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Membership Renewed



Lisa adjusted the strap of her gym bag on her shoulder as she stepped through the glass doors of Apex Fitness, the cool blast of air-conditioned air raising faint goosebumps along her toned arms. The upscale gym hummed with the low thump of bass-driven music and the rhythmic clank of weights, but her focus narrowed to the sleek front desk where a smiling attendant waited. At twenty-nine, she still carried the lithe athleticism of her college track days, strawberry-blonde hair pulled into a practical ponytail that swayed with each step. Her bright green eyes scanned the open floor plan, lingering for a moment on the row of treadmills where Nolan had already claimed a machine near the back. He gave her a little wave, that boyish smile of his lighting up his lean face, and she felt a familiar warmth mixed with the restless itch that had brought her here today.

She had told him she needed this, needed something to shake off the quiet boredom that had settled into their evenings after long days at the elementary school. Nolan had nodded with his usual supportive enthusiasm, even offering to come along and spot her on the machines. Now, as she approached the membership desk, she wondered if renewing her lapsed card was really about stress relief or something deeper she could not quite name.

"Welcome back," the attendant said, tapping at her screen. "Looks like you're due for a renewal. Interested in any personal training packages? We have a few trainers with openings this week."

Lisa hesitated, her fingers tightening on the strap of her bag. The idea of a trainer felt indulgent, almost risky, but the promotional flyer on the counter caught her eye. Xavier's photo smiled up at her, tall and powerfully built, smooth ebony skin gleaming under studio lights. Certified Personal Trainer. Transform your limits. Something electric stirred low in her belly, a flicker she quickly pushed down. She glanced toward Nolan again. He was jogging lightly now, earbuds in, oblivious to the way her pulse had quickened.

"I'll take the introductory package," she heard herself say. "Four sessions to start."

The attendant beamed and scheduled her first appointment for the following evening with Xavier himself. As Lisa signed the tablet, her wedding ring caught the overhead lights, a small reminder that sent a brief wave of guilt through her chest. It's just training, she told herself. Nolan knows. He's right there watching. Yet the thought of those large hands guiding her form made her thighs press together involuntarily.

She joined Nolan on the treadmill beside his, matching his easy pace. "All set?" he asked, breathing steadily. His voice was warm, affectionate, the same tone he used when they curled up on the couch after dinner.

"Yep. Signed up for some PT sessions too. Figured it would keep me accountable." Lisa kept her reply light, but her green eyes flicked toward the free-weight area where a tall figure moved between clients with commanding grace. Xavier. Even from across the gym she could see the sculpted lines of his shoulders straining against his fitted black polo, the way his powerful legs filled out his shorts. A faint sheen of sweat already glistened on his skin.

Nolan followed her gaze briefly. "Looks intense. Good choice, babe. This'll be great for you." His hand brushed hers on the console, a gentle squeeze that spoke of trust and love. Yet Lisa noticed how his eyes lingered a second longer than usual on the trainer before returning to his own reflection in the mirrored wall.

The rest of their workout passed in companionable silence broken only by occasional encouragement. Lisa pushed through squats and lunges, hyper-aware of every shift in her body, the way her perky B-cups rose and fell beneath her sports bra, the subtle burn in her toned legs. When Xavier finished with his current client and strode toward the desk, their eyes met for the briefest moment. His playfully dominant smile curved his lips, and he gave her a small nod of acknowledgment, as if he already knew she had booked him. Heat flushed her cheeks. She looked away quickly, focusing on her form, but the image of his broad chest and the unmistakable outline pressing against the front of his shorts stayed burned behind her eyelids.

By the time they left the gym that evening, Lisa's skin tingled with more than just post-workout endorphins. In the car, Nolan reached over and rested his hand on her thigh. "Proud of you for getting back into it. I signed up to watch from the viewing area next time if that's okay. Might even learn a thing or two."

She smiled at him, leaning in for a quick kiss. "I'd like that." But inside, her mind raced ahead to tomorrow's session. The guilt was there, small and whispering, but so was a sharper, hungrier curiosity that made her shift in her seat the whole drive home.

Later that night, after Nolan had fallen asleep beside her, Lisa lay awake staring at the ceiling. Her hand drifted down between her legs, tracing slow circles over her damp folds. She pictured those strong dark hands correcting her posture, the heat of his body close behind her. A soft gasp escaped her lips as she imagined the thick bulge she had noticed earlier pressing against her. Just training, she reminded herself again, but her fingers moved faster, chasing the building ache. When she came, it was quiet and quick, her bright green eyes squeezed shut against the wave of forbidden pleasure.

She cleaned up guiltily and curled against Nolan's back, breathing in his familiar scent. Tomorrow would be nothing more than a workout. Nothing more.

Yet as sleep finally claimed her, the memory of Xavier's commanding presence lingered like a promise.


Initial Session



The private training studio smelled of fresh rubber mats and faint citrus cleaner as Lisa stepped inside the next evening, her heart already beating a little faster than her warm-up jog warranted. She had changed into a fitted tank and high-waisted leggings that hugged the firm curves of her athletic build, the strawberry-blonde strands of her ponytail still slightly damp from the quick shower she had taken after work. Nolan had settled himself on a treadmill in the main floor with a clear sightline through the glass wall, offering her an encouraging thumbs-up before slipping in his earbuds. She waved back, forcing a casual smile while a flutter of nerves danced low in her stomach. This is just exercise, she reminded herself sternly. Nolan is right there. Everything is fine.

Xavier closed the studio door behind them with a soft click, sealing out most of the gym noise. He wore a tight compression shirt that outlined every ridge of muscle across his broad chest and shoulders, paired with shorts that did nothing to hide the heavy, unmistakable swell at the front. At six-four and carved from consistent iron, he moved with an easy athletic confidence that made the space feel smaller. His dark eyes sparkled with playful energy as he turned to her, clipboard in one large hand.

"Alright, Lisa, let's see what we're working with," he said, voice low and warm like distant thunder wrapped in humor. "Heard you used to run track. That means you've got good foundations, but we're going to wake up those glutes and core today. Sound good?"

She nodded, cheeks already warming. "Yes. I just want to feel stronger again."

He started them with dynamic warm-ups, directing her through bodyweight squats. When her form dipped slightly, Xavier stepped in close behind her. One big hand settled lightly on her lower back, the other guiding her hip. The heat of his palm burned through the thin fabric of her leggings. "There we go. Hinge from the hips, not the knees. Feel that?" His breath brushed the side of her neck, carrying the clean scent of his skin mixed with a trace of workout effort.

Lisa's pulse spiked. The solid wall of his body hovered inches away, radiating warmth that made her acutely aware of how much larger he was. She sank into the next squat and felt the thick ridge of his covered cock brush ever so lightly against the upper curve of her ass. It was brief, almost accidental, but the sheer weight and girth of it sent a jolt straight between her legs. Her bright green eyes widened, and she bit the inside of her cheek hard. Stop it. It's nothing. Just positioning.

"Good girl," Xavier murmured, the praise casual but laced with teasing approval. He corrected her again on the next rep, fingers pressing firmer this time, sliding along the line of her spine. "You tighten up nice when you're focused. Bet you could take a lot more than you think."

The double meaning hung in the air. Lisa's breath hitched, a rush of guilty heat flooding her face and chest. She glanced toward the glass wall. Nolan was jogging steadily, eyes on his phone screen between strides. He had no idea how close Xavier stood, how that massive presence made her thighs tremble with more than effort. Shame twisted in her gut even as slickness gathered in her panties. What is wrong with me? This is my first session.

They moved to Romanian deadlifts next. Xavier demonstrated first, bending at the waist with perfect control, the powerful muscles in his thighs and back flexing under smooth, sweat-kissed skin. Lisa tried to mirror him, but her balance wavered. He was behind her again instantly, one strong arm wrapping around her waist to steady her while the other guided her shoulders down. The front of his body molded against her back for a long second. That heavy bulge nestled firmly between her cheeks now, thick and warm and impossible to ignore. It throbbed once, as if aware of her.

"Easy," he chuckled softly, the sound vibrating through her. "You've got a tight little body, teacher. All those squats are paying off already. Imagine what a few weeks with me could do." His hand drifted lower on her hip, thumb tracing the waistband of her leggings in a slow, deliberate circle. "You feel that stretch? Deep. Right where it counts."

Lisa's mind reeled. The pressure of him against her was overwhelming, far thicker than anything she had ever felt from Nolan's modest length. A fresh wave of guilt crashed over her, hot and sharp. Nolan loves me. He's right outside. This is just training. But her body betrayed her, nipples tightening into hard points beneath her sports bra, core clenching with sudden, shameful need. She straightened too quickly, breaking contact, and turned to face him. Her green eyes flicked downward for half a second before she yanked them back up. The prominent outline in his shorts strained obscenely against the fabric, the head of it clearly defined.

Xavier noticed. His grin widened, playful dominance flashing in his gaze. "See something you like, Lisa? Gym equipment comes in all sizes." He stepped closer, voice dropping. "Don't worry. I won't tell your husband how distracted you got. Our little secret for now."

She swallowed hard, throat dry. "I... we should keep going." Her voice came out breathier than she intended. They continued through planks and glute bridges, each correction bringing his hands back to her body. During bridges, he knelt beside her, palm pressing down on her lower abdomen while she thrust her hips upward. The position left her spread and vulnerable, leggings pulled tight across her mound. His fingers were so close to where she ached that she had to fight not to rock against them.

By the end of the hour, Lisa was flushed head to toe, sweat glistening along her collarbone and between her perky breasts. Her legs felt unsteady for reasons that had nothing to do with the workout. Xavier handed her a towel, letting their fingers brush. "Solid first session. You push hard when you're motivated. Same time next week?"

She nodded quickly, grabbing her water bottle like a shield. "Yes. Thank you." As she left the studio, she could still feel the ghost of his massive cock pressed against her, the teasing weight that had awakened something dangerous inside her. Nolan met her at the exit, wrapping an arm around her waist and kissing her temple. "Looked intense in there. You okay? Face is pretty red."

"I'm fine," she lied, forcing a smile while her soaked panties clung uncomfortably. "Just really worked me." The guilt sat heavy in her chest as they walked to the car, but beneath it pulsed a hungry curiosity she could not quite silence. Xavier's playful voice echoed in her head the whole drive home, promising more than just stronger glutes.

That night in bed, after Nolan had drifted off, Lisa lay on her back with one hand slipped inside her shorts. She replayed every touch, every brush of that thick bulge, circling her swollen clit faster and faster. When she came, it was with her face buried in the pillow to muffle the whimper, shame and lust twisting together until she could barely tell them apart.


Locker Room Glance



Steam still clung to the air in the women's locker room corridor as Lisa emerged from her group class, towel draped around her neck and heart hammering from more than the HIIT circuits. The strawberry-blonde strands at her temples had escaped her ponytail, sticking to flushed skin while her tight leggings clung to the sweat-slick curves of her athletic ass. She had spotted Xavier leading the session from the front, his commanding form moving with effortless power, and every shouted cue had landed like a private command directed straight at her core. Nolan waited somewhere out on the main floor, probably checking his watch, but she needed a moment to collect herself before facing him.

She pushed through the side door into the quieter changing area reserved for premium members, the mirrored walls reflecting rows of wooden benches and half-open lockers. The space felt empty at first, the distant hum of showers the only sound. Then movement caught her eye in the far mirror. Xavier stood at the opposite end, shirtless, wiping down his sculpted torso with a white towel. Smooth dark muscle flexed across his chest and abs, a light sheen of perspiration tracing the deep cuts of his physique. His shorts hung low on narrow hips, and the heavy, dangling weight between his thighs pressed visibly against the thin fabric.

Lisa froze, green eyes locked on the reflection. She should turn away, grab her bag, and leave. Instead her feet carried her a step closer. Their gazes met in the glass. His lips curved into that teasing smile, playful yet edged with something darker.

"Couldn't stay away after class, huh?" he murmured, voice low enough not to carry but loud enough to make her stomach tighten. He turned slowly, giving her the full view. The thick, veined length of him swung heavily as he moved, easily twice the girth of anything she had ever taken, the dark head already plump and glistening at the tip. "Like what you see in the mirror, teacher?"

Heat flooded her face and pooled lower, a guilty throb starting between her toned thighs. Nolan is right outside. Anyone could walk in. The risk sent a forbidden spark through her chest, sharp and electric, making her nipples pebble hard against her damp sports bra. She opened her mouth to deny it, but the words died when he stepped nearer, towering over her smaller frame.

"You've been staring at it since the first session," Xavier continued, humor threading through the command in his tone. He reached down and palmed the growing shaft, stroking once so it lengthened further, veins pulsing along its impressive girth. "Come here. Just a quick look. No one has to know how hungry that pretty hole is getting."

Her breath caught. Shame burned in her cheeks even as her feet obeyed, closing the distance until she stood inches from him. The musky, masculine scent of his fresh sweat filled her lungs. In the mirror beside them she watched herself, a respectable elementary teacher with bright green eyes now dark with need, reaching out with trembling fingers. She traced the underside of that monstrous cock, feeling its incredible weight and heat. It jumped at her touch, thickening further until it stood proud and heavy, the tip already leaking a clear bead.

"Fuck," she whispered, the word slipping out before she could stop it. Guilt twisted deep, but her mouth watered anyway. Just this once. To satisfy the curiosity. Then I stop.

Xavier chuckled softly, one large hand settling on the back of her head, guiding but not forcing. "That's it. Taste what a real man brings to the gym. Your little husband out there has no idea his pretty wife is about to wrap those teacher lips around me."

Lisa sank to her knees on the cool tile, the risk of discovery pounding in her ears like a second heartbeat. She glanced once more at the mirror, seeing her own reflection, ponytail swinging as she leaned in. Her tongue darted out, licking tentatively along the thick shaft from base to tip. The salty, clean flavor of him exploded across her taste buds, making her moan low in her throat. She opened wider, stretching her jaw around the fat head, sucking greedily while her hand stroked what she could not fit. The sheer size made her eyes water, but the stretch felt addictive, filling her mouth in a way Nolan never could.

Xavier groaned, hips rocking gently. "Good fucking girl. Look at you in that mirror, choking on black cock like you were made for it. Bet that tight little married hole is dripping right now." His fingers tightened in her hair, not rough but firm, controlling the rhythm as she bobbed deeper, saliva coating his length and dripping down her chin.

Every wet suck echoed softly in the changing area. Lisa's free hand slipped between her own legs, rubbing frantic circles over her soaked leggings as she worshipped him. The interior clash hit her hard, right there on her knees, a rush of shameful ecstasy flooding her chest while his thick cock pulsed on her tongue. This is wrong. So wrong. But I need it. The thought only made her suck harder, hollowing her cheeks, taking another inch until she gagged softly.

Voices drifted from the hallway outside, a pair of women laughing as they passed the door. Lisa froze, heart slamming, but Xavier kept her in place with gentle pressure. "Shh. Swallow it all. Don't stop now."

She did, redoubling her efforts once the voices faded, tongue swirling around the swollen head, hand pumping the slick shaft. His balls drew up tight, heavy and full against her palm. With a low growl he spilled, flooding her mouth with powerful spurts. She swallowed desperately, the sheer volume overwhelming, some leaking from the corners of her lips as she milked him dry. The taste was raw and masculine, marking her from the inside.

Xavier pulled back slowly, thumb wiping a stray drop from her chin and pushing it between her lips. "Swallow every drop, Lisa. That's my good little gym slut." His playful grin returned as he tucked the still-heavy cock away. "See you at our next session. And tell your husband the workout was... satisfying."

She rose on shaky legs, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, legs trembling. The mirror showed her flushed face, swollen lips, and guilty green eyes that now held a new, darker hunger. Guilt crashed over her in waves as she grabbed her bag and slipped out, but beneath it pulsed a deep, throbbing satisfaction she could not deny.

Nolan met her near the exit, pulling her into a quick hug. "You look wrecked. Tough class?"

"Yeah," she managed, voice hoarse. "Really intense." She kissed him quickly, wondering if he could taste the difference on her tongue, and let him lead her to the car while her mind replayed every filthy second in the changing area.


Escalating Workouts



Late afternoon sunlight slanted through the high windows of the private studio, casting long shadows across the mirrored walls as the session stretched well past the scheduled hour. Lisa's chest heaved with exertion, her athletic frame glistening under the lights while her strawberry-blonde ponytail clung damply to her neck. The usual gym chatter filtered faintly through the glass partition where a handful of members still pushed through their own routines on the main floor. Nolan had claimed his familiar treadmill spot again, glancing over occasionally with that supportive smile, completely unaware of how the air between her and Xavier had thickened into something electric and unavoidable.

Xavier circled her slowly during the cool-down stretches, his towering frame radiating heat. His compression shirt had come off midway through, leaving the sculpted contours of his dark chest and abs on full display, every ridge catching the light with each breath. "You're opening up more every time, Lisa. Those hips are learning to move right. But I think we can take this deeper today." His tone carried that signature teasing edge, playful command wrapped in humor that made her stomach flip.

She bent forward into a hamstring stretch, and he stepped in immediately, one powerful hand pressing flat against her lower back while the other adjusted her stance. The contact sent sparks racing up her spine. This time he did not pull away. Instead he molded himself against her from behind, letting the heavy, throbbing weight of his uncovered cock nestle along the cleft of her ass through her soaked leggings. The sheer girth of it dwarfed anything she had known, pulsing with raw need against her.

"Feel that?" he murmured close to her ear, voice low but carrying just enough for the thrill of nearby voices to heighten everything. "That's what consistent training does. Gets you ready for something bigger. Something that could fill you up properly." His hips rolled once, grinding that thick length along her, and a fresh gush of wetness soaked through her panties. In the mirror she watched them together, her toned smaller body dwarfed by his powerful dark frame, the contrast making her clit throb painfully.

Guilt still gnawed at the edges of her mind, sharp reminders of Nolan just yards away, but the hunger had grown louder, drowning out caution with every session. It's only physical. Just releasing tension. Nolan could never give me this stretch, this fullness. The rationalization settled easier now, letting her arch back against Xavier instead of pulling away.

He spun her around to face the mirror, yanking her leggings and panties down in one smooth motion until they bunched at her knees. "Look at yourself," he said, guiding her hands to the barre. "See how wet that pretty married slit already is for me." His fingers traced her swollen folds from behind, spreading her open while two thick digits sank inside with ease. She gasped, biting her lip hard as the stretch burned so good. Other members moved in the background reflection, oblivious, their presence turning every moan into dangerous currency.

Xavier freed his massive shaft, the dark, veined monster slapping heavily against her ass cheek. He rubbed the fat head up and down her dripping entrance, teasing, coating himself in her slickness. "You want it, don't you? Want this big black dick to ruin that tight little teacher cunt for anyone else." Breeding talk spilled from him in that playful growl, each word chosen to push her further. "Imagine it, Lisa. Me pumping you so full your belly swells. Carrying something real while your husband waits at home like a good boy."

The words hit her like a live wire. Shame and lust crashed together in her chest, making her walls flutter around his probing fingers even as fresh guilt tried to surface. No. I can't think like that. But fuck, I need him inside me right now. She pushed back against him, green eyes locked on their reflection, watching her own face contort with desperate need.

He entered her in one long, deliberate thrust, the enormous head popping past her entrance and stretching her walls wider than they had ever gone. Lisa cried out softly, the sound muffled against her arm as inch after thick inch sank deeper, bottoming out against her cervix with a pressure that made her vision blur. The burn was exquisite, every ridge and vein dragging along sensitive nerves until she felt impossibly full, owned in the most primal way. In the mirror she saw herself impaled, her perky breasts bouncing free from her sports bra, nipples diamond-hard, while his dark hips flexed behind her, powering forward.

"Fuck yes," Xavier groaned, starting a steady rhythm that made wet slapping sounds echo in the studio. "Taking me so deep already. This pussy was made for black cock. Gonna flood you until it leaks down your thighs for the rest of the night." He reached around to rub her clit in tight circles, never slowing his pounding thrusts. Each stroke sent jolts of overwhelming pleasure through her core, her juices coating his shaft and dripping onto the mat.

Nearby, a woman on the main floor adjusted weights, glancing toward the studio glass for a moment. The risk spiked Lisa's arousal higher. She clenched hard around him, inner muscles rippling as another wave of conflicted ecstasy flooded her. They're right there. Anyone could see me getting fucked like this. And I don't want him to stop. The interior rush left her trembling, chest tight with forbidden joy even as love for Nolan tugged somewhere distant and fading.

Xavier gripped her hips harder, angling to hit that perfect spot inside with every drive. "That's it. Squeeze me. Milk this dick so I can breed you proper. Bet your husband’s little prick never reaches here, does it? Never makes you shake like this." His dirty words flowed without mercy, each one tailored to her trembling body and the wedding ring still glinting on her finger. Mirror sex amplified everything, forcing her to watch her own surrender, strawberry-blonde hair whipping as she rocked back to meet him.

She came suddenly and violently, walls spasming around his girth, a strangled moan escaping as pleasure ripped through her limbs. Xavier did not slow, fucking her through it with deep, claiming strokes until his own rhythm faltered. "Here it comes, baby. Take every drop." He buried himself to the hilt and erupted, thick heavy spurts painting her insides, flooding her womb with surging ropes of hot seed, each one pushing deeper than the last. The sheer volume pushed out around his shaft, running down her thighs in creamy rivulets while he kept grinding, pushing it deeper.

Lisa sagged against the barre, breathing ragged, the aftershocks still fluttering through her stretched core. In the mirror their joined bodies looked obscene and perfect, his dark skin against her flushed athletic form, cum already beginning to drip. Guilt returned in a slower wave now, mixed with raw satisfaction and the terrifying realization that she craved more already.

Xavier pulled out slowly, leaving her gaping and leaking. He tucked himself away and helped pull her leggings up, trapping the mess against her skin. "Good session," he said with a wink, voice light again. "Same time next week. Maybe we’ll make it even riskier." He kissed her temple, playful dominance radiating off him, then slipped out to rejoin the floor.

Lisa straightened her clothes on shaky legs and stepped out to find Nolan. He hugged her close, oblivious to the warm wetness seeping between her thighs. "You’re glowing, babe. These workouts are really agreeing with you. Oh, and I set up location sharing on your phone — just so I know you’re safe when sessions run late."

She smiled against his shoulder, heart pounding with fresh secrets. "They really are."


Group Class Tease



The crowded HIIT studio pulsed with upbeat electronic music and the collective rhythm of twenty sweating bodies moving in sync. Lisa positioned herself near the middle of the room, her athletic frame already warm from the initial rounds of burpees and mountain climbers. Sweat beaded along her collarbone and trickled down the valley between her perky breasts, soaking the thin fabric of her cropped tank. Her strawberry-blonde ponytail swung with each explosive movement, and her bright green eyes kept darting toward the front where Xavier commanded the class with effortless charisma. Nolan had chosen a spot on the far side of the glass wall again, earbuds in, occasionally glancing in with an approving nod.

Xavier’s powerful frame glistened under the lights as he demonstrated the next circuit, his smooth dark skin stretched tight over dense muscle. He caught her stare and flashed that teasing grin, the one that always promised trouble. “Alright, everybody, partner up for some partner-assisted squats. Let’s make it count.” The group shuffled, and somehow she ended up paired with him while the rest of the class rotated through stations. Perfect cover in the middle of the social chaos.

He stepped behind her for the first set, hands settling on her hips with professional firmness that quickly turned intimate. “Keep that core tight, Lisa,” he murmured, voice low enough to blend with the music but laced with filthy intent. As she dropped into the squat, his thick fingers slid lower, brushing the sensitive crease where her ass met her thigh. The contact sent a jolt straight to her clit. She bit back a gasp, feeling the heavy outline of his cock press against her lower back through his shorts.

The class counted reps together, voices rising in encouragement. No one noticed when Xavier’s hand slipped around front during the next descent, cupping her mound through the damp leggings and rubbing slow, firm circles right over her swollen clit. “That’s it,” he whispered hot against her ear, breath tickling sweat-damp strands. “Stay quiet while I edge this greedy little hole. You’ve been clenching for me since the last load I pumped into you.”

Lisa’s thighs trembled. The risk of the packed room, bodies all around them grunting through their own exercises, made her heart race wildly. Guilt flickered briefly, thoughts of Nolan watching from outside tugging at her, but the hunger overpowered it fast. He’s right here in front of everyone and no one knows how close I am to coming on his fingers. I shouldn’t want this so badly, but fuck, I do. The rationalization came easier now, letting her rock subtly into his touch while she pretended to focus on form.

Xavier kept the pressure perfect, two fingers pressing the soaked fabric against her entrance, circling, teasing without letting her tip over. “Look around,” he continued, playful dominance threading every word. “All these people chatting and sweating, and here you are, soaking through your leggings for black trainer cock in the middle of class. Bet you’re imagining me breeding you right here, flooding that womb until it takes.” His free hand guided her up, then down again, grinding his massive bulge against her ass in time with the movement.

A soft whimper escaped her despite her efforts. Sweat rolled down her back, mixing with the growing slickness between her legs. The woman beside them smiled encouragingly, completely oblivious. Lisa’s green eyes met Xavier’s in the studio mirror across the room, watching her own flushed face, the way her nipples poked hard against her top, the subtle roll of her hips chasing his fingers. The voyeuristic thrill spiked higher, her walls fluttering desperately around nothing.

He edged her mercilessly through three more circuits, backing off every time her breathing turned ragged and her legs shook. “Not yet,” he teased under his breath during a quick water break, wiping a bead of sweat from her neck with his thumb and sucking it clean right in front of the group. “You come when I say. Gonna keep you right on that edge until you’re begging in your head.”

By the time they moved to floor work, Lisa felt delirious, core aching with denied need. Xavier dropped down beside her for plank holds, his body aligned so his knee pressed between her spread thighs. While the class held position, he rocked that knee against her clit in tiny, hidden pulses. The pressure built unbearably, her arms trembling not from the plank but from the effort of staying silent. Everyone can see me shaking. They think it’s the workout. They don’t know I’m about to soak my leggings right here. The thought sent another rush of conflicted heat through her chest, shame twisting deliciously with raw craving.

“Hold it,” Xavier called out to the room, but his whisper was only for her. “Feel how close you are? One more little push and you’d squirt all over the mat in front of your husband and every member here. That what you want, teacher? To lose control for me in public?”

She nodded frantically, biting her lip hard enough to taste copper. He increased the pressure, knee grinding firm circles while his hand brushed her side, thumb grazing the underside of her breast. The combined sensations pushed her right to the brink, muscles locking, vision narrowing. Just as the orgasm threatened to crash over her, he pulled back completely, leaving her empty and throbbing.

“Switch stations,” he announced cheerfully, clapping his hands. The class moved on, chatting and laughing. Lisa stayed on all fours for an extra second, panting, body screaming for release. Xavier leaned down as if correcting her form, lips brushing her ear. “Good girl holding it. Save that orgasm for our next private. I want you desperate when I stretch you again.”

She rose on unsteady legs, thighs slick, clit pulsing angrily with every step. The rest of the class blurred past in a haze of denied pleasure. When it finally ended, she wiped down her mat with shaky hands, avoiding eye contact with the friendly crowd. Nolan waited outside the studio, handing her a fresh towel. “That looked brutal. You were really pushing it in there.”

Lisa forced a bright smile, cheeks burning. “Yeah. Xavier really knows how to make you feel everything.” The words carried double meaning that sent fresh guilt and excitement twisting through her. She could still feel the ghost of his fingers, the denied peak hovering just out of reach, making her walk carefully to hide the wetness.

In the car on the way home she crossed her legs tight, fighting the urge to rub herself right there. Nolan chatted happily about his day, hand resting on her knee, while inside her mind replayed every hidden touch, every teasing whisper. The addiction had dug deeper, and she knew the next session would break her even further.


Sweat-Soaked Surrender



The studio lights dimmed to a soft glow after the last member had left, leaving the space quiet except for the low hum of the air system and the distant clank of a janitor far down the hallway. Lisa lingered by the door, heart racing as she watched Xavier lock it from the inside. Her athletic body still buzzed from the day’s earlier denial, skin flushed and sticky under her tank and leggings. She had texted Nolan that the session was running late for extra mobility work. His reply had come quickly: No rush babe. I’m tracking your location, just let me know when you’re heading out. The knowledge that he monitored her while she prepared to surrender completely sent a twisted thrill through her core.

Xavier turned, peeling off his damp shirt to reveal the powerful expanse of his chest, every cut and ridge gleaming with fresh sweat. “You stayed,” he said, voice carrying that playful command she had come to crave. “Means you’re ready to stop pretending, teacher.”

She crossed the room without hesitation, dropping to her knees on the mat in front of him. Her hands rose to trace the deep lines of his abs, palms sliding through the slick sheen of his exertion. The salty, masculine taste of his skin called to her as she leaned in, tongue dragging slowly up the center of his torso, collecting every drop. “I need you,” she whispered against his flesh, voice already husky with need. “All of you. Let me worship this body that owns me now.”

Xavier groaned low, one hand resting lightly on her ponytail as she worked higher, licking and sucking at his nipples, then lower again, mapping every ridge with her mouth. She tugged his shorts down, freeing the thick, heavy cock that had ruined her for anything else. It hung potent and veined, already swelling under her gaze. Lisa pressed her face against it, inhaling the potent musk of sweat and arousal, rubbing her cheek along the warm length before taking the fat head between her lips. She sucked greedily, tongue swirling, savoring the way it thickened and rose in her mouth.

“Fuck, look at you,” he murmured, hips rocking gently. “Married little gym wife on her knees, tongue-bathing my cock after hours. Your husband texting you while you drool for me.” He pulled her up after a few minutes, stripping her clothes with efficient hands until she stood naked and trembling before the mirrored wall. Sweat still clung to her toned legs and perky breasts, making her skin shine.

Lisa turned him toward the mirror first, pressing her smaller frame against his back. She kissed and licked down the powerful columns of his spine, hands roaming the firm globes of his ass, then around to stroke his now rock-hard shaft. “So big,” she breathed, the words spilling freely now without the old guilt crushing them. “So perfect. I can’t get enough of how you stretch me open.” In the reflection she watched herself worshipping him, strawberry-blonde hair messy, green eyes dark with shameless hunger. The contrast of her pale athletic build against his towering dark muscle made her clit throb.

Xavier spun her around, bending her forward at the waist so both of them faced the mirror. “Then take it all tonight. No holding back.” He rubbed the swollen head along her soaked slit, teasing her entrance until she whimpered and pushed back. With one smooth thrust he buried half his length inside her, the stretch burning deliciously. Lisa cried out, hands slapping the mirror for balance as he worked deeper, inch by thick inch, until his hips met her ass and she felt him pressed against her cervix.

The fullness hit her like a drug. This is what I was made for. Nolan could never reach here, never make me feel this claimed. The thought brought a rush of raw possession, not shame, flooding her chest while his cock throbbed inside her. She rocked back harder, meeting his strokes, their sweat-slick bodies slapping together loudly in the empty studio.

Xavier gripped her hips, pounding deep and steady. “That’s my girl. Beg for it. Tell me whose load you want flooding this greedy cunt tonight.”

“Yours,” she gasped, voice breaking on every thrust. “Please, Xavier. Fill me. Breed me deep so I carry it home leaking down my thighs.” Her words turned filthy and urgent as she watched them in the mirror, her smaller body jolting forward each time he drove in. Sweat flew from their skin, dripping onto the mat. She reached back to spread herself wider, desperate for every inch.

He leaned over her, chest pressed to her back, one hand sliding around to pinch and roll her nipple while the other rubbed tight circles on her clit. “Gonna pump you so full it swells your belly. Your husband will see the wet spot on your leggings and know exactly what happened.” Breeding talk poured from him in that teasing growl, each phrase pushing her closer. The risk of Nolan’s texts vibrating in her discarded phone nearby only heightened everything.

Lisa came hard around him, walls clamping and rippling along his girth, a broken moan echoing off the walls. Pleasure tore through her so intensely her vision whited out for a moment, but he kept fucking her through it, drawing out every spasm. “Again,” he demanded, never slowing. “Come on this dick while I own you.”

She did, shattering a second time as he shifted angles to hammer that perfect spot inside. Sweat poured down her back, mixing with his as their bodies slid together. I’m his now. Completely. This body, this pussy, all his. The realization sang through her with dark joy, no guilt left to temper it.

Xavier’s rhythm grew erratic, balls tightening against her. “Beg for my load, Lisa. Loud.”

“Please,” she cried, pushing back frantically. “Breed me. Flood my womb. I need it so bad.” Her fingers dug into the mirror, leaving streaks in the condensation of their heat.

With a deep groan he slammed home and erupted, thick powerful jets painting her insides, wave after scorching wave of cum filling her until it overflowed around his shaft and ran down her legs. He stayed buried deep, grinding, pushing every drop as far as it would go. Lisa trembled in his arms, aftershocks milking him, the warm fullness inside her making her feel marked and claimed in the most addictive way.

When he finally pulled out, a heavy trickle escaped immediately. Xavier caught some on his fingers and brought them to her lips. She sucked them clean without hesitation, eyes locked on his in the mirror. “Good girl,” he praised, playful smile returning as he helped her dress, leaving the mess trapped against her skin. “Text your husband. Tell him you’re on your way.”

Her hands shook as she picked up her phone. Nolan had sent several messages: Still at the gym? and Location says you’re okay. Love you. She replied quickly: Heading home now. Session was intense.

Xavier walked her to the door, kissing her deeply before letting her slip out into the night. The cum continued to seep as she walked to the car, soaking her panties, a constant filthy reminder. Nolan waited up when she got home, pulling her into his arms with that boyish smile. She kissed him, letting him taste the faint remnants on her tongue, already plotting the next time she would return to Xavier’s body.


Home Reclamation



Lisa slipped through the front door of their quiet suburban home just after ten, the cool night air still clinging to her flushed skin. Her leggings were ruined, soaked through at the crotch with Xavier’s thick load that continued to leak in warm, sticky pulses with every step. The scent of sex and sweat followed her like a confession, and her athletic thighs trembled from the deep pounding she had taken less than an hour earlier. Nolan looked up from the couch, boyish smile lighting his lean face as he set aside his laptop. His eyes traced her disheveled ponytail and the obvious damp patch between her legs, but he said nothing at first, just stood and pulled her into his arms.

“You’re glowing again,” he murmured against her hair, voice soft with that familiar love. “These late sessions are really doing something for you.”

She kissed him hard, letting him taste the faint salt of another man still on her tongue. Her hand slid down to cup the small, already-hard bulge in his pants. “They are. And now you’re going to feel exactly what they do to me.” Her green eyes held his, bold and unapologetic. The old guilt had burned away weeks ago, replaced by a shameless hunger that made her voice steady and commanding. “Bedroom. Now.”

Nolan followed without protest, stripping as she pushed him toward the bed. He lay back, his modest five-inch cock standing stiff and eager against his stomach. Lisa peeled off her soaked clothes, revealing the evidence: red finger marks on her hips, her swollen pussy lips puffy and glistening with creamy residue. She climbed over him, straddling his face first, lowering her dripping cunt until it hovered inches above his mouth.

“Clean me,” she ordered softly, fingers threading through his hair. “Taste what a real workout does to your wife.” Nolan hesitated only a heartbeat before his tongue darted out, lapping tentatively at the warm mess leaking from her. The flavor hit him and he moaned, hands gripping her toned thighs as he dove in deeper, sucking and swallowing with growing enthusiasm. Lisa rocked her hips, smearing the combined juices across his lips and chin while fresh waves of pleasure sparked through her over-sensitive walls.

He’s actually doing it. My sweet, inadequate husband licking another man’s cum out of me like it’s the hottest thing he’s ever tasted. The thought sent a possessive thrill through her chest, sharp and addictive. She ground down harder, using his face while her own hand reached back to stroke his tiny prick. “That’s it, baby. Eat it all. You know you can’t stretch me like he does. This is what you get now. Cleanup duty while I stay full of a superior load.”

Nolan whimpered beneath her, hips bucking into her grip, but she pulled her hand away every time he got close. Light denial came naturally now, her fingers teasing the sensitive head with feather-light touches before stopping. “Not yet. You don’t come until I say. This is my reclaiming, not yours.” She shifted down his body, guiding his small cock to her entrance. Even after Xavier’s massive girth she felt loose, but the contrast only made her smile as she sank onto him.

Nolan gasped, eyes wide. “Fuck, Lisa… you’re so wet and open. Did he really…”

“Yes,” she breathed, starting to ride him slowly, her perky breasts bouncing with each roll of her hips. “He fucked me so deep in the empty studio. Filled me until it was dripping down my legs the whole drive home. And you’re going to lick every last drop out after.” She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest, green eyes locked on his flushed face. The sensation of his modest length barely grazing where Xavier had ruined her only heightened her dominance. He feels like nothing compared to that thick black cock, but I love how desperate he looks right now.

She rode him with controlled rolls, clenching around his small shaft on every downstroke while feeding him filthy details. “He made me beg for his seed. Told me he was going to breed me while you tracked my location like a good boy. And I came so hard I nearly blacked out.” Her words grew bolder, laced with the new possessiveness that had taken root. Sweat from her earlier session still clung to her skin, mixing with fresh beads as she used her husband’s body for her pleasure.

Nolan’s hands roamed her athletic frame, squeezing her ass, pulling her down harder. His breathing turned ragged, eyes glassy with humiliated arousal. “I… I love it,” he admitted in a broken whisper. “Love knowing he had you. Love tasting him on you.”

Lisa smiled down at him, a wicked curve of her lips as she sped up, chasing another peak. She reached between them to rub her clit, the denial on his cock keeping him right on the edge without mercy. “Good. Because this is our new normal. You wait at home, hard and denied, while I get properly fucked. Then you clean up like the loving cuck you are.” The dirty talk poured out of her effortlessly now, each word tightening the coil in her belly.

She came with a sharp cry, walls fluttering weakly around his inadequate size, but the orgasm still crashed through her from the sheer power of the moment. Nolan bucked beneath her, desperate, but she lifted off him completely before he could finish. “Not inside me tonight,” she told him firmly, sliding up to straddle his face again. “You’re going to finish with your tongue while I feed you the rest.”

He attacked her creampied pussy with renewed hunger, licking and sucking until every trace of Xavier’s load was gone and she shuddered through a smaller aftershock. Only then did she reach down and stroke him fast and tight. “Come for me, baby. Come knowing your wife belongs to a bigger cock now.”

Nolan erupted almost instantly, thin spurts landing across his own stomach while he moaned into her folds. Lisa watched him, chest swelling with dark satisfaction and deep affection. She scooped a bit of his meager release onto her fingers and tasted it lightly, comparing it silently to the thick floods she now craved.

Afterward she curled against him, sweaty and sated, kissing his cum-smeared lips. “I love you,” she whispered, meaning it completely. “This makes us stronger.” Nolan held her tight, nodding with dazed bliss, already hooked on the new dynamic she had brought home.

But even as sleep pulled at her, Lisa’s mind drifted back to the gym mixer coming up. The risk, the thrill, the next time Xavier would claim her in front of others. She was no longer the bored wife who joined for stress relief. She was addicted, and she was only getting started.


Social Circle Risk



The gym’s annual member mixer transformed the main floor into a sleek social space, string lights draped over weight racks and protein shakes circulating on trays alongside cocktails. Lisa moved through the crowd in a fitted black dress that clung to her athletic curves, the hem short enough to draw appreciative glances. Her strawberry-blonde hair fell loose around her shoulders, and her bright green eyes scanned the room with bold confidence. Nolan stayed close at her side, his lean frame in a button-down, hand resting possessively on her lower back while he chatted with other couples. Yet she felt the constant low thrum of anticipation, knowing Xavier waited somewhere in the mix.

She spotted him near the smoothie bar, towering and charismatic in a fitted polo that stretched across his powerful chest, smooth dark skin glowing under the warm lights. Their eyes locked across the room. Xavier’s playful smile curved his lips, and he tilted his head toward the quieter hallway leading to the locker wing. Lisa excused herself from the conversation with a quick kiss to Nolan’s cheek. “Going to freshen up. Be right back.”

Nolan nodded, already distracted by a colleague, but she caught the subtle excitement in his eyes. He had started checking her location obsessively these days, the thrill of not knowing exactly what she was doing clearly fueling him.

The hallway offered only partial privacy, voices and laughter drifting from the main area. Xavier pulled her into a shadowed alcove near the mirrored accent wall, his large hands immediately sliding up her thighs under the dress. “Risky tonight, teacher,” he murmured, voice low and teasing. “All these people who know us, and you’re already soaked thinking about getting claimed in plain sight.”

Lisa pressed against him, initiating the kiss this time, tongue sliding boldly into his mouth while her fingers traced the thick outline straining his pants. “I want it. Right here. Make me drip for the rest of the night while I smile at our neighbors.” She dropped to her knees without waiting, unzipping him and freeing the heavy, veined shaft that never failed to make her mouth water. The thick head gleamed as she took him deep, sucking with hungry pulls, saliva coating his length while she gazed up at him. In the mirror beside them she watched herself, dress hiked, lips stretched wide around his girth, the public danger sending fresh slickness down her inner thighs.

Xavier groaned softly, fingers in her hair guiding her rhythm. “That’s my bold little hotwife. Sucking me off while your husband chats twenty feet away.” He rocked deeper, the fat crown nudging her throat until her eyes watered. Nearby footsteps echoed, a group of members laughing as they passed the hallway entrance. Lisa froze mid-bob, heart slamming, but the thrill only made her suck harder once they moved on.

He pulled her up after a few intense minutes, spinning her to face the mirror. The dress flipped up over her ass, panties yanked aside. “Spread for me,” he commanded playfully, rubbing the swollen head along her dripping folds. “Watch yourself take every inch while people could walk by any second.”

Lisa braced her hands on the mirrored surface, arching her back. He pushed inside in one long thrust, stretching her walls with that familiar overwhelming fullness. She bit her lip to stifle the moan, eyes locked on their reflection, her smaller athletic body impaled on his dark, powerful frame. The contrast hit her hard, sending a possessive rush through her chest. This cock owns me in ways Nolan never could, and I love letting it happen where anyone might see. The interior heat bloomed wide and raw as he started fucking her with deep, controlled strokes, the wet sounds barely masked by the distant party noise.

Breeding words spilled from him in that teasing growl. “Gonna pump this greedy cunt full again. Leave you swollen and leaking while you go back out there and pretend nothing happened.” His hips slapped against her ass, one hand reaching around to circle her clit while the other pinched a nipple through her dress. Sweat began to bead on their skin from the urgent pace, her back growing slick against his chest.

A familiar voice drifted closer, one of the other trainers she knew casually, chatting with a couple. Lisa’s walls clenched hard around Xavier’s thickness, panic and ecstasy twisting together. “They’re right there,” she gasped, pushing back to meet him anyway. “Don’t stop. I need your load.”

Xavier chuckled darkly, never slowing. “Then beg quiet, baby. Tell me how bad you want it dripping down your legs at the mixer.” He edged her mercilessly, slowing when her breathing turned desperate, keeping her right on the edge while the voices lingered nearby. “Next time,” he breathed against her ear, never slowing his rhythm, “I want your husband locked up before you walk through those doors. Denied all night while you take every load. Think he’d wear a cage for you?” The question landed like a match dropped on dry wood.

The image pushed her over. Lisa came hard, biting her forearm to muffle the cry, inner muscles rippling and milking him as pleasure exploded through her core. Xavier followed seconds later, burying deep and flooding her with thick, hot spurts that filled her completely. He stayed inside, grinding, pushing every drop as far as it would go while the conversation in the hallway finally faded.

He pulled out slowly, leaving her gaping and leaking. A thick trail already ran down her inner thigh as he tucked himself away and smoothed her dress. “Good girl. Go back out there marked. I’ll find you again later.”

Lisa returned to the mixer on unsteady legs, the warm cum continuing to seep with every step. Nolan pulled her close immediately, kissing her temple. “Everything okay? You look flushed.”

“Perfect,” she answered, voice steady despite the filthy secret between her legs. She guided his hand discreetly under the hem of her dress during a quiet moment near the protein bar, letting his fingers brush the sticky evidence. His eyes widened, breath catching with that deepening thrill. “Clean it later,” she whispered into his ear. “When we get home.”

They circulated together, smiling and chatting with mutual acquaintances, the risk of discovery humming between them. Xavier caught her eye from across the room once more, raising his glass in a subtle toast. Later he cornered her again near the equipment racks for another quick, grinding edge session, fingers slipping inside her cum-filled pussy while members milled around the corner. Each stolen moment deepened the addiction, her possessiveness flaring brighter every time she claimed another risky load or touch.

By the end of the night Lisa felt electric, body marked and satisfied, Nolan’s hand tight in hers as they left. The public danger had only sharpened her hunger for what came next.


Permanent Membership



The viewing gallery overlooked the private advanced training studio like a private theater box, its tinted glass allowing clear sightlines while keeping observers discreetly hidden. Lisa stood in the center of the mat below, heart pounding with shameless excitement as she adjusted the straps of her tiny workout top. Her athletic body gleamed under the focused lights, strawberry-blonde hair tied back tight, bright green eyes flicking up toward the gallery where Nolan sat alone, phone in hand, already breathing faster. She had arranged this final session herself, texting Xavier the details and telling Nolan exactly where to watch from. No more secrets. Only their new reality on full display.

Xavier entered from the side door, his towering frame filling the space with that effortless commanding presence. Sweat already dotted his smooth dark skin from an earlier client, highlighting the dense muscle across his chest and arms. He locked eyes with her first, then glanced up at the gallery with a playful smirk. “Your husband’s got the best seat in the house today. Ready to show him what permanent membership looks like, teacher?”

Lisa crossed the distance and pulled him into a deep kiss, her hands roaming his powerful torso, nails lightly scraping through the light sheen of perspiration. “I want him to see everything,” she said against his mouth, voice steady and hungry. “Watch me get properly owned while I sign up for every advanced slot you offer.” She dropped to her knees right there, peeling down his shorts to free the thick, heavy cock that had completely reshaped her desires. Her tongue traced the veined length with open worship, licking away the salty tang of his skin before sucking the fat head into her mouth with wet, eager pulls.

From above, Nolan shifted visibly, hand pressing against his crotch. Lisa met his gaze through the glass for a long moment, green eyes sparkling with possessive fire as she bobbed deeper, cheeks hollowing. He’s watching me serve a superior cock and he loves it. This is us now. The thought sent a hot flush through her core, no trace of hesitation left.

Xavier groaned, fingers gentle in her hair. “That’s my dedicated member. Sucking me so good while your man tracks every slurp.” He let her worship for several minutes, then lifted her to her feet and turned her toward the large studio mirror that faced the gallery directly. “Strip. Show him what belongs to me now.”

She shed her clothes slowly, bending at the waist to present her toned ass and already dripping pussy. Xavier stepped behind her, rubbing his massive shaft along her slit, coating himself in her slickness. “Tell him,” he teased, voice carrying just enough. “Tell your husband how often you’ll be here getting stretched.”

“Every week,” Lisa called out clearly, arching back against him. “Advanced training only. This body needs regular servicing.” Xavier thrust in deep on the last word, bottoming out in one powerful stroke that made her cry out. The stretch remained exquisite, walls gripping his girth as he started a steady, claiming rhythm. Their reflections filled the mirror, her smaller athletic frame jolted forward with each impact, perky breasts bouncing while his dark, sweat-slick muscle dominated the view.

Nolan’s face pressed closer to the glass upstairs, eyes wide and aroused. Lisa locked gazes with him again through the reflection, her voice breaking into moans. “Look at how deep he goes, baby. You could never reach this spot. But you get to watch… and clean up after.” The voyeuristic thrill of performing for him amplified everything, her inner muscles fluttering wildly around Xavier’s thickness.

Sweat poured down their joined bodies as the pace intensified. Xavier gripped her hips, pounding harder, the wet slap of skin echoing through the studio. “Gonna keep this pussy booked solid. Keep pumping you full so you’re always carrying part of me home to him.” His breeding talk flowed rich and teasing, one hand sliding around to rub her clit while the other guided her to spread wider for the mirror. “Imagine that belly rounding while he waits denied in the gallery.”

The words pushed her straight into a shattering orgasm. Lisa screamed her release, legs shaking, eyes never leaving Nolan’s as pleasure tore through her. Waves of raw possession flooded her chest. This is my life now. Getting bred in front of my husband and loving every second. Xavier fucked her through it without mercy, drawing out every spasm until fresh sweat slicked both their skins.

He pulled out only long enough to spin her around and lift her onto a workout bench facing the gallery. Legs spread wide, she pulled him back inside, wrapping her toned thighs around his waist. “Fill me,” she begged, voice loud and shameless. “Breed your permanent member while he watches.” Xavier drove in deep, sweat dripping from his brow onto her breasts as he chased his own peak. His balls tightened, and with a low growl he erupted, flooding her womb with thick, pulsing jets of cum. The volume was immense, overflowing immediately and running down her ass onto the bench.

Lisa held him there, milking every drop, kissing him fiercely while her green eyes flicked back to Nolan. The sight of her husband stroking himself through his pants upstairs only deepened her satisfaction. When Xavier finally withdrew, she stayed spread open, letting the heavy creampie drip visibly for the gallery view.

Xavier helped her to her feet, handing her a tablet with the membership renewal already pulled up. “Sign for unlimited advanced sessions. Non-refundable.” His playful grin returned as she scrawled her name without hesitation, still leaking down her thighs.

Nolan met them at the studio door moments later, face flushed, small bulge obvious. Lisa pulled him into a deep kiss, guiding his hand between her legs to feel the warm mess. “Take me home and clean your wife,” she whispered. “Then we’ll talk about that light cage I want you wearing next time.”

They left separately, the way they always did in public. But in the car, Nolan’s hand found her thigh and pressed the warm mess still seeping through her leggings. He said nothing. He didn’t need to. Permanent membership had never felt so right.
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