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Chapter 1



I sat at the kitchen table, scrolling through profiles on my laptop, my heart pounding with a mix of frustration and anticipation. "How about this guy?" I asked, hovering the mouse over a picture of a muscular black man in shorts.

"No, too young," Lisa replied flatly, barely glancing up from her phone.

"Okay, this one?" I suggested a broad-chested man who looked to be in his 40s.

"Nope, too much of a bear. Look at his chest hair." She was right; he was way too hairy.

"This one? He's not too young and relatively hairless." This photo showed a guy around 30, lean with little chest hair.

"Sorry, no. Look at the size of his cock—it's too small," Lisa said apologetically.

"Okay, this is the last one I shortlisted. 35, no hair, lean, his cock looks a good size—similar to mine, to be honest." My wife sat up with interest and leaned forward. I turned the laptop to give her a better look. Had we finally found the guy?

"Oh god, no. Look at his profile." She pointed to his 'about me' section and read aloud. "Here to rock your world baby and make you forget your man troubles. I will be your stallion in the sack." She laughed as she spoke. "What a clown."

I closed the laptop with frustration. "Well, that's all I found today. Has there been anyone who's taken your interest?"

"No, and I don't want to settle on just anyone, Mark. If I'm going to do this, then it needs to be with the right person. It's kind of a big deal." She gave me 'the' look—the one that a teacher or parent gives you when you know what you've done and you need to make up for it. I calmed down and replied sheepishly.

"I know, I get it."

About two months ago, I did something stupid. I cheated on my wife and had a one-night stand. It was petty and pathetic, and I risked my whole marriage over the jealousy I felt from my wife spending time after work with a colleague.

We'd been together since we were 20, married at 25, and now in our mid-30s. We didn't have any kids and didn't really want to start a family; we were happy with just the two of us. My wife is a beautiful woman—I'm used to guys hitting on her, and the attention never bothered me before. I'm secure in our relationship and myself, and I've never felt that she would stray.

Then Jason started working for her. This young, handsome guy was moving quickly through the company, wowing everyone in the office with his charisma. The projects they were working on meant a lot of late nights, early starts, and even having to travel together. The problem was, he reminded me of a young... me. That's why I disliked the kid; I always knew no guy could compete with me when it came to my wife, apart from a younger me.

It bugged me, but it wasn't a problem until we were at a work party with Lisa's team. We were talking in a group, and someone mentioned that he looked a bit like me. I smiled, cracked a joke, and brushed it off. Lisa's reaction made me double-take, however—she laughed and made a comment about how much she agreed and that's why she hired him.

Of course, it was just a joke, but this was the tipping point for my jealousy. That night, any innocent touch, casual chat, or smile gave me a sinister feeling that my wife was fucking her underling. I couldn't take it, and I made the biggest mistake of my life.

I'd never thought of myself as an insecure guy, but the very next weekend, I fucked the receptionist at my gym. Sophie was 20 years old, beautiful, naïve, and I always knew she had a thing for me. When we were done, I felt sick with shame and confessed to Lisa within a couple of days. She was devastated and looked at me with disgust. I accepted our relationship was over, and she kicked me out there and then. I didn't blame her, and after a few days on my brother's couch, she called me and asked me to come over.

That was when she offered me something that rocked me to my core. She said that I could move back in and she would forgive me on the condition that she gets a free pass to fuck any guy she wanted. I could help her choose, but she would have the final say, and the most important condition was that I had to watch.

I'd fucked up, and I was willing to do anything to put things right. If giving her a free pass would aid toward that, I was happy to agree. The problem was that it was taking so long to find someone she wanted to sleep with.

I'd agreed that we wouldn't share a bed until the deed had been done, and Lisa would not sleep with anyone that we knew to avoid any ongoing awkwardness. We used an app that allowed you to search for men who were used as a third in relationships, but so far, Lisa was not happy with any of the options.

I'd left my regular gym because I couldn't bear to face Sophie and had signed up to a new one that was in a different part of town. The facilities were great; it had a large weights section, several swimming pools, and a brand new sauna and steam room. I finished up and headed back to the changing room when my phone started to ping with some alerts for new men found in the area.

Excited, I found a corner and eagerly looked through the options. There were a few guys I knew Lisa would say no to, but one person in particular caught my eye.


























Chapter 2



Simon looked to be in his mid-30s like us. His profile only showed pictures of his face and torso, so I couldn’t see his cock, but his body was exactly what Lisa would want—lean, defined, not overly bulky—and his “about me” section didn’t sound like an idiot. No cheesy pickup lines, no promises to “rock your world.” Just straightforward, polite, and confident. I added his profile to my favourites and finished getting changed.

As I left through the lobby of the gym, I froze.

There he was—at the reception desk, speaking to the young woman behind the counter. Of course. A new gym meant a whole new catchment area, a fresh pool of potential candidates right in front of me.

I sat down on one of the leather benches in the lobby, pretending to scroll through my phone, but really I was studying him.

He was tall—easily 6'2"—lean-muscled in the way swimmers or climbers are: long limbs, narrow waist, broad shoulders that tapered elegantly. Bald, clean-shaven except for a deliberate hint of dark stubble along his jaw. His gym shorts ended halfway up powerful thighs; every time he shifted his weight the sinews in his quads flexed visibly. When he smiled at something the receptionist said, it was warm, almost boyish. His accent was unmistakable—Eastern European, probably Polish or Czech. Soft consonants, rolling Rs.

My pulse kicked up. This could be him.

All I needed was confirmation.

When he finally thanked the receptionist and headed toward the changing rooms, I followed at a careful distance.

Inside, he chose a bench near the far wall. I picked one across from him, giving myself a clear line of sight without being obvious. He peeled off his damp T-shirt first—smooth chest, small trail of dark hair running from his navel downward and disappearing into his waistband. No excessive body hair, just enough to look masculine without being furry. Lisa hated excessive hair.

Then came the shorts.

He hooked his thumbs into the elastic and pushed them down, revealing a pair of black speedos. Tight. Very tight.

Thank God I always carried a spare pair of trunks in my bag.

His bulge was… substantial. Even soft, the outline was thick and heavy, pressing noticeably against the shiny fabric. It wasn’t obscene, but it was impossible to ignore.

I stripped down quickly, pulled on my own trunks, and trailed him out to the pool area.

He chose the fast lane and began swimming with smooth, efficient strokes—long reach, powerful kick, barely any splash. I slipped into a slower lane and pretended to do casual laps while keeping him in my peripheral vision.

Forty-five minutes later he pulled himself out of the water. The wet speedos clung to every contour. His body glistened under the fluorescent lights—long, lean muscles, defined but not overbuilt. Water ran in rivulets down the shallow valleys between his abs. The small trail of hair from his navel darkened and arrowed straight down.

He grabbed his towel and headed for the showers.

I followed.

The showers were individual cubicles with chest-high dividers but no doors—standard gym layout. I took the one directly opposite.

We both started rinsing off. I slipped my trunks down like I always did, letting the warm water cascade over me. Out of the corner of my eye I watched him.

He kept his speedos on.

The wet fabric had turned almost transparent. Through it I could make out the thick, heavy shape of his cock lying against his left thigh. Even soft it looked long—longer than average, certainly longer than mine—and girthy. The head was clearly defined beneath the material, blunt and prominent.

My own cock twitched involuntarily.

I turned the cold tap on full blast and faced the wall until the unwanted erection subsided.

When I glanced back, he was gone.

Shit.

I wrapped a towel around my waist and hurried back to the changing room.

He was there—sitting on the bench, scrolling through his phone, towel knotted at his hip, wet speedos rolled into a ball beside him.

I positioned myself directly across from him again, got dressed as quickly as possible to hide the semi I was still fighting, then pretended to check emails while I waited.

Then it happened.

He stood up, let the towel fall, and made no immediate move to cover himself.

Flaccid, his cock hung heavy between his thighs. Easily seven inches soft, maybe more. Thick even when relaxed. The shaft was completely smooth—no visible veins at rest, just clean, flawless skin. A neatly trimmed patch of short black pubic hair framed the base. The foreskin covered most of the large, rounded head. His balls were smooth too, heavy and low, darker than the rest of his skin.

He was perfect.

Lisa was going to lose her mind.





That evening we sat together on the sofa, laptop open between us.

I pulled up Simon’s profile again and turned the screen toward her.

“What do you think?”

Lisa leaned in, eyes narrowing as she studied the face shots, then the torso pictures.

“He’s… exactly my type,” she admitted quietly. “Tall. Lean. Clean. And you’re sure about the… equipment?”

“I watched him in the showers. Soft, he’s already bigger than me hard. And thick. Really thick.”

She exhaled slowly through her nose.

“Okay. Message him.”

By bedtime we had a coffee date arranged for the following afternoon.

Lisa was visibly nervous now that it was real—pacing, checking her reflection, asking me three times if her outfit was too much for a casual coffee. I told her she looked incredible (she did), and that seemed to calm her a little.

I was nervous too, but beneath it was something else.

Excitement.

Not just because this might finally let us move past my betrayal and share a bed again.

But because tomorrow I was going to watch another man take my wife.

And the thought made my stomach twist in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.
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