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CHAPTER 1



In the beginning, there were rumors.

Something was lurking in the ocean of suburbia, something big. Something truly huge.

Rumors became stories — tales of adventure, wild claims of supposed sightings. Men were nervous; they didn’t want to talk about it. They would stay home, lock their doors. Stubbornly dismiss anything as urban myth, as old housewives’ tales.

But then came confirmed sightings. Blurred pictures posted to social media. A short but shaky video clip on YouTube.

It was real.

Anxious husbands across the neighborhood kept their wives safe at home, forbidding them from venturing anywhere near the danger. Only the bravest, the most foolhardy, would ignore such a threat.

My wife’s friend Shawna returned from the new Planet Fitness on 42nd Street, saying she had seen it with her very own eyes. There was no denying it.

One of the gym rats there had the biggest cock in Christendom — and wasn’t in the least bit shy about it.

Naturally, Shawna’s husband, Travis, said she could never go down there ever again, at least by herself. My Shawna was a bold one, or at least curious. And she had already signed up for a gym membership, and could hardly afford to just abandon it and find another one elsewhere.

And so my wife, Laura, volunteered to go with her from then on.

Travel in pairs, that was the way. Avoid the dark. Laura would be vigilant, cautious, supporting Shawna as chaperone.

‘Doesn’t Travis trust her to keep her hands off it?” I joked.

At that, my beloved wife gave me a look.

I shrugged. ‘Why doesn’t she just go to a different gym?’

‘Around here? Are you kidding?’ She laughed. ‘Besides, she already paid for six months of gold membership, and they don’t offer refunds.’

We didn’t live in the best area. Still just about affordable, though. Even in today’s market. I didn’t mind my wife going with Shawna down to the gym. Any excuse to ogle Laura in her tight Lycra shorts and sports bra. I probably would have gone with them myself, except, you know. Lazy.

Come to think of it, why didn’t Travis just go with his wife if he was so concerned?  

Anyway. I watched my sweetheart get changed to go down there, and there was this unusual atmosphere between us. Laura was pleasantly exhilarated, as if she were venturing on some wild hunting trip, but she made great effort to appear calm and dispassionate so her husband wouldn’t think her main reason for going was to glimpse some other guy’s junk.

I didn’t care. For some reason, it vaguely excited me that she wanted to go down there to perv on some dumb jock while working out in her tight outfit. Maybe she’d get a rise out of him, so to speak.

I didn’t feel threatened. I felt amused at her trying to conceal her puerile desire to witness the monster in the flesh.

I guess I didn’t entirely expect that the monster would be around just at the moment they decided to go down there. I didn’t entirely believe that the guy in question was a threat — Shawna hadn’t said anything about him hitting on her. Just that she’d seen him.

I didn’t just watch the two of them disappear through the front door and feel nothing, as though they were simply heading out to the store to buy groceries. There was an odd tension in my chest at the thought that my sweet wife was on a quest to view another man’s equipment.

I even lay on the couch, failing to concentrate on Netflix, and found myself hoping that the guy might actually hit on Laura, and that she would return from the expedition with a real story to recount. That was the most important thing, wasn’t it? Getting that all-important anecdote?

But it was more than just a need to spice up the suburban blandness, here. I was actually a little aroused at the hope that Laura would have some kind of monster encounter.

I was turned on by the thought that she would see it and be excited by it.

My guess back then was that whatever happened, I would get a sweet wife returning from the gym with the horn.
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Ninety minutes later, the two women returned from their workout wittering like a couple of songbirds at dawn, and it was clear there had been a verified monster sighting.

I felt my manhood thicken at the confirmation, and I had to hide it from Laura and Shawna.

‘It was totally huge,’ Laura laughed, so buzzed from a successful hunt that she forgot not to talk about another guy’s equipment in front of her husband. ‘I mean… I don’t even know if it would fit.’

Difficult to get mad at someone when they’re helpless with the giggles like that.

‘He saw you staring at it,’ Shawna said, cackling openly.

‘He did not,’ Laura insisted. ‘I was being really subtle. I only ever looked at it through the mirrors on the walls. Never directly.’

‘I’m pretty sure he figured that out.’

Since I didn’t get visibly irritated, Laura seemed comfortable talking about the adventure even after Travis had come by to collect Shawna on his way home from the office. I didn’t mind her talking about it. I liked her high energy, her jubilant mood.

The sexy pink blush in her freckled cheeks.

And I got to tease her a little about being a pervert going down to the gym just to check out guys in tight shorts.

‘Jon, are you jealous?’ she asked me, her tone inquisitive rather than accusatory, wholly innocent.

I had to think about it for a moment. ‘No, I’m not,’ I said at last, analyzing my feelings like some kind of android running a systems check.

Smiling sweetly, Laura pulled me in for a gentle kiss like she was giving me a reward. She said, ‘A lot of guys would be.’

I shrugged. ‘Why should I be jealous? You married me, didn’t you?

As long as you come back to me when you get horny from being a pervert at the gym…’

She giggled again when I called her a pervert. Then she grabbed hold of my hand and dragged me to the bedroom, the naughty wench. Encasing me in her arms and jamming her lips against mine while I peeled off her damp gym clothes. She was practically trembling with lust.

‘You want me to take a shower first?’ she asked.

‘Nope,’ I said, savoring the musty aroma of her recent exertions, tasting the salt on her lips and on her soft neck. I liked that she was still sticky with sweat. She looked exquisite, freshly flushed from her workout — and from lusting after another guy’s massive tool.

What could be hotter than a horny wife?

And when I peeled down her sodden underwear, she was already well-oiled and ready for the task at hand. Wow. In fact, she was seriously wet — I slipped a finger inside her, and her juices ran out as though I was handling ripe fruit.

Funny how much I liked that my wife got so turned on staring at another man’s package. I really wasn’t jealous at all. I liked that Laura had this unexpectedly naughty streak in her that had pushed her to pursue the monster in the gym. It didn’t threaten what we had together: I was highly confident she wouldn’t ever just leave me — particularly considering the number of people who’d had to sit in church watching her say ‘I do.’

When she knelt at my feet and hauled down my trunks to look upon my more modest beast, I said, ‘Disappointed?’

Defensively self-deprecating.

She gazed up at me and directed such a beautiful smile toward me. ‘I think it’s perfect,’ she said gently, adding, ‘I wouldn’t want anything bigger.’

Her little white lie was made so obvious by the careful, deliberate manner in which she handled my cock. The way she examined it, appreciation dawning in her pretty face like she suddenly realized what she’d taken for granted so long. When she took it into her mouth, as if she were trying it for the first time, and was pleasantly surprised by how much she enjoyed having it there.

But the way she was handling my beast, it was clear she was mentally comparing it to the monster she had witnessed in the gym. I could tell she was using the data from sucking my cock to extrapolate out so that she could try to imagine what it might be like orally servicing that behemoth she and Shawna had seen.

Well. As far as I was concerned, she could fantasize about any huge cock she liked if it made her this horny for sex with me.

When I eventually coaxed her up onto the bed and slid my tongue-lashed manhood inside her, it only took three or four thrusts before she came like a nun on a washing machine.

After that, she joked that next time she went to the gym, I should come along to check out the competition. I said, ‘Sure.’


CHAPTER 2



From the very next evening, Laura seemed keen to embrace a new focus on her fitness with another visit to the gym.

Shawna couldn’t make it, but I cheerfully stepped into the role of chaperone.

Now I was pulling on my workout gear while checking out Laura as she changed into her breathtakingly tight outfit. Man, I had to put on especially baggy shorts to hide my response to her. We may have been together for five years, married for two, but I didn’t take her beauty for granted.

Laura wasn’t the type to wear sexy lingerie for sex. She preferred doing it with the lights out to avoid getting all self-conscious. And yet here she was wearing Lycra shorts that covered little more than underwear would, and a top that left her midriff bare and the points of her nipples visible, straining against the material — and she was happy to visit a public gym looking like that.

I suppose it was no less exposure than she’d give wearing a swimsuit on a beach. But Laura seemed too distracted by the upcoming monster hunt to remember to be shy about her revealing outfit. Unless it was all part of the plan to bait the beast — but I couldn’t imagine Laura consciously engineering a strategy like that.

Anyway, I wasn’t going to make any comments pointing out how incredible she looked, in case it drew her attention to how little coverage her gym clothes afforded her.

I was just going to discreetly take advantage of seeing her wearing such a provocative ensemble. Sue me, I’m her husband.

I couldn’t help but check out her butt in those tight shorts as we walked from the parking lot into the gym. Man. I know, I know. But I still have to pinch myself sometimes, because I married someone who looked like that. The strangest part was that I wanted other guys to notice, too. Sure, it was pride — I had a gorgeous wife, and liked the thought of being envied.

Anyway, beyond my tight clothing-based lust, we were both sharing an enormous sense of trepidation as we went inside the building. We quietly ventured into the gym as though we were stepping into the woods, clutching rifles, on the lookout for deer.

Would we get another sighting? What if we’d just missed him? What if he’d had a bad day and decided to wear baggy sweatpants this time?

Our fears were unfounded. Guys like that don’t change their spots. Laura flashed me a look of teasing delight when we went in and immediately saw him there, taking up a prominent position.

He was a good-looking guy, I guess. A little older than us, but not much. Short, dark hair, mud-brown eyes, square jaw. His over-inflated muscles were barely contained by a teeny tank top and the kind of shorts middle schoolers would have nightmares about wearing.

If I were a jealous type, I might have suggested he was well acquainted with anabolic steroids — except that’s supposed to give a guy a small pecker.

Anyway, he seemed handsome enough for successful dating even if he didn’t have that ridiculous thing lurking between his beefy thighs.

And it certainly was ridiculous.

I swear, his shorts were so tight you could practically tell he was circumcised. Every possible minute, he was on some kind of machine where he could spread his thighs and give everyone an eyeful.

It kind of grossed me out, and yet it was difficult to tear your eyes away.

I enjoyed very much how taken Laura was with it.

We took to the ellipticals together so she could gawp at him via one of the mirrored walls. She kept shooting me little glances to check I’d noticed it, to make sure I fully appreciated how ginormous it was, to recognize that we were in the presence of true greatness.

I mouthed, ‘Is it even real?’

She nodded like she was a known authority on the matter.

God. I loved that she was so fired up by it. It wasn’t just the prospect of what she would do to me when we got home. I was thrilled by her unbridled lust for this thing. I was elated that another man so obviously turned her on.

But why?

It was so weird. When I glanced at her bright blue eyes, I found myself hoping — and believing — she was fantasizing about taking that thing deep inside her.

Why on Earth did I suddenly want my pretty wife to cheat on me?

She seemed perpetually amused at my uneven response. She was cautious at first in her gawping. She kept checking up on me, making sure I was still breathing. I think she was waiting for me to snap and then storm out, never to return. She believed my decision to come here had been an act of braggadocio, and now we were facing down the beast, I would soon turn tail and flee.

I did my best to calm down, to conceal my emotions.
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After a while, she seemed to relax, assured that I wasn’t going to make a scene.

She even tried silently taunting me — fanning herself with a hand, melodramatically wiping sweat from her brow, biting her lip like she enjoyed the flavor.

I was taking it well, though, I thought. Other guys in the gym seemed to be studiously ignoring the elephant dick in the room. A couple of other women seemed outright hostile.

Over on the treadmills, a group of college students was sniggering at something, and it didn’t take Einstein to guess what.

Laura was attempting to appear unflustered, even though she could hardly take her eyes off that thing. She wanted me to think her interest was somehow ironic. That she could maintain an air of sophistication while being an out-and-out lech. I saw through her subterfuge easily enough.

Laura’s the kind of classically freckled redhead whose pale complexion makes it impossible for her to hide any emotion. If she gets angry or agitated — or turned on — she glows pink to varying degrees. She’s absolutely terrible at poker.

Tonight, she’d been flushed a gentle rosy red before she even started exercising. It was so beautiful.

For some reason, her interest in another guy’s cock only made me desire her more.

Even stranger, I wanted her to look at that guy’s monstrous anatomy — and I wanted the guy to notice Laura. It was a pride thing, I was guessing. I saw him checking out plenty of women, but I got a tiny burst of adrenaline inside my chest when he glanced Laura’s way.

As we worked out, I soon clocked that if I moved to a different machine, or to a different area of the gym, Laura would go with me. It wasn’t that she was hanging on my every move, or desperate to be near me — it was just an unconsciously social thing. We were together, we were working out together, ergo if I headed over to do something else, she would end up doing the same.

And so, of course, I moved to the ellipticals directly opposite where Moby Dick was flaunting his junk on the squat rack.

Laura moved to the elliptical beside me soon enough, and then it was only natural for Moby’s gaze to fall on her and her tight, revealing outfit as she began to move on her machine. Also, I suspect it was easy for her to ogle the guy’s package from where she was, without it looking like she was being a perv — because she was right in front of him.

I think the guy’s presence motivated her to work hard on the elliptical. I was doing just enough to make it look like I was working out properly, while in actual fact focusing on the strangely erotic sight of my wife and a strange man checking each other out while attempting to seem like they weren’t.

Laura was really arching her back, pushing out her breasts as she moved. And Moby was stretching his legs as wide apart as he could manage, to emphasize the scale of his beast.

I watched the beads of sweat trickle down my sweet wife’s flushed face, onto her chest, and I felt so unbelievably hungry for her. I’d never felt such raw, powerful desire for her; it was crazy.

The only disappointment was that the guy wasn’t going to actively hit on Laura while I was there. I could tell he knew I was with her, and that my presence put him off.


CHAPTER 3



When we got out of there, we waited until getting into the car before bursting out laughing.

Laura said, ‘Can you believe that guy?’

‘You couldn’t keep your eyes off him,’ I grinned.

‘But everyone in there was staring at him. Directly or indirectly. And he knew it — and he just sat there with his thighs spread.’

‘He gets off on the attention. He’s one of those guys.’

I backed out of the parking space, keen to get out of there — I was buzzing with arousal after watching my sweet wife staring at another man’s package. After sensing her curiosity, her desire to see another man’s cock up close.

I could smell her perfume and that gentle funk of sweat in the air, and it only seemed to amplify my desire for her.

When we were out of the parking lot, and I had a calm moment in which to glance over at Laura, I saw that she was sitting with her thighs apart, almost as though copying the way Moby Dick had posed in the gym. Was she still thinking about him? Of course she was.

I looked up to double-check the traffic situation, and then glanced at her again, noticing the wet spot that was just about visible between her thighs. That wasn’t sweat. My wife was horny after ogling a handsome, well-hung guy in the gym.

‘If you weren’t married,’ I said, ‘You think you would have gone over to talk to him?’

She giggled. ‘Probably not,’ she said, blushing again as though I’d caught her thinking about something she shouldn’t have been. ‘I wouldn’t even have gotten as close to him as we were. I felt safe because I was with you.’

‘And if he came over to talk to you?’

‘I don’t know… if I were single… it would depend on what he was like. If he were a nice guy… I might have agreed to go for a drink…’

I felt an unexpected surge of excitement deep inside me at the thought of Laura going for a drink with the guy, knowing nothing about him except that he had a big dick.

Laura looked at me and broke into a big smile. ‘You looked as though you were about to go up to him and say something,’ she said.

I shrugged. ‘I nearly did.’

‘What were you gonna say? That he needed to cover up, or something?’

I laughed and shook my head. ‘I just wanted to know what it was like to be him. I don’t care everyone could see him.’

‘You don’t care I could see him?’

There was an odd moment, a pause in the conversation that I covered up by acting as though I had to focus on the slowing traffic. It was a moment in which I was presented with a choice — I could tell Laura exactly how I felt, or I could quietly brush it off, or joke about it, and keep my strange feelings hidden.

But it wasn’t really right for me and Laura to keep our feelings hidden from each other.

So I said, ‘I liked that you could see him.’

She did a double-take. ‘You liked…?’

‘I could see that it was turning you on,’ I said, and out of the corner of my eye saw her blush deepen. ‘And I liked it.’

‘I wasn’t…’ she said, but her words seemed to fizzle.

I gently put a hand on her thigh, and she allowed me to touch her there, widening her hips to indicate approval as my hand skirted over her warm flesh to the intense heat — and dampness — between her legs.

She was horny as hell — and she wanted me to touch her there.

‘You couldn’t help it,’ I said gently, my hard-on throbbing as my fingers explored the sodden fabric stretched over her pussy. ‘You stared at that guy’s dick, and you just naturally started thinking what it would be like to — ‘

‘No…’ she said, catching her breath at my accusation.

‘That’s why he does it, isn’t it? He likes making women think about what it must be like. Maybe some of them get tempted to go up to him… you know, curious…’

I stroked her searing-hot pussy through her soaking workout clothes, and she responded to my touch, writhing under my hand, moaning.

‘You didn’t feel like going up to him and… punching him?’ she asked, a trifle breathless.

I shook my head, ‘I didn’t have a problem with him. I liked that he was turning you on. I liked knowing you were getting all hot and bothered…’

Laura looked astonished at me, and yet there was a wicked glint in her eye that said she was digging how I felt about her lustful thoughts for another man. She took hold of my hand and guided it underneath the thin, stretchy material of her Lycra shorts, underneath the narrow, soaking band of her panties.

She gasped as the tip of my finger dipped into her well-oiled pussy.

‘Maybe… I should have gone over to talk to him,’ she said, her hand gripping my wrist, locking it in place as though to force me to continue touching her there.

I thrust my longest finger into her, coaxing out another moan. ‘Maybe you should have,’ I agreed.

She giggled. ‘I think he was wary of you being there.’

‘Maybe I should just leave you to it next time.’

I meant it as a joke — of course I wouldn’t abandon my wife to a situation in which she did not feel safe. But at this moment, we were arriving at the point I needed to turn into our street, and I had to withdraw my hand from between her thighs. Almost unthinking, I slipped my finger into my mouth to clean off her juices, and the overall impression I gave was definitely not that I was joking.

‘You would be okay with me going to the gym on my own?’ she said once I killed the engine.

I laughed. ‘I don’t think you really need a chaperone.’

‘But if I was staring at the guy, and he came over to talk to me…?’

‘It’s not for me to tell you who you can and can’t talk to.’

She gazed into my eyes, her pretty, freckled face frozen in a kind of half-smile as she tried to work me out. Her hand drifted up my leg, her fingers drawn to the prominent bulge between my thighs.

‘You really are turned on by it,’ she said, in barely more than a whisper as she pressed her hand against my hardness. ‘I don’t get it.’

I leaned in to gently kiss her sweet mouth. ‘What’s not to get?’ I asked her, and my hand was delving between her thighs. ‘We’re both wondering what it would be like for you to ride that thing. It’s so extraordinary.’

‘But you don’t feel jealous about the prospect of him actually hitting on me if I’m there without you?’

I pondered her question a moment. ‘No, I don’t,’ I said, attempting to find words that fit with my feelings. ‘I guess… deep down… I trust you. I know that you love me…’

‘I do,’ she grinned, and slipped her hand inside my clothing, her fingers curling around my erection without obstruction.

‘…and even if anything happened between you and Moby… if he invited you back to his place… it would only be something physical, right? Like dancing with a co-worker at the office Christmas party.’

I could see she was astonished by my apparent libertarian stance on sexual monogamy, but she was covering up her surprise with amusement.

‘’Moby?’’ she grinned, but she was blushing again, at my inference that it wouldn’t be a big deal to me if she wanted to fuck another man.

‘Yeah, Moby⁠—’

‘I get that,’ she interrupted my unnecessary explanation. ‘Even if I don’t think I get you. Completely.’

I tasted my finger again, sucking off her wetness in front of her as though it was the most delicious flavor in the world. I said, ‘I just think it would be hot, that’s all. For you to actually try that thing.’

‘You’re crazy.’

‘No one else would have to know. You could just try it… and see what it’s like.’

‘Try another man’s…?’

‘You might like it.’

I could sense her arousal levels building to as-yet unseen heights. It was insanely hot. It didn’t take an expert in body language to determine what thoughts were going through her head as she suddenly exited the vehicle. I clambered out of the car too, a half-second behind her, and we both darted into the house through the front door.

‘You know… if anything did happen between him and me…’ she said as we clamped our lips together, and pulled our searing hot bodies together right there in the hallway. ‘…it wouldn’t be something I could reverse. You know, if you changed your mind after…’

‘Why would I change my mind?’ I said, tasting the salt on her soft neck.

Man, she was sexy in that skin-tight workout gear.

She said softly, ‘How would you really feel if I came back home and told you I fucked him?’

Oh, God. My hard-on throbbed. I felt such an intense hunger for her, the words from her mouth embedding themselves in my mind, making what she was suggesting seem so real.

I dropped slowly to my knees, trailing my face against her hot flesh as I went, unable to contain a low moan of pure desire for her.

I could sense her question lingering in the air, even though it was obvious how I felt. I tugged down her lycra shorts and her panties, exposing the tantalizing little triangle of red fur and her dripping sex, and said, ‘I would want you so badly…’

Then I dove in, like nothing could satisfy my thirst except her pussy. She gasped as I pressed my salivating mouth to her slippery folds, as I pushed my tongue in to sample her tangy flavor.

‘Oh God…’ she breathed, leaning back to press against the wall as I grabbed hold of her bare behind and feasted on her sex.

It felt like I hadn’t done this in ages, that I’d never truly appreciated it. It was so sexy, gazing up at her from this perspective, seeing how she responded to the sensation of my mouth on her pussy. She didn’t display the reluctance I might have expected if I’d tried to be intimate with her straight after a workout — like me, she was too caught up in the moment. She simply pressed her hands to my head and rode my face as I ate her.

She was panting for air before long, writhing her hips to grind her pussy against my eager mouth, almost seeming to forget that the thing she was gripping between her thighs was not merely a sex toy, it was my head.

And then, in what seemed like next to no time, for Laura, her legs were quivering, her body shuddering, and my mouth was flooded with her moisture as she came harder than I’d ever seen before.

‘What was that?’ she asked once things died down a little so that I could ease away from her loins.

‘I’m not sure,’ I grinned. ‘I think we need to try it some more to find out.’


CHAPTER 4



In a perfect world, given both our apparent enthusiasms for the strangely sexy idea of Laura seducing another man, she would have been straight down to the gym the following day, flirting with her well-hung crush (could I call him a ‘crush’ if she was mainly fixated on his junk?) and going home with him for some raunchy action between the sheets.

But, while I did let her head down there without me when the next opportunity arose for her to go for a workout, it wasn’t as simple as that.

For one thing, the next time Laura was headed to the gym, she once again had to accompany her friend Shawna. And Shawna actively avoided the guy with the massive schlong. They went later than usual, on a day other than the usual one.

It was still vaguely exciting to me to think of Laura venturing out in search of the monster — but even if they did run into him, Laura didn’t want Shawna knowing about this naughty little fantasy of ours.

He wasn’t there when they visited that time. He wasn’t there the subsequent three times Laura went with Shawna, either.

At first, she would come back from her workout, and we’d both be so aroused by the possibility of a monster sighting that we’d fall into bed, and even role-play that he’d been there, that she’d flirted with him, that she might even have done something mildly wicked with him.

But while it was fun to imagine that she’d been tempted to do something with that other man in the locker room, or in the showers, or even in the alleyway behind the gym, it wasn’t quite as thrilling as the prospect that she would have a run-in with the genuine monster sometime.

One night when she wasn’t due to accompany Shawna to the gym, I came home to find her emerging from the bedroom wearing her workout gear.

‘You’re going to the gym again?’ I asked, surprised that she and Shawna were upping their weekly gym schedule.

She grinned. ‘You didn’t get my text?’

I shook my head. ‘I was driving—’ And took out my phone. Sure enough, here was a text from her, saying she was thinking about heading to the gym without Shawna.

I looked up at her now, and she was blushing suggestively. So sexy.

‘Without Shawna?’ I prompted her, though I could sense why she would want to visit the gym without her friend.

‘Don’t you want me to?’

My heart was hammering inside my chest. It was clear what she was asking me.

‘Sure,’ I said, unable to resist looking her over in that tight, revealing outfit. Man, she took my breath away, even though we’d been together five years. She was wearing makeup — more than usual. She’d applied it to draw particular attention to her gorgeous blue eyes.

She really looked as though she was looking to hook up.

‘I’ll… uh… stay home…’ I said, searching for some excuse not to go with her, though we both knew full well the truth about why I would want to stay away.

She smiled, her eyes glinting with excitement. ‘You could drive me… maybe wait in the car while I work out?’

I caught my breath at her suggestion. I could instantly picture parking in the lot in front of the gym, where I would be able to see into the gym itself through its large windows. I would be able to watch my wife flirting with Moby.

‘I could,’ I agreed, and practically turned on my heel to accompany her out to the car.

On the way to the gym, the atmosphere between us was electric, though we hardly said much. We kept glancing at each other, and each time we did, there were mischievous little smiles.

She said, ‘If anything did happen…’

‘Uh-huh?’

‘I don’t know… if he wants to go for a drink or something…’

I said, ‘Just go with it. Whatever you’re comfortable with.’

‘And if it… goes further than drinks?’

‘If you want to,’ I nodded eagerly.

She said, ‘Not that I’m expecting anything…’

We looked at each other, and I felt an intense burst of desire for her. It was so weird how much I wanted her when I thought about her seeking attention from another man.

But the journey to the gym was short, and so there we were, pulling up into a space in front of the building. Laura kissed me and told me that she loved me, and then I was watching her leave the vehicle, holding my breath at the prospect that she might do something sexy and naughty before she returned.

Even before she went into the gym, I could see through the floor-to-ceiling window that the monster was there.

Thankfully, the darkness concealed me and my hiding place. I watched Laura enter the monster’s lair. I couldn’t help but stroke my hard cock through my pants as I watched her begin to exercise, and it was clear that her mark noticed her presence very quickly.

God, it was so hot. It was so obvious how much effort he was putting into showing off for Laura. He favored exercise machines where he could stretch his legs wide open to expose that huge bulge in his shorts. The slower, more sustained weight-lifting machines were best, particularly where he could flex his muscles.

There were a few other women in the gym at the time, but one of them was much older, and the others seemed wise enough to Moby’s game that they kept well out of his way. Laura, however, was trying to act as though she had no idea Moby was there. And since she was the only one apparently willing to exercise anywhere near him, his attention focused on her.

It was such an erotic experience for me, the tension of suspense keeping my breathing shallow and rapid as I wondered whether Moby would be tempted to go over and hit on Laura — or whether she would have the courage to flirt with him.

There were some particularly intense moments, as Laura used the elliptical right in front of him for a while, and he did nothing to hide the fact that he was watching her. But neither of them made a move.

I was a little disappointed, sure. But watching Laura come back to me after her workout, the bright smile spread across her face, and the way she laughed with unbridled jubilation as she sat in the passenger seat — it was still exciting to me.

‘You didn’t talk to him!’ I said, but I was laughing too.

She giggled. ‘I think I need more time. It’s terrifying! I don’t even remember how to flirt with someone.’

‘Oh, that’s not true,’ I said, leaning over to kiss her mouth.

Man, she tasted good. She smelled good. She looked incredible. I think I was developing a kink for my wife in gym clothes. I drove her quickly home so that I could devour her, and just could not get enough of that soaking-wet pussy.

This started to become a pattern. On days she wasn’t going with Shawna, I would drive Laura down there for a session with the monster. Then we’d come back, and I would go down on her at length. There was just something that really appealed to me about sucking on her pussy — shoving my face somewhere that the handsome gym stud with the huge cock was not able to go.

Over the subsequent few visits, I started to get the idea that Laura would never pluck up the courage to talk to Moby. The more bizarre thing was that Moby didn’t try to hit on her — though it seemed clear enough that whenever they were both in the room, his eyes were usually on her.

‘He remembers you were with me that first time,’ Laura theorized. ‘He knows I’m married.’

I laughed at that. ‘He just doesn’t seem like the type of guy who would respect the boundaries of someone’s marriage.’

‘Maybe I’m permanently off-limits to him.’

‘That would be a shame.’

But Laura didn’t stop asking me to take her to the gym, and each time she was in there with him, she came out horny as hell. So I kept bringing her there. My voyeurism wasn’t quite as focused as it had been the first several times I watched her work out in front of the monster, because I felt at this stage that progress between them was unlikely. So I spent some time on Google, my curiosity driving me to see whether I was some kind of freak for wanting to see my wife flirt with — and seduce — another man.

It turns out I wasn’t so unusual. Apparently, it was relatively common among married men to want to see their partner sleep with someone else.

I even stumbled on an interesting theory for why it might be so common.

The theory goes that in pre-civilized times, before we even lived in caves, when a man discovered that a rival had stolen his female, he needed to be ready to take her straight back and mate with her so that she would reproduce with his seed, and not his rival’s.

It was natural selection — Darwin’s theory of evolution — in practice: a man who could more effectively mate with a woman immediately after she’d cheated on him would be more likely to have children than a man who couldn’t. Therefore, evolution would eventually come to favor men who could get an erection when witnessing their partner being unfaithful.

It was a crazy theory, but the somewhat amusing suggestion was that the head of a penis was mushroom-shaped specifically to dislodge the sperm of a rival from an unfaithful woman when he was having sex with her.

Okay, I wasn’t sure if I fully believed that one. But it was reassuring to know that there were plenty of other men out there who felt the same way about their wives as I did about mine.

It even emboldened me.

I drove home, changed into my gym gear, and then went back. Laura hadn’t even noticed that I’d been gone — you couldn’t see much of the dark parking lot from inside the gym. She was pretty surprised when I suddenly walked in wearing completely different clothes from the ones she’d just seen me in.

I didn’t really have much of a plan, but it struck me that Moby knew I was with Laura, so there was no point in hiding that. I went up to her and kissed her before she climbed up onto the elliptical.

‘Hey, I didn’t think you’d make it,’ she said, doing her best to conceal her puzzlement that I’d decided to come in.

‘Work wasn’t so bad for once,’ I said, talking loud enough for Moby to hear.

Laura and I worked out side-by-side, in just the same way we had the first time Moby had seen us together. Laura didn’t change the way she was behaving in front of Moby just because I was now there — presumably because I’d been there all along as far as she was concerned, only watching her from the car.

Meanwhile, Moby seemed initially less bold about showing himself off for Laura in my presence — and yet after several minutes, he seemed to take cues from Laura to go back to the way things had been.

So here he was, exposing that extraordinary bulge of his to my sweet wife, right in front of me.

I was in severe danger of getting a big bulge myself, staring at that one while imagining my wife playing with it. There was an awkward moment where I realized I’d been staring at that thing, then when I lifted up my eyes from it, my gaze connected with his.

Oof.

Kind of embarrassing to get caught staring at another fella’s junk.

I kind of panicked and got up off my elliptical to approach him. I didn’t even really know what to say to him; I just needed to somehow minimize the idea that I had been checking out another guy’s dick in a public gym.

‘Hey, buddy,’ I said.

I heard Laura gasp behind me. I reveled in surprising her with my boldness at going after the monster like this. It was pure machismo.

The guy looked up at me and said, ‘Yeah?’  

There was a little glint of recognition in his squint, like this had happened to him before. I could see his muscles tense up, ready for a jealous boyfriend to start getting hot and heavy. I suspected he was familiar with self-defense.

‘You are aware your shorts are so tight everybody can see what you’re packing?’ Well, no point beating about the bush. And from here, I could tell he didn’t have a bush.

In that moment, I did feel like I was trolling him. That he might think I was some kind of Malfoy sneering at his difference. I felt the acid of shame suddenly spike my insides.

But our Moby Dick simply shrugged and said, ‘Sure, why not?’

My trolling was like water off a duck’s back. He even glanced over at the giggling girls on the treadmills, enjoying this added attention, the possibility that I might be rumbling for a fight, which would give him a fresh opportunity to impress the females in the gym.

But I wasn’t thinking about fighting him. And I wasn’t trying to show him up. The journalist inside me was genuinely fascinated by this unusual specimen.

I said, ‘You don’t mind people looking?’

‘Let ’em look,’ he declared. ‘I don’t have anything to feel bad about.’

‘You don’t worry people will think you’re… weird?’

Another shrug. ‘Some of them.’

I couldn’t help but be impressed. How do people like that exist? And yet they do. Plenty of them run for office.

‘Does it ever… work?’ My curiosity knew no bounds. ‘I mean… do any women ever… want to take you home?’

He grinned, relieved I didn’t sound like I wanted to smack him. ‘They all want to take me home. But, yeah, sometimes someone’ll ask me to walk her to her car.’

God. He really didn’t care. He’d let hundreds and hundreds of people think he was a complete freak — so long as one lusty female might someday wander over and ask for his deets. He played the numbers game like an old lady slipping quarters into a Vegas slot machine all night.

In awe, I couldn’t quite keep control of my tongue. I said, ‘My wife wants to know if it even… you know… fits…’

I heard Laura gasp again — much louder this time — as I completely betrayed her confidence.

Our well-endowed friend merely flashed us another easy smile. ‘Sure, it fits. The female body is an amazing thing, you know?’

I nodded.

Then he added, ‘Your wife want to see for herself?’

His offer astonished me. He knew I was her husband, I was standing right there, and yet he was offering to take my wife away and shove his big dick into her.

Still, even now, I wasn’t angry, I wasn’t upset, I wasn’t jealous.

I was turned on.

Behind me, Laura had dismounted her elliptical. She covered her face with sprawling fingers, like she was watching Michael Myers run after Jamie Lee Curtis with a machete.

‘You want to… see for yourself?’ I teased her.

She slowly lowered her hands, but her jaw was stuck in the dropped position.

Moby said, ‘Lots of guys wanna watch their wives on this thing. Usually don’t have the balls to try it.’

I looked into her eyes, and she looked into mine. I could tell she was just as curious as I was.

But it astonished her that her husband actually looked serious about her sleeping with another man.

‘Honey…’ she breathed.

I could practically see her chest pulsating, her heart was beating so hard.

The gym rat said, ‘I’m clean — I can show you the test results.’

Goodness. Did he really just say that? It was so unbelievably transactional.

The gym around us suddenly seemed empty. As though everyone else had been worried I was going to fight this guy — and that they might be called as witnesses. Nobody had time to be on a jury anymore. It suddenly seemed to hit us that nobody was here to see us take Gym Rat home. Nobody was here to judge.

I quietly underlined the point, telling my wife, ‘Nobody would have to know about this, sweetie.’

Oh, it was just ludicrous. It was totally insane.

But it wasn’t like I was asking for a threesome with another woman. I guess many wives would worry their husbands had some kind of ulterior motive, but Laura knew I wasn’t sophisticated enough to possess hidden layers.

Laura no longer looked shocked or dismayed. One of her eyebrows slowly rose as she contemplated how unexpectedly kinky her hitherto vanilla husband was turning out to be.

We gazed into each other’s souls, and she could tell I wasn’t kidding around anymore. I wanted to see my pretty wife riding this guy’s Mustang. She was almost as taken by the fact her husband would want this as she was by the monstrous manhood straining against that guy’s tight shorts.  

Later, I would discover she’d read something about husbands willing to share in some of the erotic literature she read secretly at night on her Kindle. She wasn’t coming at this scenario completely cold.

So then she smiled, and, faintly mocking his accent, she said softly, ‘You wanna watch your wife on that thing?’


CHAPTER 5



The gym rat, Moby, turned out to be called Ted, but when he mentioned it was short for Edward, Laura instantly insisted on calling him that instead. Well, she’d grown up on Twilight.

Ted — Edward — followed us in his car, and we took great efforts to ensure he didn’t lose us in the late evening traffic. We also took steps to ensure no one we knew would see him come home with us.

When we reached our destination, we even circled the block a few times to make sure no one was around to see three of us enter the apartment together at such a late hour.

Then the front door closed behind us, and there we were.

Boy, oh boy.

At first, Laura and I stood like deer frozen in the headlights. Shocked it had gotten this far. No idea what came next.

Edward, bless him, seemed like he really had done this before. His profligate ego came to the rescue. He said simply, ‘Bedroom’s through here?’

Then he took Laura’s hand and led her through there.

My sweet wife flashed her big blue eyes at me as she went past, the corners of her mouth quivering in wry amusement at my stunned expression, her raised eyebrow inviting me to stop all this from happening if I was getting scared.

But I remained silent. He let him take her to the marital bed.

I could feel my heart hammering against the wall of my chest.

Inside our den of iniquity, Edward offered me a seat and then pulled Laura in for a kiss. I watched his big hands clamp on my wife’s beautiful ass, kneading it like bread dough while he sucked on her lips.

Jesus.

I felt like I might need an oxygen mask. I sat back in the armchair in the corner of the room and tried to look like this was way less of a big deal than it really was.

Laura grinned. ‘So, can I see it now, honey?’

I felt an initial burst of irritation that she would call him ‘honey’ — but then I saw she was directing her question at me. This was fun. Almost as fun as the way Edward was looking at my wife in her tight workout gear. I liked the feeling of other men wanting what was mine.

I said, ‘Edward, why don’t you… lose the shorts?’

Laura stepped back to watch the muscle-bound Lothario slowly peel down his Lycra shorts. Even before they were below his balls, my rose-cheeked sweetheart had reached out to grasp the beast that sprang free.

‘Oh my God…’ she gasped, curling her fingers around the upper half.

It stiffened up fully as she began to stroke it. The damn thing was thicker than her forearm.

It struck me that I’d never really seen another guy erect before in person. I was surprised at how calm I was about it. It was weird — doubly weird to see it in my wife’s hands — and yet now it was happening, I seemed to accept it. I even felt confident enough to start stroking my own, more respectably-sized manhood through my gym shorts while I watched.

Laura seemed delighted to see me getting so comfortable in the armchair.

She knelt down, continuing to slowly pump his enormous shaft, and she looked so hungry for it.

‘It’s so heavy,’ she said in awe, lifting it as she leaned in to kiss its base.

Attempting to sound entirely unfazed by the extraordinary events of the evening, I asked, ‘You think it’ll fit?’

She grinned, ‘I wanna try…’

Then she licked her way to its tip and stretched her lips around the massive thing. She couldn’t even get the top half into her mouth. It felt good enough for Edward, however, judging by his moans.

‘Oh my God, honey…’ she said when she finally came up for air. ‘It’s so huge.’

She worked him with her mouth and her hands. It looked like hard work — and yet she was so turned on by its size, and perhaps because she wasn’t supposed to have it, that she was moaning with genuine pleasure every moment.

Oh Boy. It was so filthy watching my sweet wife toying with that thing. We really weren’t the type of people to do this. We weren’t swingers; we had never even thought about the possibility of an open relationship; Laura had never so much as lusted after another guy in front of me before becoming Shawna’s chaperone.

And now the pretty redhead I had started dating five years ago was on her knees in front of a buff stud muffin, his brutal erection stuffed down her throat, her flushed cheeks drawn in as she sucked on him.

‘Oh my God. So fucking big.’ She couldn’t stop saying it. I wasn’t going to stop her.

Her enthusiasm was just a joy.

‘You like watching, honey?’ she asked, pausing briefly to remove her sports bra.

‘Uh-huh,’ I said, sensing that we’d reached a turning point in our relationship. I suspected that once a kink like this was revealed, it would be tough to put it back in the box.

She beamed, ear-to-ear. So sexy.

She grasped his shaft again, tightly, and said, ‘Honey… I want you to take out your cock and stroke it for me.’

Gee. Zuss.

Her unabashed demand seemed to betray her familiarity with this kind of scenario. It also stole the sense of power I’d had from instructing Edward. But I didn’t mind. What was I going to do, say no? And yet even though he had an enormous dick, the fact that Edward’s manhood was right out in the open seemed to make it easier for me to pull down my shorts and allow mine to spring free.

‘Yeah, just like that,’ Laura smiled as I began to slowly stroke my throbbing hardness.

She seemed to enjoy being watched. The way she moved on his cock, exaggerating her enjoyment of it, was like playing up to the camera. At first, I thought she was showing off for his benefit, but the way she kept sneaking glances at me — making sure I was taking in every second — suddenly made me realize the show she was putting on was for me.

How could her sexual relations with another man somehow strengthen our love for each other? And yet it did.

She loved how much I wanted this for her. How turned on I was by watching her enjoy another man. I loved how she tried to include me in this experience and how she wanted to perform to turn me on.

I said, ‘Are you going to let him fuck you, my sweet?’

Her mouth was full of cock, but her moans sounded strongly in the affirmative.

Edward took her hands and urged her up from the floor. I was trembling with anticipation. But when the big man bent Laura over the end of the bed, he stepped aside and gestured for me to come over there.

‘You want to make sure she’s ready for me, my friend?’ he said, removing his shirt to stand there in all his gym-buffed glory like a Greek God.

I didn’t quite know what he meant at first, but then he directed a hand toward Laura’s delicious behind, and I realized what he was suggesting.

I knelt behind her, ducking down to kiss the soft but fiercely warm flesh of her sumptuous ass. I could smell her arousal thick in the air even before I tugged down her soaking wet panties.

‘I think she’s pretty much ready already,’ I said, inhaling the heady cinnamon spice of her arousal like a connoisseur appreciating the bouquet of a fine wine.

But Edward stood there waiting, and I understood that what he meant me to do was more for my benefit than hers. I could sense that Laura was a little apprehensive — she’d only just been to the gym; she hadn’t taken a shower — and yet there seemed to be no opportunity for her to spurn Edward’s suggestion.

I leaned in and parted her pink-flushed cheeks before touching my mouth to her burning hot sex.

I’d been correct to say she was wet enough to forego the services of a spousal fluffer. As I pressed my lips to her pussy, a little dribble of nectar escaped her rose-pink labia, like juices running from a beautifully ripe peach. I opened my mouth and slid my tongue inside her, and in mere moments, my entire face was soaking wet with her excitement.

She tasted so good, and the thought of preparing her for another man to penetrate only made the experience even more of a turn-on for me.

I moaned as I ate her, and she seemed to relax into it, trusting that this was pleasurable for me. She lifted one of her knees, stretching out her thighs so that I could get a better angle on her exquisite sex, and from the way she quivered, I think she even came a little on my eager face.

But now it was time for me to make way.

Edward was rolling the biggest condom I had ever seen onto his shaft, and I was just stunned. Partly it was the size thing, sure. I mean, look at that damn thing. Edward said he had to buy specially designed condoms from some Japanese company, because regular XXL condoms wouldn’t fit. Partly, though it was the visual confirmation that this man was about to fuck my wife, in front of me, with his massive cock.

It churned my stomach, even if it did make my manhood so hard I thought I might come in a matter of moments.

I returned to my armchair and tried to calm myself down, my face cooled by Laura’s moisture, saturated with her scent. I watched Edward lie on the bed, Laura sliding up there beside him. The monster was right there between his thighs, just incredible.

For a while, she just gazed at it, as astonished as I was. Then she picked herself up purposefully, lifted a leg to straddle him.

‘You want this, babe?’ he said, raising the tip of his cock to her entrance.

‘Oh yes please… please, please, please….’

Oh man. Oh, God. Saints preserve us.

She wailed as it went in — but there was only a split second where I feared she was in pain.

‘Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God…’ she gasped, breathless. ‘Oh, fuck yes…’

I sat there just stunned. I’d never seen my wife from this angle before. And here she was with another man’s colossal cock half-buried in her juicy pussy.  

She cried out with every thrust as she rode him — but she was the one in control.

‘Oh… oh… oh… so fucking good…’

Even at their peak, he couldn’t seem to get more than two-thirds of it inside her. But I have never heard her make the kind of sounds she made as she fucked him. Maybe I was a little envious, but I still held onto the thought that she was mine — she had married me. She wanted me to watch. Edward was only a toy.

He told her how beautiful she was, how amazing she was, how incredible she felt as he thrust that big thing into her. I fixated on the fact that she would stay mine when this was over, and he would leave.

He was just a sex toy for us. To drive Laura crazy when he pounded her from behind. To make me hard while I watched his cock glisten with her wetness as it disappeared again and again into her body. He was gym equipment to give her the most incredible workout.

I watched him lift her and fuck her against the wall. I watched her bend over her dresser while he slammed into her from the rear. I watched him slide into her while she was lying on her front, pounding her when she lay on her back and thrust into her from beneath as she rode him like a stallion.

I couldn’t get enough of how much screaming and yelling she was doing. The incredible beauty of her glowing, freckled form as she rode his enormous, drenched pole — the way her pussy clung to it as she bounced on it. The sounds she made as he fucked her. The thick scent of sex I inhaled with every breath.

I just wanted to keep out of the way and let him send her to heaven and back again. And yet he pulled me into their routine. He had me hold her hands while he was fucking her, to lose myself in the dark pools of her diluted pupils while he made her come. He had me kiss her mouth while he took her from behind; he had me slip my cock into her mouth while he took her like a deranged missionary.

I sat back on the armchair and kissed her mouth as she lay on top of me, and he continued to fuck her from behind.

He even had me lie under her on the bed so that she could grind her pussy against my face while he fucked her mouth some more. Then she lifted up, and I watched close-up as his monstrous cock squeezed inside her dripping sex.

It was the dirtiest, sweatiest, most outrageous sex Laura and I had ever experienced.

Transformational in every respect.

But nothing seemed quite as transformational as when she finally lay on top of me, lovingly gazing into my eyes, and he slammed into her from behind, and came deep within her.

We were both convulsed by his final thrusts, and even though his load was contained by the condom, there was still something unexpectedly dramatic about experiencing the moment in which another man came inside my wife. I felt a curious fizzing inside me, an anxiety that wouldn’t let go, at the thought that he was fertilizing her.

I was in a kind of trance as he decoupled from her, as he pulled off that enormous latex sheath and tied it. What would it be like for him to fuck Laura without a condom? I shivered.

‘You want me to take a shower now?’ My gorgeous, freshly-fucked wife grinned, flicking a few strands of her damp ginger hair out of her face.

‘No,’ I said, and then as I felt the weight of our dance partner lift off the mattress, I moved between Laura’s flushed thighs and eased my own hard cock into the searing-hot wetness of her reddened sex.

Laura gasped again, her eyes wide as I slid straight into her, so easily because she was soaking wet and apparently stretched by another man’s sizable cock.

‘Does that feel as good for you as it does for me?’ I asked her.

She nodded, apparently unable to speak.

God, it was like I’d taken some kind of drug that somehow enhanced my senses. I gyrated my hips to stir my engorged cock deep within her, and even though we weren’t taking dramatic movements, it felt the most intense of any sexual experience I’d had.

I kissed her deeply as I ground my hard cock up against her cervix, and my hilt against her clit.

It’s hard to explain what it was like. Her mouth tasted unfamiliar, her body smelled different, her pussy wasn’t how I remembered. As I sucked on her lips, I could tell she’d stretched them around another man’s cock, and it drove me wild. Every time I breathed in, my chest was filled with the musk of another man emanating from her skin. When I thrust my hardness inside her, it felt like Edward had stretched her.

From the way she shuddered and shook as I reached orgasm in record time, it seemed like her senses had been heightened by the experience as well.

‘You won’t tell Shawna about any of this, will you?’ I asked her.

‘Of course not.’

Then she glanced up at Edward, who was already putting his clothes back on. She said, ‘Next time we’re in the gym, d’you think you can pretend not to know us?’

The gym rat seemed to understand where we were coming from. He shrugged, ‘Sure, no problem.’

My gorgeous, glowing, freshly double-fucked bride gave him an enormous smile and added, ‘Only in public, of course. Whenever you want to… you know… come home with us… You don’t have to pretend anything.’

God, she was sexy as hell — already plotting our next monster-hunting adventure.


CHAPTER 6



In a Hollywood movie, Laura would have fallen in love with Edward. Their purely physical relationship would have taken on an aspect of romance that made me increasingly uncomfortable, until the point at which I realized they’d been sneaking away to see each other without my knowledge. Trust between my sweet wife and me would have dwindled to the point at which our marriage was destroyed.

Maybe I’d also come to find Edward annoying, cocky, with an antagonism toward me that grew every time he slept with my wife.

Perhaps there would be a dark, third-act twist where I crept into Edward’s apartment at the dead of night and sank a silver dagger into his heart while the two of them slept.

Hollywood likes to teach morals, and its usual moral lesson for unconventional relationships has been that they are wrong and that, after an initial wild adventure, the protagonists need to learn to stick to the vanilla if they want to be really happy.

But that wasn’t how it was for Laura and Edward — and me.

Edward was actually a nice guy, and he really wasn’t the romantic type or the possessive type. He respected our marriage and seemed genuinely grateful for the opportunity to enjoy Laura’s sweet body from time to time.

He even let me take pictures and shoot video clips when he fucked my wife, so we might enjoy the insanity during quiet moments when he wasn’t available.

I’m not saying there weren’t heart-stopping moments where it felt like I was losing control of things, and life was changing irreversibly, forever.

Like when Laura asked to fuck him without a condom.

‘He has been tested recently, he is clean, honey.’

Or when she told me she thought she might be addicted to his cock.

‘I love you, honey, but he’s huge.’

And there was that unnerving moment after a particularly long, intense session with the beast, and she told me she couldn’t really feel my cock when I took my turn.

‘I don’t think it stays stretched, honey. I mean, people have sex again after childbirth…’

The thing was, I was never going to compete with Edward when it came to penetration. He was a giant of a man when it came to that equipment, and I was merely average. But I still wasn’t jealous and, perhaps unexpectedly, it didn’t even make me envy him.

Laura made noises when he fucked her that I have never heard from her any other time, and that alone was one of the hottest things ever for me. Yet the way she looked at me when she was impaled by him — the astonished bliss imprinted on her pretty face, the absolute jubilation at what she was allowed to experience, the sweet gratitude and love she felt toward me for wanting this — it really was the most wonderful thing.

She liked to tell me how incredible it felt, and when it was just us, she enjoyed talking about her craving for more of that monster cock. But it wasn’t to humiliate me — if anything, it was simply looking forward to the next time she would thrill us both through her consensual infidelity.

And as things settled a little, I was even happy to let her head down to the gym without me, and particularly when I had a work conflict, or simply wasn’t in the mood to watch, Laura could go back to Edward’s place for her post-workout fix.

I came to particularly enjoy it when she would return to me, late in the evening, flushed and somewhat sticky, her hair damp and her makeup smudged, and her need for furious sex with a massive dick had been satisfied, so that we could cozy up, peel off her sodden gym attire and enjoy a long, slow, sensual exploration of her thrillingly used body.

Ever since she started sleeping with another man, I became strangely obsessed with going down on her. It was like getting close to the center of her sexuality, and really engaging with the drama of her being taken by someone else.

And Laura said that she found it impossibly sexy that I wanted to do that after she’d been so wicked with another man. She said it was as big a turn-on for her that I wanted her so much after she’d been with someone else, that I wanted so intensely to devour her freshly-fucked body.

I might not make her come the same way Edward could, but now she came home from him and enjoyed multiple orgasms with my mouth pressed against her sex.

Our marriage had never been stronger — try that on for a morality tale.

And now I was at home getting my work done when an amused Edward sent me a video clip of Laura flirting with someone new in the gym — a younger man who appeared to boast the same kind of monstrous proportions in the crotch area as our Moby.

What can I say? It was good that Edward wasn’t the jealous type.

He even sent me a clip of Laura getting the other guy’s phone number.
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Young newlyweds have problems in the wedding bed, and need the help of friends to prepare the bride to fully consummate the marriage…

MaxSebastian.net/you-may-kiss-the-bride

My Best Friend’s Wife

A struggling novelist asks his friend to have an affair with his gorgeous wife so he can understand what his novel’s protagonist is going through.

MaxSebastian.net/my-best-friends-wife

A Lockdown Affair

A husband discovers his wife has been having an affair during the Pandemic, but when he investigates, he finds her infidelity strangely arousing…

MaxSebastian.net/a-lockdown-affair

His Week With My Wife

An unfaithful wife must confess all to her husband when one of her lovers invites himself to stay with her for a week — and to turn him down could mean losing her job.

MaxSebastian.net/his-week-with-my-wife

Obsessive: Trilogy

A husband who believes he cannot share intimacy with his wife is inspired to break his assumptions when she begins an affair with another man…

MaxSebastian.net/obsessive-trilogy

And there’s plenty more at MaxSebastian.net
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