on. Not only did she enjoy being pleasured that way, I equally enjoyed the experience of watching her be pleasured. I wanted to hear her screams of release again!


Chapter 3

Finding a Solution



Funny how the mind works. I was already planning how to convince her. How I can get her back into the game while making sure she would feel safe about our relationship while she played.

Clearly, finding someone online would not work. She would not cooperate. In fact, I got the impression anyone local would be unacceptable. Olivia would not be willing to introduce an ongoing relationship like Rodrigo, with any risk of disrupting our own.

Unless there was something buried deep inside she wasn’t sharing… there could be some feelings, maybe… No, that wasn’t it. There was no question she really liked it… liked him. As often as she went back to Rodrigo, with and without me… she liked him a lot. No surprise there.

I had seen her with Rodrigo many times. THAT was a great lover! Gave her tremendous pleasure. If she didn’t leave me for him, there was little risk of her leaving me for somebody else.

So what could we do? I knew I wanted to continue playing. Maybe a confession is in order here. It’s not all about her. I have my own fetish. I LOVED watching her enjoy those big dicks. The pleasure they gave her, the sheer joy that came out of her life after a session with Rodrigo… I wanted to see that again. Even if she wasn’t willing to take the risk, she certainly was NOT resistant to the pleasure.

What might work to get her back in the groove? We could go back to the resort… the place where everything started. Our previous attempt only had moderate success. It was fun playing… she came and came…Yet, neither of the guys had the gigantic cock she craved.

Going down there hoping to find that one unique person… It’s too much of a crapshoot. The odds were against us. Finding a guy with all the ingredients: an enormous cock, the right temperament, and willing to share. That would also allow me to play? Always going to be a stretch.

So what to do? I didn’t have a fucking clue!

[image: ]


Calling Rodrigo seemed to be the right answer. We had been regular lifting partners while the play was going on. Ever since his wife returned, he stopped going to the gym late. Instead, doing a workout in the 5:30 session.

This is how I found him in the first place. My friend Chad told me he knew a guy with a large tool. I rearranged my gym schedule to match his, then worked to meet him. After months of lifting together, and then playing with my wife, we had become very close friends. I regretted his stopping play when his wife returned, yet I was glad she did. He really missed her. Missed her a lot.

I still saw him regularly at the gym, though we avoided talking about Olivia for obvious reasons. His wife often came with him. This time, she was missing, so I took a chance.

“I really want to play again,” I told him. “Since you’re not available, trying to figure out what to suggest to her.”

He put the bar back on the rack, sat up on the bench, looking at me. “So what’s stopping you? I’m not the only guy in the world with a big dick. I even introduced you to one. Remember Taylor? We had that threesome…”

“Right… forgot about him.” He was all of Rodrigo’s cock size in a smaller body package. Taylor was even more a freak of nature than Rodrigo. Rodrigo was a very large man. Six-five, 250, massive frame. You would expect his rod to be proportionately bigger as well.

Taylor was a genuine freak, especially when he took his pants off. His body wasn’t nearly as big, yet his cock was massive. This guy, no bigger than me, had a rod at least 9-10 inches long when hard with girth as wide as Olivia’s forearm. Simply huge. He sure gave it to her when they had their threesome. It surprised me she could take that log in her rear opening. It looked too big at the time! Still, she was so far gone that late in their session, probably could have taken anything while Rodrigo was pushing himself into her!

There was something about his personality, though… trying to remember. Not like Rodrigo. Despite his size, Rodrigo was a very gentle man. Very understanding, easy to get along with. He went out of his way not to exclude or humiliate me. I never felt left out or pushed aside. In fact, when Olivia asked to go over to see him by herself, I didn’t think twice. Didn’t really care.

Taylor… not so much. He couldn’t imagine allowing his own wife to make love to someone else. Liked to make fun of me while he was doing it. He probably read a story or two about the weak cuckold bit, thought it was required. ‘You’re too small to satisfy this one.’ ‘Hey, cuck, look how hard I make her cum.’ Stuff like that. I didn’t mind, knew where it was coming from. Just ignored it.

Olivia wasn’t about to allow that! One time, in the middle of their threesome… Rodrigo on his back, Olivia on top grinding onto his rod… Taylor walked up, shoving his cock in her mouth. She gobbled it down, worshiping that lovely instrument. Then he made a big mistake. He started talking to me. All kinds of trash talk about how I wasn’t good enough for her, too weak.

I chuckled to myself at the memory. Olivia yanked her mouth off of him. Her hand went across his rod like an avenging angel. WHACK!!! Right on the side of the shaft, catching a little ball in the swipe. I thought the guy was going to pass out, as he jerked back suddenly.

‘I never want to hear you talking about my husband that way again!’ The anger in her voice was unmistakable. Taylor moved back from the bed, afraid she would hit him again, as Rodrigo and I roared with laughter. ‘He is not weak. He is not small. I love him with my very soul. You will NOT talk to him that way.’

Every male head in the room stopped all movement, staring at this avenging angel that turned up in our midst. I could only nod my head. If I ever needed any proof that no threat existed, that was it. Even in the middle of her ecstasy, she would not tolerate any criticism of me.

Taylor calmed down after that. He would occasionally look at me with a smirk every once in a while. He knew better than to say anything. That’s for sure.

“Does he come to town very often?” I asked Rodrigo. They played football together in college, I recalled. “Lives in Pittsburgh, right?”

“Rarely… every few years. Works for a software company that integrates with Brewster Systems here in town. They send him for training when a new release comes out.”

“Might work,” I said. “Get her a dick fix, then he’s off back to Pitt.”

“He ain’t coming for a while. He was in town last month for the big tech convention at the Center. Stayed with Ruby and I.”

There must have been something in the inquisitiveness of my look. Rodrigo chuckled. “And no, we did not play with him. Not sure Ruby would be into that the way your wife is.”

I just smiled. “Didn’t say a thing,” as I chuckled, hands up in surrender. “Not one thing.”

We moved over to the next piece of equipment. As he set the weights, I asked. “Do you think he would play if we asked?”

That got him laughing loud enough to have people turn our way. “Not sure about that…” he roared, leaning closer to whisper in my ear, “though he won’t be saying anything against you if he does!”

That created another round of laughter between us, remembering the slap. “I worry that might have turned him off of any future play. He seemed enjoy the old cuckold humiliation thing…”

“He did,” Rodrigo laughed. “That he did. In his defense, I knew you before I knew Olivia. I knew what you were like. He didn’t. Gotta cut him some slack.”

“Didn’t bother me. I AM that cuckold and I’m good with that. I treat it like some guy cursing at you on the highway. Didn’t really care.”

“Your wife sure did. Taylor and I must have talked about that for a month after it happened. Caught him by surprise, that’s for sure. In answer to your question… judging from the discussion we had afterward… yes, he would be interested, and no, he won’t ever criticize you again in front of her! That boy learned his lesson!”

By this time he was grunting with his next reps as I spotted the bar, struggling to maintain concentration as the humor of the situation kept returning to his thoughts.

“The thing is, Olivia doesn’t want to do it with anyone local again. You were a once-in-a-lifetime thing, she says. Loved going back and forth to you… really enjoyed that. Unfortunately, she heard a story from a friend that freaked her out.” I told him the Milly & Bob story.

Rodrigo shook his head in sympathy for the guy. “Tough way to make a mistake.”

“The point is, she doesn’t want to do that… to be in a position where that would be a possibility. Taylor might be a perfect solution. We could arrange a one-off trip to meet, let her get the joy back, then we all return to our separate towns.”

“Sounds like a solution to me,” Rodrigo said. “Maybe you could meet at that resort where you saw the first cock. I’m sure he would enjoy going down there for a long weekend or something. He enjoyed humping your old lady, that’s for sure. Would not want to miss another chance. Besides, then she’ll know why we are going there. Might build anticipation.”

“Mmm… maybe,” I said hesitantly. “She seems resistant to the idea right now. I have been playing with an idea of not telling her. Going down with the possibility of playing, then running into Taylor, who just happened to be visiting at the same time… Pure coincidence, of course.” The sheepish look on my face made Rodrigo laugh even louder.

“Sounds like a plan, though I would not want to be you when she finds out you arranged the whole thing… and you know she’ll find out.”

“You’re right. I can’t lie to her. Not sure how I’ll arrange it. Gotta think something up.”

Rodrigo reached over, grabbing his phone. Mine pinged moments later. “That’s Taylor cell. Call him. Maybe you can work something out. Even if you don’t tell her the truth about why Taylor was there, as long as you don’t force her to play, she won’t mind. Let her choose for herself. Taylor will have no trouble finding someone else at the resort. A guy with his… endowments… never does,” he chuckled.

I nodded at the truth in that statement.


Chapter 4

Taking a Vacation



It took me a few weeks to work out the details in my head, finally calling Taylor on his cell. I texted him a couple times, then went into a back conference room in my office to do a video call.

Taylor was a very dark-skinned black man. Almost African, he was so dark, though multi-generation American. Grew up in Pittsburgh. Went to State U to play football with Rodrigo. He was a handsome man, no doubt about that. Slightly taller than me, and a funny guy. Always likes the quips and sarcastic responses. Certainly a fun guy to spend a weekend with… while we all humped Olivia!

“So you want me to fuck the bitch again?” He grabbed his tool on the phone in a comically vulgar gesture, poking his hips out at me. “You like what my monster does to her?”

I burst out laughing. “You’re a fucking asshole, you know that, don’t you?” I paused for a moment, leaning toward the phone as if someone might hear me. “Just don’t say anything like that around Olivia…”

Now we were laughing for real. “That bitch went crazy. I’ll never do that again!”

45 minutes later, while we talked about his other play experiences and what it was like to play football with Rodrigo, my comfort level grew and we got to the point.

“I would like for you to join us again. Olivia no longer wants to have anyone regularly like she did with Rodrigo. She’s too nervous about social and emotional ramifications. I was thinking instead, we could meet at a resort. We go at the same time and just run into you at the bar. Since she will already know you, thought we could play the rest of the time we are there. Would that work for you?”

“You would do that? Let her play like that?”

“Of course I would. If it gives her pleasure, I’d do anything for her. Besides, I’ll be in the room at the same time.”

Taylor nodded, looking at me for a long moment. “You really love her, don’t you?” he asked.

“I love her more than I could ever express to you. Will do anything to make her happy.”

“But… but… letting somebody like me give her dick?”

Since he had already played with her, knew how she was with me, while my face showed no concern, he seemed to suddenly get it.

“You love her that much…”

At that moment, I felt sorry for him. He was so entrenched with his own sexual prowess, he thought that as soon as he unleashed the Big Dick, that Olivia would swoon in his arms. It was all over for us.

“Sorry, Taylor… if you thought because you gave it to her hard that she was suddenly going to leave me… that’s not going to happen. If that’s what you think, don’t come. You will only be disappointed.”

“You’re awful cocky for someone offering his wife to another man.”

“With good reason. If she didn’t leave me for Rodrigo, she’s not leaving me for you. Nor anyone else. I don’t have performance issues, or too small to satisfy. We just do this for fun. She likes large tools and I think she would enjoy yours.” I chuckled again. “If you think she’s going to abandon her family and me for a big dick… sorry… she’s had big dicks before. Not going to happen.”

By this time, Taylor was all but falling over himself on the phone, trying to apologize. “Hey, man. I’m not trying to take your wife away. Don’t take it that way. Only… Rodrigo has had this happen too… I’ve had women… not sure what the right word is… kind of go crazy! Had to have more. Couldn’t let me go. Sounds fun for a bit. Actually wasn’t.”

I just smiled at him. What could I say? No chance of that happening? “Here’s the point, my friend. You are coming to the resort for her pleasure and her pleasure only. No long-term story. No worries about kids or family relations. You are there to give her the big dick. As often as you can get it up, she will find a place for you to put it. You are simply there to give it to her as often as she likes.”

Then I looked at him with a very serious look, a wry grin painting my face. “She likes a lot! You up for the challenge?”

He started laughing. “I’m good. I’m good… when are you thinking about going?”

We went through several choices, ended up choosing January, after the kids were back in school. I had already arranged for my parents to come for the week while we were on vacation.
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Now, the hard part. Convincing Olivia to go. Remember, we went back to that resort shortly after we stopped seeing Rodrigo three years ago. She found a couple of guys, enjoyed them. Just wasn’t the same. Simply not as interested as she had been with Rodrigo. Okay… the fact that we never found anyone of his size or temperament may have been a major factor. Without that, she simply wasn’t interested. Swinging or other things like that were not where she wanted to go. As she often joked, she was a ‘size queen’. Open play wasn’t for her.

Here’s the plan I decided on. Convince her to go to the resort. If we found someone, great. If not, we enjoy a week of sun and surf. I would arrange for us to meet Taylor there. If she wants to play, we can. I hoped the fact she had been with him before, and knew of his endowments, would help her decide. Plus, that she could play with no one finding out and that he lived in a different city… this combination should be enough to drop her resistance.

That was my plan, at least. Now I had to talk to her.
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“Jack, why don’t you just let it go? I know you like for me to feel that pleasure… and I appreciate that… ”

“Come on, babe. We need a vacation! Been nearly three years. My folks have agreed to come here so the kids would not have school disruption. We can get away for a week of sand and surf. What could be better than that?”

“And that’s all?”

“If something else happens… so be it. If not, we just relax. Hey, you never know… maybe you’ll see someone you like. The sun should be hot, the sand white and soft, and your skin ready to feel some heat after the winter we’ve been having.”

The pleading look in my eyes set her to laughing. I knew I had her at that point.

“Olivia, if you want to play, I’m good with that. If not, I’m good there too. Choosing NOT to take a vacation to prove your resistance seems kind of silly. We never going to a beach resort again?”

That was it! She finally gave in. We spent the rest of the time talking about the week I had planned, checking out airline schedules, and what she would wear. I suggested she go buy something new, just for the trip. Hinting something scandalous would be perfect. No one will know us down there. Showing off a little boob for an evening out might be fun, even attract some attention we both enjoy…”

“You are hopeless…” she giggled, smiling. It was in the eyes. I could see the desire, the possibility of having what she wanted again. Low risk, high reward… She would come around.
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Okay… I know what you’re thinking. I’m trying to force her to do something that she doesn’t want to do and using this subterfuge to trick her into it. Maybe there’s some truth to that… though not really. I think just the opposite is true.

She WANTS to do this, though was afraid of what might happen at home if it went on too long… scandal, shame, a Milly & Bob situation… so was not willing to take part, no matter how much she might enjoy it.

By going to the resort, allowing her wild side to find expression, I believe she can have the fun she desperately wants while doing so in an environment with minimal risk. The location we have chosen is a ‘lifestyle’ resort. We didn’t know that when we went there as honeymooners. We do now.

Everyone there will be looking to play in one way or another. Clothing will be optional in large parts of the resort, and scandalously transparent everywhere else. Olivia can let her inner slut fly loose while there, then stuff it back in as we step on the plane to return home.

As for Taylor’s involvement, this is just another way of increasing her comfort level. She knows him. Knows the size of his tool. Knows the pleasure he can bring. That he lives in another town is just a side benefit. There’s no chance of us repeatedly visiting his home in Pittsburgh. He comes to town occasionally to stay with Rodrigo. Maybe we could arrange something on those infrequent visits. That’s about as safe an arrangement as I can imagine.

Well, at least that’s my story, and I’m sticking to it!


Chapter 5

High Flying



The first wrinkle in my ‘meticulous’ plan came from Taylor. For work-related reasons, he would not get to the resort until Wednesday that week. That meant we were on our own from Sunday afternoon when we arrived. That would not be a problem.

As I suspected would happen, the closer we got to the trip, the friskier Olivia became. The week before we left, I even found her in the shower humping her old ‘super large’ 9-inch dildo. It’s wide girth rivaled Rodrigo’s. We used it for much fun as we got ready to play with him so many years ago. To my knowledge, she hadn’t pulled it out of the drawer since then.

When I arrived home from work that night, the kids were down in the family room watching TV. They were enjoying a fun movie. When I asked where mom was, they said she was up taking a shower. Upstairs, I could hear the water running. Olivia washing the concerns of the workday away.

Sure enough, the door was closed to our bathroom when I walked into the bedroom. My ears pricked up. I could hear soft groans through the door. I remembered that moan well, quickly locking the bedroom door and ripping my clothes off.

Quietly opening the bathroom door, Olivia was on her knees in the shower. The massive dildo suction-attached to the wall, as she worked her pussy on it. It was all in the face, that grimace of absolute misery, which I knew was just the opposite. She was getting very close. I stood there watching, stroking myself. My rod was already at 3/4 mast.

I opened the shower door, trying to make as little noise as possible. Her groans seemed much louder in this enclosed space. Olivia was so engrossed in her own pleasure, she startled suddenly when I stroked her hair. She smiled up at me as I moved my cock near her face. Her mouth wasted no time gobbling me in. Our eyes locked on each other.

My nod of approval allowed her to let go, driving herself against the dildo on the wall while sucking me as hard as she could. Our eyes maintained contact as long as possible. Eventually, the pleasure caused her to close them, concentrating on what she wanted, pushing her hips repeatedly onto the source of her pleasure.

Her body shuddered as the release tore through her body. I could see the waves shaking her, though I kept my cock in her mouth to reduce the noise. Just as she finished, I yanked my cock out, beating it furiously with my fist until spurt after spurt covered her face with my essence as she playfully tried to catch as much as she could with her mouth.

“Getting ready for the trip, are we?” I grinned, helping her off her knees.

She could only nod as her arms wrapped around me. I could feel the aftershocks of the pleasure still quivering inside her.

“I’m sorry, my love. Don’t be mad. It’s all I could think about at my desk all afternoon.”

“Did I look mad to you?” I chuckled, pulling her face up to mine, allowing the water to cleanse my spunk off her face. We kissed for long moments as the water found its chaotic path across our bodies. We didn’t care. Only the kiss and our passion mattered at that moment.

Pulling from our embrace, I held her head in my hands, our eyes needing each other. “Next week, you get a free pass. I want to watch you fill that pussy with all the cock you desire. I want you to let that inner slut out for open play. Hopefully, you won’t leave me out too much, yet if I come back to our hotel room and hear you being savagely fucked on the bed, I will not be mad. THAT is why we are going.”

“I will not do it without you in the room. I promise.”

“Understood. I would like to watch you as much as possible. Still… if you are getting frisky with some big cock in the pool and he wants to drag you over to the side to hump away, even if I’m not there. I give you my full permission to enjoy as many as you like.”

She hugged me tight, burying her face in my chest. “Are you sure we should do this? Seems so risky now?”

“Didn’t seem so risky with Rodrigo?”

“It was… I just ignored it after seeing that monster in my face…” she giggled. “This feels different, somehow. More unknowns. Like we are going there just to get me fucked.”

“Isn’t that the truth? Why we ARE going there?”

She giggled again, holding me tighter. “I just don’t want anything to interfere with what we have here. I never want to lose that.”

Stroking her hair, and down her back, I gripped her snuggly, letting our love fill the space. “I’m not like Bob, Olly. I want you to have the pleasure. It is my gift to you… given with love. You can have as much or as little as you want next week.”

I turned the water off, opened the shower door, lifting a towel off the stand. As I wrapped it around her beautiful body, holding her close, I held her face in my hand. A firm grip of resolve. “I am also unlike Bob… no one will come between you and me. I will fight for us… for our family. No big dick will ever interfere in that. Understand?”

“Thank you, my love. For the free pass… for your love… and for your understanding of my… unique need.”

“I’m not doing it ALL for you, babe,” I chuckled softly. “I’ll get laid plenty next week.”
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Olivia stepped out of the shower, grabbing the towel out of my hand, wrapping it around her shoulders. “You think you’ll get plenty, huh?” she giggled. “Plenty of what?”

I looked at her oddly. What did she think I meant?

“Something about your getting all that cock lights my desire on fire, babe. Oh, yes… I’ll visit that hungry pussy of yours… and other openings… many times. I’ll get plenty.”

Her eyes were on fire as she stepped closer, pressing her naked breasts against me. “Can I make a small confession? I kept thinking about this while I helped myself to the cock earlier.”

I looked at her curiously. “Of course. What confession?” With all this playing being discussed the last couple week, I had no idea what she was considering. It was her tone, something really different.

She stepped closer, grabbing my cock in her hands, massaging my balls while stroking the shaft, her face only inches away from mine. Our eyes locked. The lust in her eyes… simply on fire. I was already growing hard in her hands again.

“You want to see me happy? Will do anything to make sure I have the experience I want?”

“Of course…” I said, nodding my head, still trying to figure out where she was going. My cock had no problem following her intent. I was already 3/4 ready to go again!

She reached up to hold my chin so I could not look away as she stroked me. “I want to see you eat me after the men cum inside.” My eyes told her of my revulsion at the idea. Now she was smiling, a mischievous quality, pushing my cock harder. I was hard now. Something about that…

“That would be so hot, my love. Imagine it. My pussy on fire from just being fucked so hard… then your hot tongue scoops all that cum out. I just know I would love that. Cum so hard.”

Her hand grabbed me harder, more focused. I could see her breathing getting heavier. My cock had grown seeming inches in moments.

“I knew it!” she said, the stroking now getting vigorous, her intent clear. My panting gave her the truth I didn’t even know. “I’ve seen the way you look at those cocks as they enter me. Your eyes sparkled. I think we can have much more fun at the resort, don’t you? Maybe sharing a cock?”

“What?” I said, anxiety pouring out. Was she serious?

She dropped to her knees, swallowing me completely. Every few strokes, she would pull back. “You licking one side, me the other…” …sucking… “then you sucking it all the way down when he cums…” …sucking… “Oh god… I want to see that so bad…”

My blast came moments later, as I grabbed the back of her head, slamming myself down her throat. Her sucking was vicious, drawing every part of my seed into the vacuum.

After delivering all I had, she pulled back, licking her lips. “I think we have some other exploring to do this trip, don’t you?”

“You are fucking crazy…” Still, I couldn’t deny how erotic it was, or how aroused I became. Her eyes sparkled with wanting to do that.

“You said anything I wanted…”

“We’ll see…” I said, chuckling. “You are crazy. I’m making no promises. Sucking a cock seems out there to me.”

“Not that far out…” she laughed as she licked me clean. “Seemed pretty interested in it to me.”

We finished drying off, tickling and touching each other. It was just as I suspected would happen. The fire was back in her eyes. She loved me. No question about that. Plus, she loved the play. It filled a need in her that made the rest even better. I was happy to give that to her, but sucking a cock? I don’t know… seemed a stretch to me.
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Olivia really splurged on the outfits for this trip. Even went to visit Jackie B’s, a clothing store on the east side that catered to escorts and hotwives. Not cheap! But the outfits… Oh my god! One was an open knit fabric with a plunging back, totally see through. If she wore nothing underneath, you could easily see her nipples and pubic hair. The length was only down to mid-thigh.

Another was a sheer long sleeve A line mini dress, backless. I could see how easy it would be to get this off! Others had split legs clear up to the hip, shorts that barely covered her ass, and all showed her cleavage to great advantage. Only the swimsuits revealed more skin, and they revealed a lot, though I suspected we would spend more time on the nude beach than the pool where swimsuits were required.

The night she modeled all the outfits after the kids went to bed, I finally had to call it quits after cumming three times. The lady was on fire and not finished! I threw the monster dildo at her, across the bed, laughing for her to finish herself off.

I sat on a chair next to her as she put on an erotic show for me. Never had I seen her so aroused. The way she sucked on the dildo, plunging it inside her, finally crying out with her releases so loud I worried the kids would hear. I knew she was ready.

The Saturday night before we left, my folks had already settled in the guest room for their week’s stay. I poured her a hot bath, had her soak until the water cooled, while getting the equipment ready. Then, helped her sit on the bathroom cabinet, where I systematically shaved every trace of pubic hair.

She stared at herself in the mirror after I finished. My wife had always kept herself trim down there, even during the Rodrigo days, yet she had never gone totally bald. I stepped up behind her, stroking her body as we both stared at her labia. The moisture of her arousal already glistened in the mirror’s light.

“I think you are ready, don’t you?”

“I am so ready…” She spun around, holding her naked body against me. I was fully dressed. “How did you know? You pressed me so many times to do this… I resisted… Now I’m so excited I can barely stand it.”

“It wasn’t hard, my love. The way you enjoyed Rodrigo gave me a pretty good sign.”

“Please don’t be mad if I get carried away,” she asked tentatively. “Once I’m down there…”

“I’ve already given you the hall pass, Olly,” I cut in before she could go on. “No apologies needed. I only ask that you let me know what’s going on. I would like to watch… and join in… as much as possible. Otherwise, I want you to let go completely. One guy, five guys. Doesn’t matter to me. This week is for you to feel all the cocks you desire.”

That night, we made tender love together. Slow and sensual. I knew this may be the last time we did that this week. She was going to be ‘other occupied’ for the rest of the time. At least, that’s we both hoped!


Chapter 6

Not as Big, Still Pretty Good



The flight down was turbulent, like all air travel seems to be now days. Two delays meant we barely made our connection to the island. Once we were on the ground in the Caribbean, it was like all the weight of the last few weeks had suddenly lifted.

This was our third visit to the resort, so we knew what to expect. We splurged on a large cabana that sat on stilts over the water. The room was simply breathtaking, with vistas of the resort and water on all sides. It had a large open space in the center, with two bedrooms and king-sized beds in both rooms. The soft colors and subdued lighting set off the romantic tone perfectly.

On the way there, I dressed in cargo shorts and a Hawaiian shirt. Froze up north. It was still cold when we got on the first plane. Olivia had worn a more sensible, and warmer, jeans and sweater combination.

As soon as we were in the room, all of that came off. She walked into the bathroom, closing the door. This was surprising… she seldom closes the door when she dresses at home… When she came out, I knew she meant it as a surprise.

She had on a sundress that took my breath away. Thin shoulder straps, a drooping neckline betraying plenty of cleavage, a plunging back. The length only went down to upper-thigh as a frill hemline flowed around her legs. I could see the thong panties through the thin cotton fabric. No bra. My god, she was beautiful.

“You like?” she giggled.

“Babe, you are so gorgeous. The guys here cannot resist you!”

She spun a couple times so I could see how easily the edge flowed up to reveal a thong that covered almost nothing. My hands were all over her, tickling, grabbing her ass as she laughed, not trying very hard to get away. The sparkle in her eyes almost brought tears to mine. So alive, so ready…

I loved to see her so engaged, so happy. I sure hoped we could find the guys she needs to fulfill her fantasy. Our last trip was mixed. She found some guys. Neither was big nor especially dominating the way she liked. We can only hope. Thankfully, I had my ace in the hole, Taylor, arriving on Wednesday.

We were there by late afternoon. By the time we unpacked and she changed clothes, it was early evening. We decided to grab a bite at the casual bar near the pool. Let the playing begin!
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Walking into the bar, the place was packed already, and it was only 6:30. Only a couple of tables remained. I suggested Olivia go get us some drinks at the bar, then feigned having to use the restroom. I did that, then stood aside for a bit to see if she got any attention.

In that outfit, it didn’t take long. By the time I came back, three guys surrounded her. I could see laughter and gentle touching. When I approached, it startled the guys when she introduced me as her husband. One guy bolted out of the mix. The other guys just chuckled as Olivia said a simple, “Don’t worry about him. He likes to watch.”

Soon, the four of us were sitting at a table. They sat on either side of her while I sat across. At first, as they touched her under the table, they would glance over at me. Worried, I guess. When I didn’t react and she responded by opening her legs, they seemed to relax a little. Soon, their hands were all over her. She shifted a couple times, when fingers found a home, gasping. These men wasted no time, I chuckled to myself.

The guys were friends from Houston, Texas. Here, looking for some fun.

Harry was a hand from one of the big ranch complexes on the northwest edge of the city. Maybe early 30s. He was a big man. Tall, light brown hair, dark eyes, deeply tanned skin. Very muscular, as you would expect from someone working on a cattle ranch.

Franco was a shrimp compared to his large friend, though still taller than me. His dark, almost black, hair and olive complexion hinted of Latin heritage, though he spoke with Texas English, no hint of an accent. He had a classic ‘dad bod’, with a small paunch in front. Pretty fit otherwise. He worked in an oil refinery in Port Arthur. They had grown up together and liked to take trips a couple of times a year.

Apparently, always to lifestyle resorts where they could get some ‘strange’. Their word. Both were married. Their wives allowed these trips as their own version of a hall pass. “Get it out of your system,” Franco had laughed, about his own wife’s reaction to their first trip.

Several drinks later, and no longer trying to hide their obvious interest in my wife, I asked them if they would be interested in coming back to our cabana for a little fun. They had already had their hands all over Olivia, and judging by her glassy eyes and squirming down below, those hands had been inside her as well. They looked at Olivia in shock. Both of them, with her husband watching? This would be a new one for them.

“Seriously?” I asked. “You’ve been coming to these resorts together for years and never shared a woman?”

“We took part in a swinging session at the Temptation resort in the Bahamas last year. Mostly, Franco… he likes to fly solo,” Harry said.

“You willing to share this time, Franco?” Olivia asked, her hand invitingly stroking his leg below the table. Clearly, that stroke was quite high on the leg as Franco squirmed.

Franco just chuckled. “That fucker,” pointing to his friend, “is so much bigger than me, the women would barely know I was inside…”

“Then it’s good I have two holes, one for each of you.”

Now it was my turn to gape at my wife. The brazen language and open invitation to fuck her ass caught us all by surprise.

“Well… on that note,” I laughed, a hand in the air to get the check, “we probably should not keep the lady waiting.” After paying for the bill, I stood up from the table, inviting them to follow. We walked several steps ahead of them.

“You ready?” I asked Olivia. “That Harry looks like he could give you what you like.”

“I’m a little nervous. Been several years.”

“Like riding a bike,” I laughed, patting her arm. “Like riding a bike. I think you’ll know what to do. Just don’t forget to include Franco. That Harry looks like he could take over quickly.”

She looked up at me. “You not going to join in?” Her tone was a little worried.

“Maybe… I’ll be there. I think you will have your hands full with these two. We’ll see how it goes. Maybe once they are in ‘both’ your holes… I couldn’t believe you said that…” She giggled, hugging my arm as we walked.

“Having both of them pawing got me very aroused. Be a fun way to start, don’t you think?”

“Yes, I do. For them too. Looks like they will be here all week as well. Might be frequent play partners. Would you like that?”

A funny look crossed her face… part yes, part maybe. “We’ll see how it goes,” she said. So matter of fact. “I want to try some variety with my new hall pass.” That got us both laughing as the guys stepped closer to hear what all the fun was about.

“My wife doesn’t think you guys can keep it hard long enough to satisfy her,” I said, winking at Harry. Olivia’s shocked expression got all of us going.

“Oh does she…” Franco grinned.

As we entered the cabana, the guys stood there a little nervous. Olivia wasn’t much better, her anxious eyes staring at me. I walked around behind her. In one pull, I yanked the thin dress over her head, leaving her standing in front of them with only the thong covering her body. Our eyes caught as I gestured toward her legs. Her eyes were locked on the guys as she reached down to pull the thong off, standing naked in front of us all. Her naked sex already glistened with the arousal of constant touching all evening.

I wanted her to make the last step to let the guys know she was doing this of her own free will.

“Olly, why don’t you help the guys with their clothes?”

She stepped up to Franco first. As she unbuttoned, lifted, and pulled down, I spoke. “I want my wife to have a fun time. We have only two rules. If she ever says stop, you stop. I can’t imagine her doing that. Just in case. Is that understood?” Both nodded their heads. “The second is to fuck her for as long as you like. She enjoys that. You’ll see. At the end, when we’re done, you go. Pretty simple. Those work for you?”

By the time I finished, Olivia pulled down the last of Harry’s underwear. His rigid, circumcised cock poked into the room as Olivia stroked it several times in her small hand. He was big. Maybe not quite Rodrigo, but big enough. Franco was definitely smaller, even smaller than me. He was uncircumcised.

She turned toward me, extending her hands to both sides, grabbing their cocks, and walked toward the bedroom. The guys just smiled all the way in as they allowed her to lead them. Once in the room, I moved a chair to the side for easy viewing, walking into the bathroom, returning with a bottle of lube, then sat down.

Harry did not need any additional encouragement. He pushed down on my wife’s shoulders. She knew what he wanted, positioning herself in front of his rod. She reached toward Franco, to come closer. Soon, she was sharing the two cocks, switching back and forth between them. Harry was too big to go down her throat very far. She easily deep throated Franco. To be fair, he wasn’t so small, maybe my size, just that Harry was MUCH bigger!

As soon as they were both hard, Harry picked my wife off her knees, gently flinging her on the bed, to giggles of pleasure. She looked at me, a smile of love painting her face. I nodded my approval as she laid back, spreading her legs. Welcoming the men to take advantage of her.

Harry stepped aside, waving his arm in a wide magnanimous gesture of going first toward Franco. He looked shocked at his friend, then dove on the bed, his face straight into her snatch. Olly gasped at the sudden beginning, laid back on the bed, squirming, her hands touching his head, encouraging more.

We all just waited while Franco feasted on Olivia. She moaned with the sensations as Franco’s hands went under her hips, pulling her crotch tighter into his face. It didn’t take long. Her groans became moans as the first of many orgasms pushed its way through her body.

As soon as she settled down, Franco was on her, plunging his throbbing rod inside. She wrapped her legs around, encouraging him to use her as he desired. Before he even started moving, Harry joined him on the bed, his cock finding her mouth… going as deep as it would go. The two of them went at her as Olivia groaned with two more releases until Franco exploded with a loud grunt. His hard thrusts slowing.

Then it was Harry’s turn. I knew Franco felt a little bad. I could see him cringe, when Harry went inside her for the first time. The groan out of Olivia’s mouth was both loud and deep. Very different from her reaction to the smaller man. Oh, yes, my wife loves those big cocks!

I walked over to stand next to Franco as he stared at his friend ramming himself inside. My wife moaned, thrusting back to meet his stabs. “Don’t feel bad,” I whispered to Franco. “My wife has a thing for large cocks. Does something to her. Why we’re here this week. You’ll get plenty of action,” I assured him. I walked into the bathroom, returning with a washcloth to use on himself.

Eventually, Harry spun her on hands and knees, entering from behind. Once Harry slowed his thrusting, I signaled for Franco to get back in there. He hopped on the bed, shoving his hardening cock down her throat.

That’s how it went for the next couple of hours. These guys had both the desire and the stamina to give Olivia all she wanted. By the time Harry was on his back, Olivia impaled on top, Franco in her ass, I decided it was time for me to join the fun. I crawled onto the bed, standing next to Harry’s head.

Olivia looked up at me as she took me in her warm mouth. She had already cum so many times she was struggling to breathe. Yet, not nearly finished. Now all three of us took it to her, developing a loose rhythm of alternating thrusts. She was coming apart as each fresh release pushed through her.

Finally, Franco exploded in her ass, Olivia purring with the pleasure of his spraying her anal canal. Harry and I were not far behind. Harry grunted his while I pulled back, painting her face with my offering. Once the movement stopped, I leaned down, slowly scraping my cream onto fingers, delivering them to her mouth. She hungrily sucked on them, cleaning for the next scoop.

Harry rolled her off, laying her between him and Franco. I reached up, dragging her legs so they covered the hips of the men on each side. Her sex was completely exposed as I sat back on the chair, gaining a clear view of the mess left by each of them cumming three times. It was a mess.

The guys on each side fondled her breasts as she giggled at their soft touches. Her eyes were all on me as she lifted her hips to give me a better view.

They left after we had another drink in the main room, yet not before exchanging cell numbers for playing later in the week.

We hardly said anything after they were gone. Olivia dragged me back to bed. I had to laugh. Before anything could happen, she was gone to the world, her gentle snores telling of the exhaustion she was feeling.

Oh yes, this was definitely the way we wanted to start the week! It was only Sunday!


Chapter 7

Olivia Unleashed



The next morning, I woke before she did, walking out to the kitchen, fixing some coffee. My thoughts were full of what happened the night before and what was to come. My wife was on fire last night, couldn’t get enough. I couldn’t help but laugh to myself. All that worry about what to do and when, fell away once the cocks were in front of her face.

I went out to stand on the veranda, watching the activities of the resort percolate. The beach down the way had a steady flow of people walking toward it, with beach chairs and bags full of lotion & toys in tow. The pool was not yet busy. Only early swimmers beginning their laps.

The beauty of the location could not take my mind away from the sight of my wife, so deep in the thrall of cocks last night. I suddenly wondered if she had always been like this, just had never let it out. Over and over… that girl humped like a pro, seemed never to tire or run out of orgasms.

That need being so deep filled me with dread for the first time since we started playing with Rodrigo so many years ago. I felt sympathy for Bob and his wayward wife at that moment. Olivia screamed out at one point last night, ‘Fuck me harder… oh yes…’ as Harry slammed into her. Her hips pushed back against him repeatedly, cumming like I hadn’t seen since Rodrigo.

I know I gave her the hall pass. She was only doing what she wanted as I agreed, but as each session progresses this week… My brain was rebelling against the openness. Was I putting my marriage on the line?

After a week of this, will Olivia WANT to go back to the vanilla life we had before? Bob came to mind again. After watching that guy take it to Milly so hard, for so long, he knew… just knew… that his own measly offerings would never be enough again. Of course, he turned out to be right. Milly required more, left him over it. His family was never the same again.

Would ours be the same? Olivia requiring more after this week? Would it be enough for me to make love to her after a week of this? I enjoyed these sessions, very exciting, wanted her to be pleasured as much as she wanted. Yet, repeatedly, night after night, as her main diet? Tough to imagine competing with that.

As the thought of her having more cock and more pleasure filled me, the idea of her returning to me… to our family… would it ever be enough? Fear brimmed over… catching me by surprise. I had felt nothing like this before. The dread, the uncertainty… that fear swarmed into my every crevice… How could I live without my wife? What if she didn’t want me anymore?

Just as my mind started taking a sharp, dark turn to Bob-world, a pair of arms wrapped around my middle from behind. I could feel her still naked breasts touching my back.

“Come back to bed, my love,” Olivia said. “That sex was wonderful… now I need some lovin’ from my man.”

All those negative thoughts crashed on the shore of her overwhelming love that morning. We spent most of Monday morning in bed. Making love, talking, caressing, just being with each other. She did not speak longingly of wanting to do last night again, or how great they were. Nothing like ‘let’s call them up’. No, it was just the two of us and how much she loved me… and I her.

Every time I brought up last night, she said that was such fun, then changed the subject back to us and what we were going to do together. After several efforts to turn the discussion back, only to have her deflecting the subject back to us, I finally got it. It wasn’t about those guys. They didn’t matter. Nice cocks, fun pleasure. Only THIS… the two of us… matters to her. All my anxiety on the veranda washed away as I pulled her closer.

After a torrid lovemaking session with her on top, screaming her pleasure, she collapsed on my chest, purring with contentment.

She raised her head onto my chest, running her hand through my sparse chest hair. “You were turning inward on me out on the veranda, weren’t you?”

“We’ve been married too long…” I chuckled.

“You don’t have to worry about me, Jack,” she said, holding me tight. “I know the difference between sex and love. What we had last night was fantastic sex. This morning… THIS is love. Understand?”

I nodded yes. “Just hard to see you so deep into the pleasure and not think of you wanting that all the time.”

“I knew that’s what you were thinking. Your shoulders were all scrunched over like they get when you are worrying about something.” She lifted her head from my chest to look at me. Her smile simply melted my heart.

“Allow me to make a promise to you now, my love. No matter how many cocks I have here, or orgasms or men. None if it matters except for you. The rest is just fun. You never have to worry about me going Milly on you. The thought of living without you fills me with much more dread than a life without big cocks. You are stuck with me for the rest of your life.”

“That is a life sentence for which I would willingly plead guilty!”

“Okay… now that we have set your mind back where it belongs, let’s go exploring.”

Olivia hopped out of bed, rummaging through the drawers. Out came the skimpiest bikini I had seen north of Brazil. The top barely covered her nipples and the bottom wouldn’t even qualify as a thong! She looked so good in that. A thin coverlet of soft white cotton accented the swimsuit.

“You think we can find someone at the pool… I want to practice my blowjob skills,” she giggled. “Someone with a gigantic cock that allows me to pull them to the side and suck him off. Want to help?”

Shit… after all that emotion, right back to it. My Olivia’s on some kind of high. That pussy is ready for more… and at that moment, I suddenly realized… so was I. Whatever she wanted was okay with me. If I can’t trust this woman… whom I love with all my heart and trust with everything I am… then we didn’t have much to lose, anyway.
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We walked to the pool late that morning, hand in hand. Scoping out the location, she had me sit in a lounger by a stand of bushes on the north edge. In the center of the bushes was an open spot surrounded by vegetation. She laid a blanket down in that spot so I could easily see.

Then, she went to the other side of the pool, taking her coverlet off. She must have known what would happen. That suit was a flashing beacon… I want sex! Soon, a mass of testosterone covered her on the lounger as they called for drinks. I could see laughing and touching.

One man must have been more forward than the others, inviting her back to his room. She said no, had a better idea. Pointed to the bushes. ‘Meet me in there in 5 minutes,’ she must have said. As he walked off, she beelined for the bushes, winking at me as she passed. She got on her knees on the blanket, making sure I had a clear view of what she was doing, then waited.

The guy came through the other side of the stand. Olivia greeted him by pulling his swim trunks down, burying his cock down her throat. I had to reposition myself to make sure it wasn’t too obvious I was staring. My wife was a very good cocksucker, as I knew from many fun experiences. It did not take long for her to pull out everything he had available.

When he left, she came out, giving me a deep kiss. I could taste the cum on her lips. “Oh… that was fun. I think I’ll do it again.”

Before I could even react, she was back to her lounger on the other side of the pool. It did not take long. Another round of guys, a lucky winner, and a trip to the bushes. She repeated this process three times. My wife was on a roll! She had become insatiable.

The last time, she came back to me, giving me a kiss, only this time she had saved the cum in her mouth, pushing it into mine. I pulled back, choking. She wouldn’t let me go, pushing more through my open lips. I finally gave in, allowing her to push the rest into my mouth, swallowing it down. The taste wasn’t bad, salty, a little bitter, my first taste of male ejaculate.

“Let’s go eat. I’m hungry,” she said. As we walked away from the pool, she surprised me. The request I had been dreading ever since we arrived… “I really want to share a cock with you before this week is up. To lick up and down opposite sides. Then have you swallow it until he cums in your mouth.”

“Why do you want that so much?” I asked, still a bit befuddled. “I’m not gay!”

“Who said anything about being gay? You said you wanted to see me have whatever sex I wanted.” Her eyes got big, staring straight at me. Shit… is she serious? I promised her that. Didn’t expect THAT to be one of the options…

“I meant sex for you, not me!”

“That is sex for me… I’ll be sitting on the guy’s face while you do it, leaning forward to get a close up view.”

“You are insane…”

“Hall pass this week, remember? Anything I want…”

She had me there. “Okay… okay…” I was grumbling my laughter. “Can’t be one of your monsters. Have to be someone Franco’s size. I couldn’t possibly get Harry down my throat.”

“Sure you can. Only a matter of technique. I’ll show you.”

We made our way to one of the many restaurants on the property, as I shook my head in amusement. She is serious! As had already become my habit at the resort, I left her at the bar to make a pretend bathroom stop. By the time I got back, she already had several prospects for afternoon entertainment. The winner was a tall guy named Barry. He was from Maine with a big beard, though much younger than us, maybe early to mid-20s. We brought him back to our table for the meal.

Before we finished eating, he got up to use the restroom himself, and I gave Olivia her first surprise of the week. “I think you should go with Barry by yourself. Have fun. Just let yourself go. You told me the sessions with Rodrigo by yourself were more relaxing because you didn’t have to worry about me. So go have a good time. I’m going to do some swimming, pad around the beach a little, then go back to the room for a nap.” I looked at my watch. “Let’s meet back at the cabana… is 7 okay? We can have dinner.”

“Jack… why would you leave me like that?”

“Get some dick. You know you want to.”

“Is this because of what I said about you sucking?” Her face suddenly worried.

“No, babe. Nothing like that. I’ll suck whatever you want me to, just not this afternoon. This afternoon is for you to let go. Fuck whoever you want as often as you want.” Barry’s returning caught my eye. “Here he comes…” I said, getting up. “Have fun.” Then I walked away to what I was sure was a shocked expression.
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Maybe I should have thought this one through a little better, I thought, as I waved to Barry walking back to the table with a confused look on his face. Just before I left the restaurant, I looked back at them. They were still at the table, talking and laughing. Only now, he was on her side of the booth and hands were roaming freely. Yes, I think she was going to have a fun time.

I went back to the pool, swam a couple laps, laid out on a lounger with a book in hand, soaking up some sun. I read several chapters, couldn’t concentrate very well. All I could think about was what she was doing and with whom. Every once in a while, my phone would ping with a text. I finally decided I should see what they want…

My fucking wife is crazy! Those pings were text messages from her and Barry. I got pics of her sucking him, several short videos of her slamming down on him from above. Then got a little confused. Both of them were in the pic at the same time. Who was holding the phone? Two other guys entered the video frame to answer that question.

Turns out, Barry had come down with a group of guys. They decided to all share Olivia and were happy to give me video highlights throughout the afternoon. No reading was possible with all this going on, so I went back to drop our stuff at the cabana, then walked around the grounds, down the beach, even played some beach volleyball with a group of people.

Every few minutes, another ping would come. Sucking, fucking, 2, 3 at a time. Wow! As the pics and videos kept coming, I realized I was right in this choice. She needed to let go, to be unleashed. We would have plenty of action together. This afternoon was to be only for her. In fact, I thought we would do the same tomorrow as well. We’ll spend mornings and evenings together. I’ll leave afternoons for my vixen to go hunting.
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That evening, I heard running up the walkway to the cabana. It was Olivia, in a full sprint. I looked behind, wondering if someone was chasing her.

“Crap, I didn’t think I would make it in time,” she said, standing in the main room, hands on knees, pulling in large gulps of air.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, still trying to figure it out.

“7 o’clock. You said to be back by 7.”

“Oh… okay.” I looked at the clock, smiling. It was 7:01.

“I didn’t mean that literally, babe. 7-ish would have been fine,” I said, chuckling.

“Didn’t matter. Time to go anyway. I needed a break. They wanted me to spend the night. Told them I had to go.”

“Do you want to spend the night with them? I’m good if you do…”

“Not without you there.” That was a statement of fact, non-negotiable. She walked up to me, holding my hands in hers. “I appreciate what you did for me this afternoon. I had a lot of fun. Still… I don’t want to be on a separate vacation from you, going off to do my thing while you do something else. I get the sex part, what you think about it. Just not all the time. I want to spend time with you, too.”

“Do you want them to spend the night?” I asked again. She looked a little confused. I just smiled. “Maybe you could invite them to come here. I could join in.”

“You would like that?”

“Sure. Call them.”

And that’s how Barry and his four friends… I still can’t remember all their names… came to dominate our next two days. They spent the entirety of Monday night fucking Olivia in about every position possible. Somewhere around 11, a fifth friend, who had found another girl, brought her back to the cabana and all six of them went at the two women for the rest of the night. I got to watch most of it, though tired around 2 in the morning, falling asleep on one of the main room sofas. All the other beds were full.

Twice during that night, Olivia came back into the main room, pulling me off the sofa back to the bed with her. The 1st time, we fucked while the guys cheered us on. A very weird experience, I might say, though fun.

The 2nd time, she brought me in while a guy was lying on the bed. She hopped right up, slamming her crotch on his face, squirming with the pleasure as his tongue drove itself up into her depths, which by now had to be coated with cum and her own juices. She had been humping for over half a day already.

She looked at me. Her eyes guided me to the cock, now on display right in front of her. Oh, crap. This is it. What she wanted me to do! ‘Do it’, she whispered to me. I shrugged my shoulders, crawling on the bed. I had never sucked a cock before. Never occurred to me to try. Now, however, I am but a slave to my cruel mistress! I smiled to myself.

What the fuck? Might be fun. I positioned myself in between the guy’s legs. All action around us stopped as the guys (and girl) started chanting, ‘suck it, suck it, suck it…’ I bowed my head to acknowledge I would do it, then drove my mouth down on his stiff rod. The group cheered as Olivia came down to join me. We shared that cock while the guy ate her to a couple of powerful orgasms.

Then she started pumping the shaft as I held my mouth over the head. The group kept chanting ‘go…go…go…’ until he exploded his load down my throat. Luckily, he had been at it most of the day, didn’t have a lot to offer. Still, the sucking was pleasurable, the taste not so bad. The crowd cheered as I sat up, displaying the load in my mouth for all to see, before swallowing.

That group stayed with us all day Tuesday as well. I doubt Olivia went very many stretches of time without a cock in at least one opening. They had truly unleashed her!

Knowing that Taylor was coming the next day, I suggested it was time for the play to end. Why didn’t we go have dinner at the outdoor venue on the edge of the resort? They all agreed, though complained about having to end. I felt weirdly like a dad telling all the kids they had to put the video games away and go to bed!

When we got back from dinner, I fixed a couple of drinks for us at the cabana. By the time I got back to the main room, Olivia was gone. She would not wake up again until Wednesday late morning. The spirit may have been willing to continue. Her body had other plans.

Didn’t matter. My vixen had her chance to let her inner slut run. She had done it! Now she needed to recover. Taylor would give her plenty more. I finished both drinks myself, picked her up, taking her to the bedroom. I cleaned her up with a warm cloth, then tucked her in. It had been an incredible two days. And we were just getting started.


Chapter 8

A Friend Arrives



Around noon on Wednesday, Olivia still sleeping, I was getting hungry, walked to a nearby restaurant, getting some sandwiches to go. Before I got back, a text came in from Taylor.

Taylor


Just landed airport. We still on for the surprise at dinner?




Jack


Yes. Meet at bar off lobby, near pool. 7:30




That was the one nearest the cabana. I was really looking forward to her getting back together with him. None of the guys this week had a cock anywhere near Taylor’s. All the play up till now was a fun warm-up. I knew for certain she was ready for the main event.

When I walked back into the cabana, bags of food in hand, Olivia was sitting on the sofa in the main room, crying. I put the food on the kitchen table, then ran over to her.

“What’s the matter?” I asked, wrapping her in my arms.

“I woke up, and you were gone. I’m sorry, Jack… just being silly… I was afraid you were upset with me.”

“For what?”

“Spending all that time with Barry and the guys.”

“A. I set that up for yesterday afternoon. And B. I invited them to spend the night and all day Tuesday. Kicked them out when I was tired of them. Definitely not upset. I had to go out. This resort’s idea of room service is you ordering, then picking it up yourself. I got us some sandwiches. Thought you might be hungry.”

“You’re not upset?”

“I could never stay upset with you, babe. Hall pass… free to do what you want this week… my idea, remember?”

“Leave a note then… okay?” as she wiped her eyes, following me into the kitchen. I spread out the turkey and beef sandwiches, chips and small salads, bottles of water.

“Come on, let’s eat. I think you need a break. I certainly do. Let’s go to the beach this afternoon, spend some quality time together, then get all dolled up, go to the bar for drinks and a fancy dinner tonight. A calm evening. What do you say?”

“I’d like that.”

We ate and talked, reviewing the fun activities since we arrived at the resort. They weren’t kidding about it being a ‘lifestyle’ resort. We laughed together. Every place we went, there were guys looking for hook-ups, even the pool during the day. Scheduled play events peppered the resort calendar.

The guys had entertained Olivia about as much as she wanted. No giant cocks yet, though I knew one was coming! It didn’t matter. Olivia had gotten her fire back. Though there was an undertow of uncertainty. Her crying when I returned told me that, despite how much fun she was having. She was now feeling so far out of her comfort zone that even my unexplained outing for food turned into a major relationship crisis. I needed to calm her down.

“Really, babe. What made you think I would be upset with you? For god’s sake, we humped with an audience cheering!”

She grinned at that memory, touching my arm. “You gave it to me good for the crowd… I came so hard!”

“And… you were upset… why?” I gave her that spinning motion with my hand to continue…

“I don’t know. Really. When I woke and you weren’t around, I felt like such a shit suddenly, like I had driven you off with this out-of-control lust I have been feeling.”

“A. Not a chance you could drive me off. B. Do I need to repeat the hall pass, my idea thing? Getting your lust out of control is why we are here. Feature, not bug, okay?”

“I’m sorry, Jack. Now that I look back on it, it all seems silly. Only…”

“It’s okay, babe. Tell me… you need to get it out…”

“All this play… so fun… so much pleasure… still, it’s not normal… I can’t help thinking you are going to change your mind someday, reject me as a slut… whore… tramp… all these words kept pounding into me.”

She was crying again as I stepped around the table, holding her. “Should I give YOU the speech about turning inward this time? Babe… I love you. Want you to be happy. I want you to enjoy the sexual playing we started with Rodrigo. That’s why I wanted to come down here.”

I got up to clean the table. Needed a moment to think. Turning toward her again. “Olivia, I’m not sure why all this play doesn’t make me jealous. It just doesn’t. If you started running around on me at home, leaving me all the time, finding other guys… like Milly did… I might think differently about it. What we have done isn’t like that.”

She was staring at me now. All those growing uncertainties filling her mind. I could see the tears on the very edge of release again.

“Here’s my promise to you, my love,” I started. “Unlike Bob… I ain’t leaving the room. If I was upset about what was going on, I would have drug your fucking ass out of that room, no matter what you thought about it. Your having fun is the most important thing to me, but even then, not at the cost of my hating it. We are doing this together. Or not. Please trust me on this. I’m not insecure or unwilling to speak my mind. You know that. If I was upset, I would have told you.”

I walked back to her, pulling her up out of the chair, into my arms. “And therefore… since I didn’t tell you… then…” that spinning hand again…

She bowed her head. “Then you’re not upset.”

“This is more about you than me, babe. You seem to be upset with yourself…”

“Kind of… I felt bad leaving you for those guys. I understand why you wanted me to do it.” She held me tight, squeezing to emphasize her point. “Jack, let’s not do that anymore. Had fun. Very pleasurable. Just raises my insecurities about us. I don’t want to do that again.”

“Then we agree. Let’s hit the beach.”

She put on that nearly see through bathing suit and white coverlet. We packed up some necessities, like suntan lotion, then we headed for the beach. The suit was only for the transit, anyway. We were heading for the nude beach on the edge of the property. I wanted to show off my hotwife.
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After sunning most of the afternoon, playing around in the water, laughing and joking about what had happened since we arrived, my beloved got her joy back. She finally understood I was not upset, nor would be, and I accepted we will stay together for the rest of the trip. No more trips with guys on her own.

We came back to the cabana, took a shower and a brief nap. Then came out ready for our big night on the town. Tonight, I encouraged her to wear the long sleeve A line mini dress. It was elegant, yet very sexy. It revealed her luscious breasts through the sheer material, with a small clasp at the back the only thing holding it together. Easy to remove!

We walked into the bar off the lobby at about 7 o’clock. I was so keyed up for our friend that I almost spilled the beans about what was coming. Luckily, our time at the bar included lots of interaction. Two of the guys from Barry’s group came in. We chatted with them for a bit, then Harry came over to say hi. It was old home week… for former sleeping partners, at least!

I kept looking at the clock, wondering when he would actually show. Abruptly, I heard a shriek from Olivia, right in the middle of the surrounding group. She flew across the room, seeing Taylor as he entered the bar. “What are you doing here?” she asked, as she hugged him in her arms.

“Same as you,” Taylor chuckled. “Wanting to have some fun.”

“Jack, look who’s here. Taylor, Rodrigo’s friend.”

“Good to see you again, Taylor,” I said, shaking his hand. It genuinely was the first time I had seen him since their threesome.

We waved goodbye to the people that had gathered at the bar, walking over to grab a table.

For the next hour, we caught up on news and what we had each been up to. I said nothing about our playing since we arrived, figuring Olivia would be more comfortable in revealing that. She did. In exquisite detail. Harry and his friend, the blowjobs near the pool, Barry’s group for two straight days. Even about my sucking the cock that night.

That last made him cringe, but Taylor kept looking at me like, ‘why did you need me?’ His laughter at her stories was genuine and you could tell his attention was increasingly being drawn to the nothing she was wearing and the sexual openness represented by all the humping of the last few days. He was ready to get laid while we finished our dinner and drinks.

“Where are you staying?” I asked. He told us. I looked at Olivia, the eagerness of playing written all over her face. “Nonsense,” I told him. “We have an extra room. Why don’t you cancel yours and stay in our extra room? Save you some money… and give us a chance to enjoy your company.”

“I’d like that,” Olivia said, reaching over to touch him. “I’d really like that.”

“Sounds good to me.” He got up, walked out of the bar toward the lobby. A few minutes later, he returned. ‘We’ll need to go get my bags in the room. Want to take a walk?”

It wasn’t far. I walked with them, nudging Olivia to be closer to Taylor as they walked. She eventually put his arm around his waist until the casual observer would have thought those two were together, not us. I didn’t mind. I wanted him to give her some of that big dick for the rest of our time here. If that meant a little lovey-dovey, that worked for me.

We got his bags, and I pulled them along behind me as the two of them got cozier with every step. I wondered if she was going to drag him into the bushes by the pool for a moment.


Chapter 9

To A Rocky Start



By the time we got back to our cabana, it was all they could do not to hump on the sidewalk. Olivia’s nipples were so hard they looked able to cut through the material of her dress. He subtly tugged on the sides to pull it even tighter. This only excited them more.

His occasional wink tried to include me in what was happening. From the start, however, I knew this guy was not Rodrigo. My friend was all about the sharing. The pleasure he gave Olivia was as much an expression of his and my friendship as it was of his desire for her.

Taylor did not see it that way. This was just some kind of kink that we wanted to play out. He was happy to do it, though there was no sharing going on. He was here to ‘fuck the bitch’… as he said on our video call. The niceties of sharing and hotwife protocol are not his forte. I was just a cuckold, as far as he was concerned. I needed to keep that in mind as the week progressed.

As soon as we were in the cabana’s door, he reached around, pulling the clasp at the top of her dress, pulling it over her head. Only the thong and sandals remained. The thong went next as he yanked them down. I could see her trembling with excitement at this sudden beginning.

“As long as I stay here,” he said. “You are not to wear clothing in the cabana. You are available to me at any time. Is that agreed?”

Olivia’s vigorous head nodding told me all I needed to know. She wanted a take-charge big dick. I nodded my agreement as well. After all, that’s why I invited him.

He pulled her over to the sofa, sitting, spreading his legs, pushing on her shoulders as he opened his pants. She almost panted in anticipation of what was to come. His already enraged cock stuck away from his body like a rocket, ready to launch. She grabbed a hold of the shaft, licking the precum off the tip. Every part of her body shivered with the anticipation.

“Suck on me, babe. Time for you to give me what we both want.”

He looked over toward me, waving with a dismissive hand gesture. “Cuck, go get us a drink. I want her to pleasure me before we get started. You can watch when I say it’s okay. I might let you have a turn later.”

She shivered when he said that, though said nothing, driving her mouth onto his cock. A deep groan escaped her throat at the pleasure of his rod. Everything she was flew down that shaft. I could hear her panting breath… the desire that filled her… the anticipation of what was to come. His cock was big and hard, as promised. Up and down she went, her eyes locked on his. If her face could have smiled at that moment, it would have.

But cuck? Dismissing me so callously? I smiled, shaking my head. Just go along with it, I told myself. She is getting what she needs. Yet… the thought of eating this shit for 4 more days?! Gonna be a tough stretch. This guy was no Rodrigo, that’s for sure.

The surprise was her acceptance. When he said something like that before, she had jumped all over him. Now, she didn’t seem to care. Her need for the cock overwhelmed everything else, I guess.

I stood in the kitchen, letting them go at it. With each slurp of the shaft down her throat and groans that I could only hear, not see, my despair grew deeper. I was plummeting back to Bob-world as fast as Taylor’s dick rose to her loving treatment.

Why would she need me after this? Pittsburgh or no, I suddenly had visions of future separate vacations where she flew off to visit him… without me, of course. What was I going to do? I grabbed the liquor bottles, fixing the drinks, then walked back into the main room.

By this time, she had her face buried in the sofa, ass in the air, as Taylor provided the battering ram. Her cries of ecstasy told me everything I needed to know. I sat the drinks on the coffee table, turning away, trying my best to stay calm as I retreated to the edge of the room.

My, how fast things change. The fun of her pool sex, Barry & the group, even Harry and Franco. None of them excluded me, or even tried. Now… this guy pushed me aside so fast… What’s next? He tells me to go in the next room? Or leave the cabana?

Her cry of release shook the room. Taylor seemed barely to have noticed. He didn’t slow or even pay attention. Soon, Olivia’s breathing told me she was building to another major blow on the backs of the first.

“Yeh, love that big dick, don’t ya, bitch?” Taylor said to my wife, who didn’t seem to notice. “I’m going to give you all you want as long as we are here. Day and night, every inch.”

The groan from her told me all I needed. That monster cock transported my Olivia to a pleasure land where she wanted to stay.

As I watched, the paradox of my brain shook me. What was I thinking? Perfectly acceptable for all those guys the last three days to have her anyway they wanted, as long as they didn’t leave me out, but Taylor, doing the same ‘having’, while excluding me, is a threat to my marriage?

It was ridiculous to even consider. As if I finally capitulated to the inevitable, bowing my head to my wife’s obvious desires, I turned, planning to walk out onto the veranda, to let them go at it. I was no longer a part of this. My mood spiraled, hurtling toward Bob-world, as I walked away from the moaning and grunting. Yet my eyes could not leave her writhing frame. So full of the pleasure. I truly loved to see her this way.

Taylor couldn’t help himself. He kept pounding into her, talking about what they were going to do, how many times he was going to take her. I chuckled at his need to talk, talk, talk. Just fuck her, for god’s sake!

“You gonna move into my room so I can have you all night. Let the cuck listen from the other room, as I use you.” He thrust a couple more times, very hard. “Gonna fuck you long and hard.”

Something abruptly shifted. I could only stare at the sudden change in Olivia. Her body stopped moving as she pushed her head off the sofa, forcing his cock out of her.

Her face flashed red. I have seen that face before. My wife was pissed! What the fuck? All her arousal evaporated as she turned toward him.

“No chance that’s happening, you arrogant ass,” she said. “We can fuck all we want. I only sleep with my husband.” Another one of her patented statements, not open for negotiation.

Taken completely aback, I wondered what happened, but didn’t want her to get too far down that dark hole. No matter what he said to me, she wanted this. I didn’t want to take that away.

“We have a king-sized bed in the room…” I said, trying to quell the unexpected tension. Taylor just stood there, his rod fully extended in front of him, still glistening with the froth of her total arousal. The befuddled look on his face told me he had expected no resistance. “… You are welcome to sleep with us, if you like.”

I think he genuinely thought he would walk in. Olivia would be his for the time he was in town, then we would go home. Gonna be a little more complicated than that, I chuckled to myself.

I could see the calculating going on in his head as he looked around the room. Oh, the arrogance of the big dick types, I laughed to myself. They think once the dick takes over, the woman will melt to their will. It worked for Milly; I guess. Olivia has had several big dicks already. She ain’t that easy.

Taylor will be no different… at least, I hoped so. I suddenly had second thoughts of whether this was the right man to bring here as he walked over to suckle on her nipples, pulling on the other. Her moan filled the room.

“You sure that’s the way you want it?” he said to her, in what I have to assume was his most sultry voice.

I thought for a second that Olivia was going to cave as he worked her always sensitive breasts. Instead, just the opposite happened. She pulled away from him. Her face now flaming red. Shit, I thought. Something is really wrong.

She walked straight to the front door, opening it. “You sonofabitch,” she said, yelling straight at Taylor standing in the middle of the room. He looked foolish while still bent slightly after sucking her tits. “We had fun in that threesome with Rodrigo and I’d love to feel your wonderful cock inside me more, but if you think that means I’m abandoning my husband to get some dick, then you can go right now,” pointing toward the door.

Taylor almost fell backwards, genuinely startled. I could see those calculations running again in his head.

She threw the words at him, full of vitriol. “I’ve had plenty of dick since we arrived at the resort and I’m sure there are plenty more to come. I didn’t leave my husband for any of them. I’m not leaving him for you either. If you’re going to be an arrogant prick about it, then time to go.”

Her extended arm toward the now open door emphasized her point. I couldn’t help noticing her breasts jiggling with her exaggerated motions.

“Okay.. okay… you read me wrong. I apologize. Don’t want to create no marital riff.”

“There was no marital riff on our part, I can assure you,” she said. “We play because it’s fun, because… well… because I really like it, and… because this blessed man here allows me to do it. That doesn’t make you my husband. I’m willing to do a lot of things… kind of like a dominant guy in bed… yet if you try to come between me and my husband again, you’ll be out on your fucking ass. He’s the reason we are here. Make no mistake about that. You are here at his invitation only. Not mine.”

“You told her?” Taylor suddenly looked at me.

“Told me what?” She asked, surprised again.

Oh, shit… I stepped between them. This is all going wrong.

“Olly, I’m so sorry. I need to make a confession. I told Taylor we were going to be down here, invited him to join us. I didn’t know there would be so much available talent when we arrived. Had him come to make sure you had someone to play with.”

“You just forgot to tell me about it…” Pissed didn’t cover it now… at both of us! “So I’m stuck with an arrogant prick and a liar. What the fuck, Jack?”

I exchanged glances with Taylor, who was physically stepping back, not wanting to have anything to do with the battle royal that was brewing.

“I’m so sorry, babe. Really. I figured if I told you ahead of time… what I was planning… you wouldn’t agree to come.”

“So you needed to trick me instead. Sweet Jesus… what a couple of assholes I’m stuck with.”

I walked straight up to her, holding my arms open. My standard truce offering. No force, just encouraging her to come to me. My message was obvious. ‘We can work this out.’ Been working things out for a long time. This was no different. It worked. She leaned into me. It was hard to realize for a moment that she was still naked.

I tried to go on, hoping I wasn’t making things worse. “You did nothing but resist coming down here, Olly. How was I to know you would be so open for playing once we got here? I talked to Rodrigo. He suggested Taylor might be a good choice. When I spoke to him, you were still undecided about coming. I didn’t want his presence to sway your decision.”

She pulled back from me, looking at us both again. “So this bit of making me go to his room… that was just another part of the scheme?”

Taylor knew he was in trouble now. “No, no. That was all me,” he said. “Jack didn’t know anything about that. I thought you were a hotwife, and he was your cuckold. Cuck’s like to be pushed around, humiliated. That’s all I was doing. Feeding his kink.”

I cringed at the words. Oh crap. She’s going to blow.

Her face was deep red now, anger filling her every muscle as her hands shook. “This man is no cuckold.” She was yelling at him. “He is my husband, a strong and loving one at that… though apparently an occasional liar… one that allows me to do… things few husbands would.” She was on the verge of crying. “I let that first cuck shit go because… to my shame, because I wanted your cock. No more. I will not allow you to treat him like that.”

She paused for a long moment, her eyes going back and forth between us, finally settling on Taylor. He visibly shrunk before us as her gaze bored a hole straight through him. “That will never happen again, Taylor. If it does, that will be the end of our relationship. Forever. Am I fucking clear about that?”

With all the open space around the cabana, people down the walkways could hear her yelling. A crowd was gathering. Despite being shocked at her display, she needed a peacemaker now. I walked between them. Still, in a way… kind of cool. Unbidden, she was defending me like a mother bear and her cub. She really DID love me!

“Calm down now, babe,” I said, stepping in. “No need to yell. Just a misunderstanding. He won’t do it again. Will you Taylor?”

He was shaking his head no, yet there was something else. Something underneath, as if a revelation had taken him.

“You really love him, don’t you?” Taylor said, incredulously, as if he didn’t really believe it.

“With my very life,” Olivia stated. “Always have, always will.” Her eyes were on me, hard, assured. “He will be my husband until the day I die.”

“And you love her the same way?” Taylor asked, the surprise now becoming obvious.

“I love her just as much. Why do you think I do this? I want her to be fulfilled. Big dicks do it for her. That’s good enough for me.”

He sat down on the sofa, his head bowed. “Then I’m really sorry now. This is all on me,” Taylor said.

Tears were forming in his eyes. Olivia and I glanced at each other. Her anger seeped away as we stared at him. We both walked over to sit down on either side. I thought he was going to burst into tears. Olivia put her hand on his shoulder.

“No one’s ever loved me that much,” he said. “Either to allow me the freedom you do, or the ferocious protection you lay on him. I’m really sorry. Done some hotwife couples before. The cuck is always kind of weak in the relationship. The wife… I don’t know… pushes him around. I’m just embarrassed now. Misread the signals. Never met a couple like you two.”

He took her hands in his. A firm resolve taking him. “I swear to you… it will never happen again.”


Chapter 10

Catching a Bigger One



For the next hour, we sat there talking. How she felt about excluding me. Why he thought I wanted that. Her desires. We closed a big relationship gap in a brief space. For the first time, I saw we could be good friends by the end of this week… now that we had set aside all the bullshit.

As I watched the three of us talk, all sitting on the sofa, eventually I caught Olivia’s eye, subtly nodding my head… move closer to him… time to play… She didn’t get my meaning until the 3rd time I nodded. Then, her movement shifted, subtly, as her hand grazed his thigh, moving up and down his leg.

Remember, she’s still naked, and the play earlier left his pants piled on the floor. Her hands found his shaft, gripping it firmly. He was only halfway there, but growing rapidly. I knew it wouldn’t take much.

I finally tired of nodding my head. Reaching over, I picked her up, stretching her leg over his lap, sitting her down directly on his now nearly full manhood. “Be the slut you want to be, Olivia,” I whispered in her ear, just loud enough for Taylor to hear. “He wants it as much as you do. Let yourself go. I want to watch you be used.”

Her hips pressed forward as I squeezed her ass cheeks, grabbing them with tender caresses, moving her up and down on top of him. The touch of their flesh, still excited from before, caused both to groan. Taylor’s arms came up to pull her in. His eyes glanced at me, reflecting total surprise… yet something else again. An appreciation of what we had. The reason we played like this. An understanding.

Olivia’s eyes turned to me, a pleading look of need. Taylor and I nodded in acceptance. “Let him take you. I want you to,” as I walked back to shut the front door behind me, returning to pull the sandals off her feet as they ground against one another.

After the near-miss of only moments before and the tender talking that followed, the pace was slower, deeper, more emotional. I kneeled down between his legs, only feet away from them, staring at her grasping pussy spreading around that monstrous cock… she was so ready.

I almost gasped when his cock sprung into the open after she rose above, taking his cock in her fist, positioning it for what she wanted. Fuck…it’s bigger than Rodrigo even. No wonder my size queen loves it so much!

She dropped, taking him inside her hungry pussy. No warmup, no positioning. The earlier play left her plenty open, aroused so much I could see her quivering as she impaled herself. Her whimpering filled the room. “Oh, Jack, look at the size of him. He fills me… oh god…” A deep groan flew out of her as she dropped the remaining distance. “He feels so good…”

I chuckled. “Maybe we should go to the bed, let him get the rest of his clothes off…”

“NO! I’ve wasted too much time already.” She rotated her hips, turning to look at me. “Oh, Jack… so good… thank you, thank you…” All concentration left her at that moment. Taylor was pushing up, using his arms to push her away. His hands pulled at her always sensitive nipples.

Taylor smiled at me… I nodded. He lifted her off his lap, pushing her face back into the sofa, moving behind her. Her ass fully extended, open, available. Taylor touched his cock against her opening. “Now, where were we…” His enormous cockhead pressed against her honey tunnel, scraping it across her.

The mewl that came out her throat… My own cock sprang to life, unable to move my gaze away from her face, full of the pleasure… She so loves this, my Olivia. It fills her in a way I never could. My love for her had never been stronger. I wanted him to give her everything she wanted.

He knew that, teasing her, scraping the head across those moist lips as a growl came out of her throat. “Please… please… put it in me.”

He did. Slowly. Inch by inch. A couple inches in, pull back, then a couple more. She was groaning, trying to push herself back on him, frantic to feel the stretch she loved so much. He held her hips still, working his steady pace inward.

As he passed the halfway point, I saw her movement change. A moan came out of her throat, the stretch now taking her breath away. “Oh, Jack… so big…” In one last thrust, he was all the way in. She was moving with him now. “Do it… fuck me…”

So he did. Slow at first, growing in power and speed. He grabbed her hips, slamming himself into her. Full thrusts. That rod had to be tearing her apart, I thought, yet only groans of deep pleasure came out of her throat. She was hopelessly in his thrall. Every move brought gasps of pleasure, adding to her growing arousal.

When the climax came, I thought she would pass out. Her scream of release filled the room, spilling out onto the sidewalk. Everyone at this place knew what that sound meant! I could hear whispering out on the sidewalk. It didn’t matter. Her cries of pleasure did not care.

Taylor wasn’t close to cumming. His torment of my wife went on and on. His enormous balls, hanging so low, hit her clit with every thrust forward. Another climax scorched through her. Then another as his pounding continued. She was whimpering now, unable to put genuine cries together.

After her fourth orgasm, I tapped Taylor on the shoulder, whispering, ‘let’s take her back to the bedroom. You’ll have more flexibility there.’ He nodded, pulling out abruptly.

The sudden opening of her canal caused her to gasp in protest. “No… no… don’t stop…”

“We are going back to the bedroom, babe,” I said, picking her up in my arms. “He has a lot more of that for you. Lot’s more.” My wife was whimpering, mewling. Her every focus on that gaping need to be filled again. I stroked her hair as I held her in my arms.

How much this impacts her has always been a mystery to me. Those big dicks take her to places I cannot even imagine. A place of pure pleasure that she can barely handle, much less contain. I winked at Taylor on our way to the bedroom. He was stroking his dick to maintain his erection. My nod told him everything he needed. Give it to her, I was saying. She wants it.

I laid her on her back. Instead, he turned her over on her stomach, stuffing a pillow under her hips. ‘Goes deeper,’ he whispered to me. ‘You’ll see.’

As soon as he could get on the bed, he spread her legs slightly, pushing himself back into her welcoming sex. She cried out with the renewed pleasure, pushing back against him. All his restraint from before disappeared as he pounded into her. The full might of his hips pushed his shaft as deep as it would go.

Olivia came completely apart. Trembling underneath him, crying out with every thrust. Once her orgasms started, it seemed like they didn’t stop as he pounded away. Even Rodrigo had never caused her to react this way.

I was actually worried for a moment, stepping up on the bed, touching her face. The grimace there told me how much she was enjoying it. The stroke caused her to turn toward me. Those eyes saw only the storm inside.

“Oh my god, Jack… I love this… oh…” Another climax shook her. Her hand came up to hold mine. The grip was like iron, each surge of pleasure being reflected in that fierceness.

‘Watch this,’ Taylor grinned. His movement changed slightly. Instead of straight in and out, he did a little hip rotation, causing the shaft to circle inside her. His balls scraped her clit on every pass. The groan from her lips became a deeper moan as he ripped another climax right out of her. His smile told me he had seen this reaction before.

Her breathing was getting ragged now. All those climaxes adding up. My worried look reflected in his eyes. He seemed to know what I wanted. The hip movement stopped. He went back to straight power thrusting. Another groan from her as she sensed he was getting ready to cum.

“Give it to me,” she cried out. “I want that seed inside me. Fuck me harder… yes…” Just as that last yes came out of her mouth, I could see his balls tightening, then jerking as rope after rope sprayed inside. Her cry of ultimate pleasure filled the room as the climax coursed through her, collapsing on the bed, quivering with the aftershocks.

Oh my god, I thought to myself. He was just getting started. Will she ever be the same after days of this?


Chapter 11

Getting Her Fill



Taylor got off the bed, heading for the bathroom. He returned with warm washrags to clean them both off. Coming out of her daze, she protested, pushing his hand away. She grabbed the pillow out from under her, rolled over, positioning her body so her spread legs pointed straight at me.

“Do it… I know you want to. Saw it with Barry…”

My startled expression made her giggle while she reached over to grab Taylor’s cock, which even soft seemed double the size of mine. She wanted to clean him off with her mouth.

“Such pleasure,” she said to Taylor, licking up his shaft. Traces of both their juices covered it as she cleaned. She stopped, looked at me, a wicked smile reflected the mischievousness in her eyes. “You invited him down here. He’s going to be inside there a LOT this week. Better get used to cleaning me out after every round.” Her wicked grin filled me with joy. I wanted to do whatever she needed.

Taylor looked at me, his repulsed grimace reflecting my own thoughts. She was right, though, as I stared down at her throbbing sex. It drew me in somehow. She still gaped open slightly as her sex continued to throb with what had happened, the jism leaking out in globs.

I fell to my knees, driving my face into her sex. She came off the bed, thrusting her hips at me, groaning deeply as my tongue scooped up the mess, flicking her clit with every pass. It was like a mainline directly to her release. She was flopping on the bed, the pleasure surging in waves up her body.

Taylor instinctively pulled his cock away from her mouth. As much as she was trembling, he didn’t want to be anywhere near those teeth.

I continued my ‘cleaning’ as she quivered. That release seemed to be her last go as she reached over to Taylor to continue her own task. By the time I was done, so was he.

It was late in the evening, past 11. I invited Taylor to sleep with us. He declined, saying it had been a long day. He needed to get some rest if he wanted to handle this one for the rest of the week. After putting my beloved under the blankets, I showed him the room, helping him get settled.

Before I left him, I said. “It really is okay for you to take her anytime she wants. I won’t feel bad or left out. Sleeping together is another matter. If she wants you in the middle of the night, she is free to go there as often as she wants. Afterward, she’ll come back to bed. You’ll see… It’s her thing…”

“I understand now. We’ll let her call the pace. I will be ready whenever she is. That lady loves to fuck. Very exciting.”

I nodded, “that she does… that she does…”

By the time I got back to the room, Olivia was gone to slumberland. Funny, I just realized, after all that, I still had my clothes on. Never took them off! Now I did, cuddling up next to her under the blankets. She pushed tight against me. We had always slept practically lying on top of each other, a lifelong habit of something touching all night long. Here would be no exception.

Before I went to sleep myself, I whispered in her ear. “If you want to go to him in the middle of the night, I am okay with that.” She didn’t reply, just pushed against me tighter.

In the night, I woke up. She was gone. Moans from down the hall told me where she was. I smiled. Maybe we should change the sleeping arrangements after all… as I fell back to sleep.
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Waking the next morning, my beloved’s body cuddled into me again. I pulled her in close. She roused with the movement. “Hey babe,” I said. “Have fun last night?”

“I think he is even bigger than Rodrigo. I never noticed it when we did the threesome.”

“He is big… have fun in his room?”

A worried look flashed across her face. “Was that okay for me to go there?”

“Of course… of course,” I assured her, stroking her arm. “You can have him as often as you want this week. Why we’re here, remember?”

“I just don’t want you to reach a Bob-point.” She rolled over, stroking my face with her hand. “I love this, truly do, my love. But nothing is more important than you and me. Please promise you’ll tell me if you are getting uncomfortable.”

I smiled at her. “Taylor and I have an understanding now. Never worry about me, babe. You let go as much as you want this week. I’ll reel you back in if it’s needed. Your coming back to this bed last night told me there was no need to worry.”

“You are my thing, my love. Not his cock.”

Nodding approval, I nudged myself out of bed. “Get some more rest. You are going to need it. By the way, your phone has been pinging like crazy. Barry and his gang want a repeat. Want to include them in your play with Taylor?”

That wry grin came over her face. “Might be fun, especially if they bring that other girl. Take some pressure off me. We should talk to Taylor to see if he is willing. I plan to keep his tool very busy. Not sure how much more he’ll be able to take.”

“Going to keep him busy, are you?” I laughed, leaning down to tickle her. “You are such a slut…”

“You have no idea how much!” she laughed, pretending to get away, while actually leaning toward me. “I love you so much, Jack. We laugh about this… but not inside. Please understand… I’m not Milly. YOU are my main squeeze. This is just for fun. Not for life.”

“I’ll make sure we keep it that way. Now, get back to sleep.” I tucked her under the blanket, walking out to the kitchen. I think she was already gone before I made it out of the room. It didn’t matter. I needed some coffee.
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After my first cup, where I made further progress on my book, Taylor walked out in a light bathrobe he had clearly brought with him. He really was a handsome man, about my height. The contrast of his dark skin against the colorful robe… I can see why she likes him.

I nodded, offering a cup. “Have fun last night?”

“Fuck, man. Your lady LOVES my cock. I mostly let her go on top. It was like I was watching a porn or something. She worshiped my rod! I had to slow her down a couple of times to keep from cumming. Otherwise… shit… no idea how many times she came. I really enjoyed that.”

“She does like the big ones. Probably why I’ve never felt jealous. Couldn’t do that even if I wanted to.”

“I’m glad you are so open. Going to give her some serious nut this week.”

“She will love that… for sure. Say, before you arrived, she played with a group of youngsters from Maine. 6 guys and a gal. They have been pinging her about doing more. I spoke to her about it. Her priority is you. If you are willing, she would like that.”

“Just a big gangbang?”

“Pretty much. She had every opening filled most of the time they were together. The second round, they brought in another girl. I’m going to insist if they want to play, another girl or two has to be part of it. 8 guys on Olivia alone… that’s too much, even for my little slut. I don’t want her to be damaged.”

“8’s a lot,” Taylor chuckled. “Not sure I’m up for that. Why don’t we do this? We can play together all day today, into Friday afternoon. Let her do the group thing Friday night. Then we end with a big bang on our last day here. Make it kind of romantic. Maybe do something outside. She’ll get all the humping she wants and I’ll either get some much needed rest on Friday or maybe find a young lady willing to play by herself.”

“I’ll suggest that. She enjoyed the group, though nothing like she wants your tool. You take her places she wants to go!” His smile of appreciation told me he enjoyed taking her there.

His eyes kept darting toward our bedroom.. He seemed to wonder when she would come out. I smiled at him. “Why don’t you go in and wake her up? She would like that. I’ll come in later.”

“You don’t mind?” He seemed surprised again.

“No, of course not. Your cock is why we are here. She wants you inside her as often as you are able. I’ll come in later, maybe join in along the way. You’ll see.”

I smiled as he walked away, toward our room. Soon, clothes removing, bed creaking, moaning. Yes, indeed. She really liked his nut.


Chapter 12

Finding Her Joy



In the end, Olivia decided his cock was more important than the boys. I sent them a negative reply. For the next two days, we barely left the room. I ran to get food several times, though started worrying about her getting bed sores! Okay, not really… but there was no question. My wife was getting the fucking of her life.

She followed his rule to never put clothes on while in the cabana. At first, her willingness to keep herself open to him shocked me, but over time, I came to understand. She knew this was a limited time offer. She wanted to get as much as she could.

I joined in several times. We spitroasted and double penetrated our ‘bitch’ so many times my cock started to get sore. Taylor… that man was a machine. Never seemed to tire or lose interest. Neither did Olivia.

One time, Taylor and I were standing in the kitchen, chatting about something. Having a drink. He was wearing his robe. I had on only gym shorts. Olivia crawled into the room on her hands and knees. Put her head under his robe, sucking on him until he was hard again. Then I helped her on the kitchen bar, laying on her stomach, legs hanging over the edge. She spread her ass cheeks apart. An open invitation.

Taylor gave her what she wanted, slamming into her sex, slapping her ass occasionally to accent a thrust. Took it to her hard as she screamed with release after release. After her umpteenth orgasm, I walked to the other side, stuffing my hard cock in her mouth. Now she was groaning for real. Feeling her lover in her pussy and husband in her mouth… I think that was her favorite position! Her eyes almost never left mine as she sucked on me while being fucked.
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After two solid days of playing, we dressed up to go on a date for our last night at the resort. The place had multiple restaurants, from Asian to Mexican. They had only one ‘elegant dining’ establishment. We made a reservation for 7.

I encouraged her to break out her last Jackie B’s outfit. This was green viscose material, semi-transparent, with a spaghetti strap neckline showing plenty of cleavage and an open back down to her waist. A slit up each side left her legs exposed. Normally, you would wear a thong with the outfit. At this resort, no one cared. My favorite slut went bare underneath.

The dinner was fun as we reviewed the action of the week. She touched us both so much during the meal, a passerby would have difficulty identifying who she was with. In all the play over the last few days, we had become a genuine threesome.

We even talked a little about the future. He was a software programmer for a company in Pittsburgh. They did a lot of work with Brewster Systems, a firm headquartered in our hometown. He came in for refresher courses and new product seminars every couple of years. Usually stayed with Rodrigo. Olivia invited him to stay at our place, making sure he understood we had kids. Playing would be limited. ‘Maybe I can stay at a hotel,’ he smiled. ‘We’d like that,’ I told him. Promised to stay overnight on one of his visits.

One nervous moment, for me at least, was when he invited us to visit Pittsburgh. Her enthusiastic reaction contrasted to my more subdued response. He picked up on it immediately, pulling back from further discussion. I was certain, if I let her go by herself, she would have agreed at that moment.

All that night, Taylor fucked my wife. Every position, every opening. She struggled to get him in her ass, but did it anyway. She wanted to give him all of her. I joined in several times, though mainly just watched. I knew we had come to the end of our play… at least for now. Wanted her to have all the joy she wanted.

After what felt like the last session of the night, all of us exhausted, I gave her permission to sleep with him all night if she wanted. For one night only. She thanked me, following him into his room. I could hear moaning down the hall frequently. Didn’t matter. I was so tired I couldn’t stay up or go in there. Let them play.

When I woke up the next morning, I found her snuggled tightly against me. Even when allowed, she still made her way back to our bed. It made my heart sing at that moment. She woke, feeling me pressed against her. Turning her head, she kissed me gently. “I only sleep with my husband. Your permission doesn’t change that.”

I rolled her over. “Last night… Pittsburgh… I definitely felt like you were planning on visiting him there, whether or not I went along.”

“Not a chance, my love. I enjoy the play. Really do. I love you much, much more. I won’t do anything to interfere with that.”

“Thank you,” I said, kissing her on the neck. “I’m glad you could get all the cock you wanted this week. Now, I’m ready to go home. Miss the kids and our life, don’t you?”

“Very much. I would never trade what we have for any dick. I am yours… always.”
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We wished Taylor well as we parted at the airport, both promising to get together next time he was in town. I could tell that Olivia was eager to do that, but was in no hurry.

All the way home on the planes and airport layovers, we talked. About what we had done, what it meant, and our future.

In the end, Olivia decided she liked the cock, really did, just not as a permanent thing. She knew I thought she needed this trip, and that misleading her about it was because she seemed unhappy and missing something. The good part of this week, she told me, was that she discovered her joy again. The surprising part of the week was learning it wasn’t the big cocks that brought that joy. It was us. Our relationship, our family.

We can squeeze in a big cock every once in a while, she teased. Would like that. Yet, day to day, she promised to be more attentive to my needs and active in bed. She discovered this week that size doesn’t matter nearly as much as love.

When we arrived home, we thanked my folks for taking care of the kids. My dad took me aside as I helped him pack his car with their suitcases. He told me we got a curious voicemail from someone named Rodrigo. He wasn’t sure what to make of it, so left it on the machine.

I thanked him for the week. As soon as they were gone, and the kids were out of range, I pulled Olivia into the kitchen where our answering machine was located. We listened to the message.

My wife’s eyes got wide and soft. Rodrigo had told his wife about us. He wanted to know if we would be interested in joining them… together. Olivia’s nodding head told me all I needed to know.

My hotwife had indeed returned to where she belonged… home.


Sign Up For Our Mailing List


[image: Mailling List]


Click here to sign up for the mailing list.


About the Author


[image: GK Grayson]


GK specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus  on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

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

He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.


Also by GK Grayson


Try these other books from GK Grayson.

[image: The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two]


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!
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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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ACHE (Authors of Hotwife & Cuckold Erotica)
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Click here for more from ACHE members.
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