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Chapter 1: Revealing My Big Fat Fantasy
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I’d always been the type to harbor secrets, little shadows in the corners of my mind that I dusted off during those quiet moments alone.

But this one? This fantasy of watching my wife, Sophie, tangled up with a man who was the polar opposite of me - big, soft, overflowing in ways I could never be?

It started as a flicker, a stray thought during a late-night scroll through some obscure forum.

Before long, it had grown into a full-blown obsession, one I couldn’t shake no matter how many times I tried to rationalize it away.

Sophie and I had been married for eight years, the kind of couple who still laughed at each other’s bad jokes and stole kisses in the kitchen while the kettle boiled.

She was stunning in that effortless way – naturally blonde hair that fell in waves, green eyes that sparkled with mischief, a body honed by yoga and the occasional guilty pleasure of midnight ice cream.

Me? I was fit enough, the product of sporadic gym visits and a metabolism that hadn’t betrayed me yet. But I craved contrast, the thrill of seeing her surrender to something – someone - utterly different.

The first time I brought it up was over wine, after a particularly steamy movie night.

We were curled on the sofa, her head in my lap, and I murmured it like a confession: “What if... we invited someone else? Someone big, you know? Heavy-set. To watch you with him.”

She froze, then sat up, her brow furrowed in that adorable way she had when processing something unexpected.

“Big how?” she asked, half-laughing, half-intrigued.

I explained, haltingly at first, painting the picture of a man with generous curves, soft flesh that would envelop her, a presence that was all about indulgence rather than chiseled edges.

She didn’t shut it down outright. That was the hook. Instead, she teased me about it for weeks - “Oh, look at that guy at the bakery, is he your type for me?” - but I could see the wheels turning.

Sophie had always been adventurous in bed, open to toys and role-play, but this was a leap.

“I’m reluctant,” she admitted one night as we lay in the dark, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “It’s not just about the sex; it’s about trust. And what if it changes us?”

We talked for hours, dissecting the fantasy like a puzzle. Boundaries emerged: no emotional attachments, full veto power for anyone, and it had to be someone who made her feel safe, not objectified.

Months passed in this delicate dance. I’d share the hottest cuckold stories from online forums, show her tasteful photos of plus-sized models to normalize the idea.

She’d counter with questions: “Why fat? Why not tall or muscular?”

I tried to articulate it – something about the huge gulf between her mega hotness and his flabby desperation. Me letting someone enjoy her body who would never have had anyone as sexy as her in his life.

Slowly, her reluctance softened into curiosity. “OK,” she said one rainy afternoon, as we sipped tea in our cozy London flat. “Let’s look. But if it feels wrong, we stop.”

Finding Roy was like striking gold in a sea of fool’s pyrite. I scoured discreet apps, the ones buried in the app store under vague names like “Connections Unlimited.”

Profiles blurred together - arrogant gym rats, desperate loners - until Roy’s popped up.

His photo was unassuming: a round face with kind eyes, a shy smile, glasses perched on a nose that spoke of good humor.

His bio read like a personal ad from a gentler era: “38, 5’10”, about 380 lbs. Love cooking, reading sci-fi, and deep conversations. Open to new experiences, but kindness first.”

No shirtless selfies, no crude demands. I showed Sophie, and she tilted her head. “He looks... nice. Like he’d bake you cookies after!”

We messaged him that evening. His reply came quick, polite to a fault: “Hi there. I’m Roy. Your ad intrigued me - never thought I’d be someone’s fantasy, but I’m flattered. Happy to chat if you’d like.”

We exchanged pleasantries, then dove deeper. He was a software engineer by day, a hobbyist baker by night, divorced amicably five years ago.

“I’ve always been big,” he confessed in a voice call, his tone warm and self-aware. “Used to hate it, but now? It’s just me. If that’s what you’re into, great. But I won’t push.”

Sophie warmed to him instantly. “He’s witty,” she said after their first solo chat. “That pun about donuts made me snort.”

We arranged the meet at a downtown bar, neutral ground with easy escapes. The rain pattered against the windows as we waited, Sophie fidgeting with her napkin. “What if he’s not what we pictured?” she whispered.

I squeezed her hand. “Then we thank him and go home. No harm.”

Roy arrived exactly on time, his bulk filling the doorway like a friendly bear in a navy jumper. He spotted us, waved awkwardly, and navigated the tables with surprising grace.

Up close, he was even more imposing - broad shoulders sloping into a generous belly, thighs that strained his trousers, but his handshake was firm, his smile genuine.

“You must be Sophie and... Gavin, right?” He kissed her hand lightly, a chivalrous gesture that made her giggle.

“Old habit from my gran,” he explained, settling into the booth with a soft thud.

We ordered sharing plates - olives, charcuterie, warm bread - to ease the tension.

Roy dove in with enthusiasm, tearing into the bread like it was an old friend.

“Nothing beats fresh sourdough,” he said, offering Sophie a piece slathered in butter.

She accepted, their fingers brushing, and I felt that first electric spark of anticipation.

Conversation flowed: he talked about his latest baking experiment (a failed attempt at macarons), she shared her love of vintage novels, I chimed in with tech anecdotes.

No one mentioned the elephant in the room until dessert arrived - sticky toffee pudding, decadent and rich.

“So,” Roy said finally, spoon midway to his mouth, “about why we’re here. I have to admit, I can’t believe my luck. Women like you, Sophie... well, let’s just say my mirror doesn’t lie. I’m not exactly calendar material.”

She blushed, reached across the table to pat his hand.

“You’re charming, Roy. And honestly? The size... it’s intriguing. Gavin’s been painting quite the picture.”

He glanced at me, eyebrows raised. “Yeah? Well, I’m game if you are. But only if it’s fun for everyone.”

The walk back to our flat was charged, the rain a soft accompaniment to our footsteps.

Sophie linked arms with both of us, her laughter cutting through the drizzle.

Inside, she poured wine while Roy admired our bookshelves. “You’ve got good taste,” he said, pulling out a well-worn copy of Dune. I watched them, heart pounding. This was it - the fantasy inching toward reality.

Sophie excused herself to change, emerging in that black silk slip, the one that hugged her curves like a second skin.

Roy’s eyes widened, his Adam’s apple bobbing.

“Wow,” he murmured. She smiled, predatory now, and beckoned him to the bedroom. I followed, claiming the armchair like a throne.

“You sure?” Roy asked her again, hovering in the



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
72 : ~p r
_.@m,@%%(@@ m@






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





