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        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.
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      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 haunt 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’re 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, and then playing with him, a period 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 were 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 didn’t 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’s something about the length and girth of a monstrous 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 throughout 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 found her a live big dick for her to experience one directly. 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, and 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 getting 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 play suddenly stopped.

      The surprising thing? Olivia didn’t suggest finding another partner or even continuing with her dildo. She had fulfilled the fantasy. Her big-dick obsession was 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, but he was 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 blasting off frequently. It just wasn’t the same. She no longer suggested it herself. The fever had been broken.

      Something is missing now. It’s not that she’s 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’m 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. Nowadays, 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 that 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 bark 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. One of those desires that had gnawed at her for years, needing to be released. You know, a missed opportunity. But now that she’s 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. Way too young 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. And I want to see her eyes grow wide like they did every time she saw Rodrigo’s tool at the start of every session.

      What can I do to get her back in the groove again? There must be something…
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      “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 tried a softer approach.

      “I guess… maybe it’s just that… well… there’s something missing since Rodrigo left. Your desire… our attachment to each other… your interest in enjoying our sensual side… 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 my 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, though there was hurt in her tone.

      “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, please don’t take this the wrong way. I’m not pining for him, nor do I want to leave you to go back to him. Nothing like that. It’s just… I think Rodrigo was unique. Special to me, besides being my first big one. His temperament… his control… his willingness to share… We’re 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’m comfortable with who I am.” She took a couple of 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’ve 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’s 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’ll 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. Over time, she migrated to only playing with black guys with 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 could he 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 rather than give up on the new cock.”

      “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. And it worked until the wrong person came into their lives. It suddenly became a major mistake. A fatal one for their relationship. Neither of them planned for that.”

      She held both of 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, though now grows tired of it all, missing 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 and lawyers.”
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