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Chapter one
Caught in the Moment
Sienna


“Hey, I’m here. Where are you?” I tap the phone screen quickly, glancing around nervously as I enter the gym.

It’s busier than I expected. With the sounds of weights clanking and the rhythmic footfalls on the treadmills, I feel a little out of place. I’ve never been a fan of gyms—too much focus on strength, too many perfectly toned bodies around me. It’s hard not to notice how everyone else seems to know exactly what they’re doing while I’m just trying to figure out where I fit in.

A few guys glance my way, and I can’t help but feel their eyes on me. My white tennis dress feels... too much, too revealing. It clings to my body in all the wrong ways, too short to be modest, showing off my curves when all I wanted was to blend in. I’m not exactly thin, and I feel every inch of my extra weight in how the fabric pulls at my hips and thighs.

I check my phone again. No message.

“Where the hell is he?” I mutter under my breath, frustration creeping in. I can already feel my cheeks burning from the attention. I tap the screen again, but a message pops up before I can press resend.

“Get changed. I’ll catch u in 5.”

I can’t help but roll my eyes. Typical.

Without looking at it I push a door open, my head still buried in my phone. Walking inside a room, not paying much attention to the surroundings, my mind preoccupied with a text I’m composing. It’s only when I hear a rustling sound that I look up.

Towel-clad bodies move in my peripheral vision, water droplets sliding down firm chests, muscles flexing as men dry off. Some are still half-dressed. Some are fully naked.

And all of them are staring at me.

And that’s when it hits me.

“Shit.”

I’m in the men’s locker room.

I take a breath and glance around. There’s no way I’m walking out of here now, not without some serious attention. So, I decide on option B and pretend I belong here. As far as they know I could be looking for someone. I dart toward the next best door, praying it’s some kind of hallway leading to a women’s locker room.

It’s not.

I’m in the damn bathroom. And there’s no turning back now.

A man is in one of the showers, with the curtain left open. The water pours down his muscular frame like it’s trying to make him even more irresistible.

I freeze.

His body is incredible—tall, broad shoulders, chiseled abs, his skin glowing in the steamy light. And fuck, his cock—heavy, thick, and swaying with every movement of his body.

I shouldn’t be staring. I shouldn’t even be here, but my eyes are glued to him, unwilling to move, like I’m caught in some hypnotic trance. Every inch of him is on display, and all I can think about is what it would feel like to have him close, to touch him.

I swallow hard, fighting the instinct to step forward, run my hands over his sculpted chest, and follow the water trail down his abs. But it’s his dick, hanging heavy between his thighs, that keeps drawing me in. It’s all I can focus on, my mouth watering as my mind races with dark thoughts.

I must have been reading too many books—or maybe it’s been too long since my last time—but all I can think about is worshiping this man. I want to trace every inch of his body with my hands, taste every part of him and feel him pressed against me.

My body is on fire, aching with need. I’m not even trying to hide it anymore—my desire is so obvious, so consuming, it feels like I can’t breathe without wanting him. The thought of him taking control, fucking me, fills my mind like a drug I can’t get enough of.

The way he stands there, completely unaware that I’m watching him... it’s maddening.

Slowly, his hand drifts lower, fingers brushing the smooth skin of his abdomen. My heart races, my breath shallow as I watch him touch himself. A deliberate glide, and I’m paralyzed. His hand wraps around his cock, the grip firm but not hurried. He strokes himself, his eyes closed, his head tilted back as if the touch of his own hand is the only thing he needs right now.

His strokes are deep and purposeful. Observing him makes my breath hitch in my throat. The way his cock twitches under his touch, the soft sound of his breath—it’s all I can focus on. He’s teasing himself, moving in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. His breath grows heavier, and I can see the subtle flex of his muscles with each movement. His left hand grips the tile to steady himself while his right works him.

Water trails down his neck, along the curve of his shoulder, and I watch as he tightens his grip, drawing out each pull. His body reacts with a soft, guttural groan. His dick pulses in his hand, thick and heavy, and I swear I can almost feel it, even from where I stand.

The heat between my legs intensifies, my body aching, but I can’t move. I don’t want to. I want to savor this moment, watch him, and feel the tension build. It’s like a drug, and I can’t get enough. His grip tightens, and I see his expression shift—jaw clenched, eyes fluttering closed. His strokes grow faster, more urgent as if he’s nearing the edge.

The sound of his breath becomes more ragged, more desperate, and I watch in awe as his body begins to tense, every muscle rippling with the effort. His fingers dig into his skin, and I know he’s close. I can almost feel it too—how every part of him is on the verge of release.

His cock jerks in his hand, thickening in his grip, and then, with a low groan that sends a shiver down my spine, he cums. Thick streams spill from him, his body shaking with the force of it. I can’t look away, can’t tear my eyes from the sight of him—completely lost in his own pleasure.

Still panting, he opens his eyes, and my heart lurches in my chest.

His gaze snaps to me, locking in on mine. Time seems to stop, and every part of me is paralyzed by the realization that I’ve been caught.

Before I can think, before my body can process what’s happening, I spin on my heel and bolt.


Chapter two
Heavy Reps
Sienna


Finally in the women’s changing room, I lean against the lockers, taking deep breaths as I try to steady my pulse. My mind is a whirlwind, still processing everything that just happened. His eyes were on me. The raw, heated way he moved, lost in his world, completely unaware... until he wasn’t.

With a shaky breath, I reach for my clothes and begin changing.

I take a final glance at myself in the mirror—hair slightly damp, cheeks flushed—and step out of the locker room, my footsteps tentative at first. I’m still shaken, but I have to get a grip.

I head down the hall toward the training area, my mind buzzing with thoughts of him. The way he looked, the way he didn’t know I was there, and the way he’d stared at me when he caught me watching.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I pull my phone from my bag and send another text to my trainer. “Ready and changed, where are you?”

I need something—anything to distract me from the storm inside my head.

“Behind you,” he texts back.

I turn around to see him looking down at me. His dark hair is damp, strands falling slightly over his forehead. His beautiful blue eyes hold mine, sharp and unreadable. His jawline is strong, a hint of stubble shadowing his skin. Broad shoulders fill out his plain T-shirt, the fabric stretching over his chest, hinting at the sculpted muscle beneath. My gaze drifts lower—to the way his shirt clings to his torso, the way his shorts sit low on his hips.

Then my heart starts racing as recognition slams into me. I know this body. I’ve seen it before—without the clothes.

He is the guy I just watched in the shower. Oh, my... awkward, I watched my new trainer jerk off. Wishing I could hide, I look from his hair down to his legs. Dressed, he is handsome as well. My gaze falls on his gym shorts curiously, picturing the seven-inch dick I saw minutes ago. I feel myself getting wet as my mind paints vivid and crazy Images.

He’s acting so cool, it makes me wonder if he recognizes me—or if he’s really good at pretending not to.

“Sorry you had to wait,” he says, his tone way too casual for how I’m feeling. “I had to finish up on something important. You know, some things just can’t wait.” He winks. “Ready to work out?”

Yeah, the question is answered. We both know.

“Hi, I’m Nelson,” he says with a grin.

I reach out to shake his hand, my palms suddenly sweating. “Nice to meet you.”

He clasps my hand gently, but there’s something… there. A slight tickle against my palm, like he’s lingering a little longer than he should. Or maybe I’m reading too much into it. My head’s definitely overthinking it.

I quickly pull my hand back, forcing a smile that I hope doesn’t come off too awkward. “I’m Sienna—your student. I booked an appointment over the phone. Here for the, uh… whole body workout. The ‘lose ten pound in a month’ challenge, I mean.”

I mentally curse myself for stumbling over the words. Could I sound any more nervous?

“I’m glad you’re here, Sienna,” he says with a friendly, encouraging tone. “I will help you achieve your goals.” He gives me a small nod as if already envisioning the progress. “But if you ask me personally, you don’t need this program.” He looks me up and down, and my stomach does a flip. I swear I see him lick his lips. “I mean, look at you.” I feel a strange mix of self-consciousness and flattery. “Gorgeous is an understatement. You’re beautiful in every sense.”

His words make me feel warm, but also a little... uncomfortable.

“Thank you, coach,” I mutter, trying to keep my composure.

He flashes me a grin, like he’s completely at ease. “You’re welcome,” he says smoothly, before motioning for me to follow him.

“Let’s start with a little warm-up. Follow my lead.” We step in front of a large mirror, and he places his hands on his hips, looking as confident as ever. He starts stretching, and I try to copy his movements, watching him in the mirror out of the corner of my eye.

But, of course, I don’t get it right.

“You’re doing great, Sienna.” Giving me a nod of approval, he watches as I try to follow his stretch. “Right arm pulls to the left. Perfect.” A brief pause follows before our eyes meet in the mirror. “Sienna, take a second to look at me again and make sure you’re aligned right.”

Pausing, he meets my eyes in the mirror.

Glancing at him, I focus on nailing the movement. While he makes everything look effortless, I’m still struggling to keep up.

“Exactly.” His voice is steady and reassuring. “Now, tell me—what part of your body do you want to focus on?”

I think for a moment, feeling a little self-conscious but also determined. “Well... my belly, my butt, and my legs,” I admit.

His gaze flicks to mine, a small nod his only response.

Then he guides me to the seated leg press machine, his hands briefly brushing mine as he adjusts the settings. “This one’s going to tighten those legs and firm up that gorgeous ass,” he says with a knowing smirk.

Without hesitation, he swings onto the seat, shifting smoothly into place. “Watch closely.” His muscles flex as he positions his feet. “Push through your heels, keep your back flat, and control the movement on the way down.” He executes a few reps, making it look ridiculously easy.

When he steps off, he comes close—so close I can feel the heat of his body. “Your turn.” His voice drops just enough to send a shiver down my spine.

I swallow hard, nodding as I step up. “Yeah… let’s do it.”

He stands beside me and helps me position my feet. “You got this, Sienna.”

“Now, press the weight slowly. Keep your movements controlled. You’ll feel it in your legs and glutes.”

I push the weight easily.

“Perfect,” he says, his voice a little deeper than before.

After about ten or twelve repetitions, he says, “Actually, Sienna,” his gaze lingers on my legs for a moment, “your legs are strong. Are you up for a challenge?”

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued. “Sure, why not.”

“Alright, let’s try the same movement without the machine. We’ll do a free squat using just your body weight.”

I nod as I follow him back to the mirror wall. Standing beside me, he demonstrates the movement. “Feet shoulder-width apart,” he says as he lowers himself, showing me the movement. “Sit back like you’re going to sit in a chair, keeping your back straight. Ready?”

I take a deep breath, trying to shake off the nerves. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

He steps back a little, watching closely as I position my feet and try to mimic his movements. I squat down slowly, trying to keep my back straight.

“Not bad,” he says, his voice warm. “But you’re going to want to get a bit lower to really feel it. Try it again, but this time focus on going deeper.”

I nod and attempt the squat again, trying to push a little further.

“Can I?” he asks, his voice a little softer as he steps right behind me. His hands hover above my hips, waiting for permission. I nod, feeling a little self-conscious, but he gently adjusts my posture, placing his hands lightly on my hips to guide me. “There you go,” he says, his fingers brushing against my skin as he positions me. “Now, keep your weight in your heels and push your hips back.” I do as he says, but feel like I might lose balance. And that is not only from the exercise. He seems to make my head spin, and the touch of his hands does not make it easier.

“Better,” he says with a nod. “Push that ass toward me.” Trembling, I do exactly that. “Keep going, I got you. You won’t fall, I promise.”

I try again, my legs starting to burn, but with him guiding me, I feel more confident. There’s a tension in the air now, something unspoken between us, and I can feel it with every breath I take.

“Perfect,” he says, his voice smooth and approving. “You’re doing great. Give me a couple more, alright?”

Half an hour passes, and I’m exhausted.

“You can take a five-minute break; we’ll continue afterward,” he says.

“Okay, sure.” I drop onto a nearby bench, stretching out my legs with a sigh.

Nelson stays close, leaning against the wall beside me, arms crossed over his chest. “How do you feel?”

I let out a breathless laugh. “My legs are on fire.” My gaze flicks up to his, and the smirk tugging at his lips tells me he caught the double meaning.

“Oh yeah?” He pushes off the wall, stepping closer—close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from him. “Guess we’ll have to stretch them out properly.”

His voice is smooth, and he knows exactly what it’s doing to me.

“Let’s move to the mat.”

I follow, my legs still trembling, but the real burn isn’t just in my muscles, it’s in the way my body reacts to him. Every glance. Every touch. Every inhale of his subtle, musky scent.

He kneels on the mat, thighs spread slightly apart, forearms resting on them as he watches me. I lower myself down, stretching out on my back, and the second I do, realization sinks in.

I’m beneath him.

The air between us shifts—thickens, tightens.

“Sit-ups,” he says, his voice lower now. He moves closer, one knee brushing against my thigh as he leans in, his hand settling lightly on my lower abdomen. “Engage your core. Don’t use momentum—control the movement.”

His palm rests there, and his fingers press firmly enough to make me hyperaware of every point of contact, making it hard to concentrate as I nod.

I lift, my core tensing, but my focus is scattered. His breath is warm. His scent is intoxicating. And the way he’s watching me—like he knows exactly what’s running through my mind—is making this impossible.

“Again,” he instructs, calmly.

I move, and this time, when I lift, his hand slides higher, below my ribs, tracking my movement. “That’s better,” he murmurs. “Feel the difference?”

I swallow hard. I feel everything.

“You’re shaking,” he observes. “Tired?”

“Yes.” The word slips out before I can stop it. But not because of the workout.

Knowingly, he smirks. “One more.”

I lift again, and as I reach the top, his palm skims down, fingers brushing above the waistband of my leggings. He is not guiding, not correcting, but lingering.

I suck in a sharp breath.

He holds my gaze.

“Good.”

A pause. His eyes flick over me, assessing.

“But I think you can handle more.”

I swallow hard, my body still humming from his touch.

Nelson doesn’t move away. Instead, he shifts slightly, staying right beside me on the mat, his body still close, his presence still heavy in the air between us.

“Let’s do one more exercise,” he says. “Something for your arms and whole body.”

Effortlessly, he shifts position, lowering onto his forearms, muscles flexing as he holds steady. Then, with controlled precision, he pushes up onto his hands before easing back down.

“Plank and up,” he explains. “Core tight, no sagging. This one works everything—from shoulders and arms to abs, glutes, and quads.”

I nod, still catching my breath, too distracted by the way his back and shoulders move with each push-up.

“Come on,” he urges, tipping his chin toward the space beside him. “Get down.”

I follow his lead, dropping onto my forearms to mirror his stance.

His hand rests lightly against my lower back. “Tighten here,” he instructs, his touch measured yet gentle. “You want a straight line.”

I inhale sharply at the contact and shift slightly. Acutely, I feel every point where our bodies almost touch.

“Now, push up.”

I do, my core and arm muscles burning.

“Controlled movement,” he reminds me, with a steady voice. “You’ve got it.”

I push up again, my body shaking, but his presence keeps me grounded.

“Good.” His voice dips lower, and I swear I hear something else in it—something more profound, maybe seductive. “One more.”

I grit my teeth and push through, arms trembling as I lift for the final time before dropping onto the mat, breathless.

Beside me, Nelson chuckles, shifting onto his side, one arm propped under his head as he looks at me.

“That is enough for today,” he murmurs. “Don’t want to wear you out on our first day.”

I roll my eyes, but I can’t fight the smile.

I’m still catching my breath when I notice his gaze lingering on me.

Then, his voice turns contemplative.

“You ever look at someone and wonder if they see you the same way?”

His words catch me off guard. My pulse is already racing from the workout, but now… now it’s something else entirely.

I glance at him, searching his expression. “What do you mean?”

His lips twitch like he’s deciding whether to say it at all. Then, instead of answering, he moves fluidly back into sit-ups. The effortless strength in his movements is impossible to ignore—with each rise, he gets a little higher and a little closer to me.

Then he stops at the top. “I mean, I know I find you attractive,” he says like it’s a simple fact. “But I guess I wonder…,” he goes down again, his eyes never leaving mine, “do you see me the same way?”

My throat goes dry.

It’s hard to focus on anything other than the sheer control in his body, the way his abs tighten with every movement, the way the dim gym lights catch the sheen of sweat on his skin. And how he’s looking at me now—like he’s testing the waters, like my answer actually matters.

“I…,” my voice falters.

That smirk makes a slow return, but this time, it’s laced with something else— curiosity, maybe even confidence.

“I mean,” he continues, tilting his head slightly, “I guess I already have some idea.”

I frown. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

His smirk deepens. “When you caught me in the shower earlier… you didn’t look away.”

Heat floods my face. “That was an accident.”

“Mm.” He pauses at the top again. “An accident that lasted a little too long?”

My pulse pounds.

Nelson doesn’t get up—he doesn’t have to. Instead, he turns onto his side, closing the space between us, his body still warm from the workout, and a little out of breath. His fingers find my waist, grazing over the curve of my hip before drifting even further down.

“You don’t have to pretend,” he says, his voice hushed, almost a growl. “I could tell you liked what you saw.”

I should deny it. I should laugh it off. But I can’t.

Because he’s right.

His voice dips lower. “As I said, I like what I see too.” His hands grow heavier on my skin. “How you looked standing there, watching me. How you bit your lip like you were imagining how I’d feel—“

“Nelson,” I whisper.

“Shh,” he motions, his lips warm against my skin. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

I don’t.

Instead, my breath catches as he tilts my chin up, his gaze locking onto mine like he’s giving me one last chance to back out.

I look around to see if anyone is watching, but I don’t stop him.

His lips brush mine, teasing, testing. I exhale, and that’s all the permission he needs.

The second his mouth claims mine, all restraint is gone.

Nelson’s mouth is hot and demanding, his body pressing me back onto the mat, but just when I think he’s going to lose himself in this, he pulls away. His breathing is heavy, his pupils dark and blown with desire as he watches me.

“Come on,” he says, gripping my wrist and pulling me up. “You need a proper cooldown.”

I blink at him, dazed, my lips still tingling from his kiss. “A cooldown?”

His smirk is pure sin. “Yeah. You’re all tense.” He leans in, his voice turning seductive and private. “And I did say I’d help you loosen up.”

He doesn’t give me a chance to protest—not that I would. He grabs a towel and my water bottle before guiding me toward the back of the gym, his grip strong but not forceful. My pulse hammers with every step. I know where we’re going. The family changing rooms. Private. Secluded. No interruptions.

The second we step inside, the door clicking shut behind us, Nelson wastes no time. He presses my back against the wall, his body solid and flaming against mine, his mouth ghosting over my jaw.

“You’ve been teasing me all damn session,” he murmurs, fingers sliding down my arms, leaving a trail of warmth in their wake. “And since you saw me naked earlier… I think you owe me a little stretch.”

I shudder as his hands travel lower, gripping my hips before spinning me around. “Hands on the bench,” he instructs.

I obey, placing my palms flat against the wooden surface.

His hands move to my shoulders first, kneading the tension there, working his thumbs in slow, deep circles that have me sighing. “See?” he says. “This is important after a workout. Keeps your muscles from tightening up.”

I let out a soft breath, but then his hands slide lower, down my spine, over my waist, and settle on my hips.

“Spread your legs a little,” he whispers.

I hesitate.

“Trust me,” he coaxes.

Slowly, I shift my feet apart.

His hands slide down my thighs next, guiding me into a deeper stance, and then he presses himself against me—just enough for me to feel the pressure of him, the unmistakable hardness straining against his shorts.

I gasp.

“Still tense?” he asks, teasing.

My heart pounds. “Nelson—“

“Shh.” He moves one hand between my legs, teasing the inside of my thigh, while his other splays over my stomach, pulling me back into him.

He hooks his fingers into my leggings, dragging them down in one slow, deliberate motion, taking my underwear with them. A shiver races through me as cool air brushes against my bare skin. Instinctively, I arch, pressing closer to him, and he groans, his mouth finding the back of my neck.

“Fuck,” he mutters, voice thick with hunger. “I knew you’d like it…” His fingers trace lower, reclaiming the path he’s already marked. “I think you need more than a stretch.”

I exhale shakily, already lost in the fire of him. “Then help me out.”

His breath hitches. With a dark chuckle, he tightens his grip and pulls everything down.

Nelson moves at his own pace, his hands lingering on the newly exposed skin, relishing every inch. He traces my thighs with a lingering, possessive touch, claiming me with every stroke.

I shudder as he kneels behind me, his fingers gliding down the backs of my legs, teasing, claiming.

“Damn,” he murmurs, his voice hungry. “You are so fucking beautiful.”

He spreads his hands over my ass, kneading, squeezing, and then pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the curve of one cheek. My fingers tighten around the bench as his mouth moves lower, his breath warm against the sensitive skin of my inner thigh.

“Nelson...” His name slips from my lips in a breathy whisper, my body already trembling, betraying me. Another weak, futile attempt to resist the inevitable.

“Relax,” he soothes, his lips brushing the back of my knee. “Let me take care of you.”

His hands glide up the backs of my thighs, coaxing them farther apart. My core tightens in anticipation, and then—finally—his fingers find their way closer to where I need him most.

Slowly, he slides one inside, a delicious stretch that makes my chest tighten. Then, with a hungry growl, he adds a second, filling me more completely, the pressure building as he moves with a rhythm that has me gasping, my lungs struggling to keep up. Pleasure pulses through me, his fingers reaching deeper, pushing me closer to the edge.

“Nelson,” I whimper, pushing back against him.

“I love how needy you say my name,” Nelson snarls, tightening his grip, his fingers digging into my skin as he pulls me even closer to him. He devours me with his touch, his fingers swirling, his palm pressing down to make my knees shake.

The lewd sounds of his fingers in me fill the small room, and I can feel him watching me, feel the heat of his gaze as he drinks in every reaction.

“You like that?” he purrs, his voice rough and teasing.

I nod frantically, my breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes—God, yes.”

He hums in satisfaction, the low sound rippling through me, sparking a deep, aching need. When I watched him in the shower earlier, I never in my wildest dreams imagined that I would have his fingers inside me. Yet here I am, trembling beneath his touch, every stroke making it harder to believe this is real. Maybe I am dreaming. Maybe I’ll wake up at any second, aching and empty. But the way he grips my hips feels too damn good to be anything but reality.

One of his hands travels down, his fingers slick with my arousal as he circles my entrance, teasing.

“That’s it,” he whispers, pressing kisses to my inner thigh between strokes. “Let go. Relax into my touch.”

And I do.

The orgasm rips through me, my legs shaking, my breath breaking as I cry out, my body pulsing around his fingers. He groans against me, fingering me through every aftershock, holding my body in place.

When I finally sag forward against the bench, boneless and spent, Nelson doesn’t hesitate. Strong hands grip my waist, pulling me up as if I weigh nothing.

After he spins me around again, I hear his commanding voice.

“Hold on to me.”

Before I can even process it, he shifts, pressing my back against the wall, his body locking me in place. My legs dangle for a second before his hands secure me, strong and steady, holding me up like I belong there.

And then—I see him. I’ve caught glimpses before, but this? This close, this hard, this thick? My pulse stutters, legs trembling, as he presses against me, the heat of him undeniable.

His mouth finds my ear, his exhale warm, teasing, sending shivers down my spine.“You’ve seen me, honey,” he murmurs, voice full of dark promise. “But tell me… do you want to feel me?”

My fingers tighten against his shoulders, my grip instinctive, steady.

A wicked chuckle escapes him. “I remember how you watched me in the shower. You couldn’t look away, could you?”

His hand trails down my stomach, lingering just above the desperate ache between my thighs. “I bet you imagined how good I’d feel stretching you open.”

I gasp, my pulse hammering. There’s no denying it—not when he’s this close, his presence overwhelming, his cock thick and heavy against my bare skin.

Fingers dip lower, skimming over my still-sensitive core, drawing a sharp gasp from me. “Say it,” he coaxes, his other hand tightening on my hip, pulling me flush against him. “Tell me how bad you want me to fuck you.”

I whimper, already lost to the need clawing inside me. “So bad.”

A groan rumbles in his chest as he rolls his hips, making sure I feel every thick, pulsing inch. “Good girl. You’re so fucking wet for me.”

He shifts, pressing me back against the wall. His hands roam—over my back, down to my hips—positioning me exactly how he wants.

“You’re perfect,” he utters, his fingers tracing the curve of my ass before giving it a firm squeeze. “So damn soft… and all mine right now.”

The sound of fabric rustling makes my heart race. Then he’s there, his bare cock pressing against me, hot and aching.

His voice is a rough growl in my ear. “Tell me how much you want me to fill you up.”

I tilt my hips back, rubbing against him, teasing him the way he’s teased me.

“I want you,” I hiss. “I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me so hard I’ll feel you for days.”

Nelson rumbles, his fingers digging into my hips. “Then I’ll give you what you crave, sweetheart.”

He grips himself, rolling a condom down his thick length with one hand before brushing the head of his cock against my slick heat, dragging it over my sensitive skin. My body trembles, desperate for him, but he waits, drawing it out, letting the hunger consume me.

“Nelson,” I moan, struggling to speak as desire overwhelms me. He groans, his control snapping. A heartbeat later, he lines up and thrusts inside me. The stretch burns for a second, stealing my air, but then—fuck—it’s good. So good. He fills me completely, pushing deeper, wrecking me in the best way.

A sharp exhale escapes me as he pulls me closer, holding me against him. His grip is solid, muscles flexing as he presses me harder against the wall, sinking deeper with each thrust.

“Fuck,” he curses, forehead dropping to my shoulder. “You feel so damn good, baby.”

He slowly pulls out before pressing in again—deeper this time. The movement makes me bite my lip to stifle a moan.

“Don’t hold back,” he demands, his voice low and rough as it vibrates against my ear. “I want to hear you.”

His hips snap forward, harder, tearing a cry from my throat. My hands scramble for purchase against the wall, the force of him making me dizzy.

Nelson groans, his hands sliding up my body, grabbing my breasts, squeezing roughly and possessively as he pounds into me.

His pace quickens, his grip tightening, his body straining with each thrust. “Tell me how fucking good it feels,” he growls.

I can’t form words, only broken sounds of pleasure, desperate moans spilling from my lips as I press back against him, chasing the feeling of needing more.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” he growls again, slamming into me to the brim. “You’re gonna make me lose my damn mind.”

And God, I want him to.

I’m lost in the wild, intoxicating rhythm of him. I pull him even closer, desperate for more, drowning in the sensation of it all, moaning without restraint as we get lost in each other.

Nothing matters except us and the pure, perfect satisfaction of being exactly where we are.

His thrusts grow rougher, deeper, driving me higher until I’m nothing but sensation—heat, need, desperation. My body tightens, coiling like a spring, every nerve on fire.

“Nelson,” I whimper, my voice shaking, my fingers clawing at the wall. “I’m—“

“Yeah, baby,” he growls, his pace relentless. “Cum for me.”

A sharp thrust sends me spiraling. Pleasure crashes through me, my body locking up as I cry out, trembling, lost in the overwhelming rush of it. My walls pulse around him, gripping him tight, dragging him deeper into my pleasure.

“Fuck,” he groans, his rhythm faltering. His grip tightens, his body shuddering against mine. A guttural sound rips from his throat as he buries himself to the hilt, throbbing, spilling into the condom as he holds me close.

For a moment, we just pant—heavy, tangled, spent.

He presses his forehead to my shoulder, laughing softly as his hands slide down my sides. “Goddamn,” he murmurs, pressing a lazy kiss to my skin. “You just ruined me.”

I smile, breathless, leaning back against him. “Good.”


Chapter three
Stretching the Limits
Nelson


Showering hasn’t been the same for the last couple of days. My routine’s unchanged—water scalding hot, steam thick in the air, hands scrubbing over my skin—but my thoughts are far from clean. I kept replaying the way Sienna watched me, her eyes glued to me as I jerked off under the hot water. Her gaze faltered when our eyes met like she craved more than just watching.

Hell, I dream of it. I dream of her eyes on me, her lips parting, the slight hitch in her chest as I step out, dripping wet, with nothing between us but the heat of my skin and the hunger in her stare.

But dreaming isn’t enough.

I crave her again. I need to feel her body pressed against mine and hear her moan when I move inside her. The way her eyes locked with mine, daring me to go deeper, harder. I can’t shake the memory.

Today is finally Monday. The four-day stretch from Thursday to now has been unbearable, dragging on like an eternity. Too damn long. I want to see her, need to know if she’s been craving me the way I’ve been craving her.

I walk toward the free weights, my pulse already kicking up. And then I see her.

Sienna, standing there like temptation itself, stretching, tilting her head to the side as she rolls her shoulders, those leggings hugging every curve perfectly. Her lips curl when she spots me, and I swear there’s a glint in her eyes—like she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

We start warming up, acting like nothing’s different. Like I haven’t been thinking about her, imagining her, since the last session. But she’s different today. There’s something in the way she moves, the way she lingers just a little too close.

And then the teasing starts.

She picks up a resistance band, looping it around her hands before giving it a slow stretch. “You know,” she muses, glancing at me through her lashes, “I’m feeling… a little stiff today. Probably because I haven’t been worked properly in a few days.”

My jaw tightens. “Is that so?”

She nods, tilting her head. “Mmm-hmm. Maybe you can help me loosen up.” She pulls the band again, this time with a little smirk. “I could use a good stretch.”

I exhale sharply, flexing my hands at my sides. She’s playing with fire.

I step closer, deliberately invading her space. “Careful what you ask for, Sienna. You might not be able to handle it.”

Her lips part slightly, but she doesn’t back down. Instead, she moves to the dumbbells, running her fingers along the handles before choosing one. She lifts it, testing the weight, then glances at me again. “Think you can help me, coach?”

Fuck.

She knows exactly what she’s doing. When she bends to grab another weight, her back arching in a way that makes my blood heat, I lose all self-restraint. I step behind her, close enough for her to feel my presence—close enough for her to know what she’s doing to me.

“You’re playing a dangerous game, Sienna,” I murmur. She straightens and faces me, eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Oh, Nelson,” she purrs, trailing her fingers along the dumbbell handle. “I love a good workout… especially when I’m dripping by the end.”

And just like that, I snap. Her words send a jolt straight to my core. My jaw clenches, every muscle tightening as she tilts her head, daring me, waiting for me to break. Heat rushes through me, making my body hum with need. My cock stirs, the pressure building, and I feel it growing hard beneath my shorts. Fine. She wants to play? Let’s play.

She bends again to grab the dumbbells, her back arching in a way that makes my blood race. I watch the curve of her body, the fluidity of her movements, and all I can think about is how much I crave her.

Adjusting her grip, she glances over her shoulder, her voice barely a whisper. “Think I can work these, Nelson? Or are they too big?”

The way she says it hits me like a damn punch to the gut. I know what she’s asking. I know she likes it big, and that thought alone makes my head spin. My cock twitches, the pressure building, and suddenly I’m not thinking, I’m acting on instinct.

“I know you like it big,” I mutter, my voice low and thick with desire. “I know you can work it, what I’m worried about is, if I can handle this...” My brain short-circuits, and before I can stop myself, I move. “Let’s find out.”

Without another word, I press against her ass, grinding my rock-hard dick on her. Her breath catches, but she doesn’t move away. If anything, she pushes back, her ass grazing the front of my shorts, testing me, asking for it.

My hands settle on her hips, firm and possessive. “You keep teasing like that, Sienna, and I’ll have to give you a real workout.”

She hums, rolling her hips ever so slightly. “Maybe that’s exactly what I want.”

That’s the invitation I was waiting for.

I glance around—no one else is in the free weights section. Not that it would matter. My thoughts are consumed by her, by the need to be inside her.

I grip her waist, pressing her forward until her hands brace against the weight rack. The gym is nearly empty this late. Someone might see us, but I couldn’t care less. All that matters is claiming her— every inch of her—as I’ve imagined for days.

She shivers as I trail a hand down her spine, my fingers grazing over the dip of her lower back before grabbing a handful of that perfect ass. She gasps, pushing back into me, silently begging for more.

“You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?” I murmur.

She exhales shakily. “Maybe.”

I slide my hand between her thighs, feeling the warmth of her through those tight leggings. “Maybe?” I taunt, pressing to make her squirm.

I notice her gripping the rack tighter. “Yes,” she admits. “I’ve been thinking about it. About you.”

With a swift motion, I hook my fingers into her leggings and peel them down, leaving her red thong teasingly in place. My hands roam over her ass, then slide lower, finding her hot, slick, and ready for me.

I push the thong to the side, the fabric barely moving as I trace the curve of her, teasing her with my touch, feeling her pulse beneath my fingertips.

“Fuck, Sienna,” I groan. “You really need a good workout, don’t you?”

She whimpers, rocking her hips back in silent demand. “Nelson, please.”

I free myself, guiding the thick head of my cock against her, teasing her entrance, rubbing against the slickness that’s waiting for me. She lets out a desperate sound, her body trembling with anticipation.

“You think you can tease me for days and get away with it?” I growl, gripping her hips harder.

She glances over her shoulder, eyes dark with hunger. “Guess you’ll have to teach me a lesson, coach.”

That’s the last straw. Hardly managing to put a condom on, I thrust into her in one smooth motion, burying myself deep. She gasps, arching beneath me as I stretch her, claim her, give her exactly what she’s been asking for.

Her nails dig into the rack as I grip her hips, setting a fast pace. Every thrust sends a sharp jolt of pleasure through both of us. My hand slides over her mouth, stifling her soft moans, and I adjust our position, trying to keep it as discreet as possible, moving only slightly to hide the evidence of our action. The sound of our bodies colliding is drowned out by the music, the beat pulsing louder as we try to stay unnoticed.

“You are so tight,” I groan, watching the way she takes me, the way her body molds to mine, perfectly, like her pussy is made for me.

“Harder,” she pants. “Take me harder.”

After checking the surroundings to double-check that no one is watching, I tighten my grip and oblige, slamming into her with force.

“Sienna,” I growl as my head falls back.

She shudders, her body clenching around me as she cries out, her release hitting hard and fast. The way her pussy tightens around me sends me over the edge right after. A low groan rips from my chest as I empty myself inside the condom, holding her close while our bodies pulse.

For a few moments, neither of us moves, catching our breath, our bodies still tangled together, heat radiating between us.

Then, finally, she glances over her shoulder with a wicked little smirk. “Best workout I’ve had in a long time.”

I chuckle, pressing a kiss to the back of her neck. “Good. Because we’re not done yet.”

Sienna is still panting, her body slacks against me when the distant sound of voices drifts into the free weights area. I pull away and I help her straighten up.

“Good timing,” I murmur, tugging her leggings back into place before giving her ass a firm squeeze.

She exhales a shaky laugh, smoothing her hair and adjusting her top. When she turns to me, her eyes are still hooded with satisfaction, but there’s a glint of mischief in them.

“Guess I should actually do some working out before people start asking questions,” she teases.

I chuckle, stepping back as two guys walk in, chatting about their sets. Sienna clears her throat and casually grabs her water bottle from her bag. I shake my head, amused at how quickly she slips back into her normal demeanor.

“You’re up next,” I tell her, nodding toward the squat rack.

She quirks a brow. “You sure you can handle watching me squat after… that?”

I smirk. “Try me.”

We move to the squat rack, and I load up the bar with just enough weight to challenge her. As she steps under the bar, I position myself behind her, close but not too close—at least, not now.

She grips the bar, setting her stance, then gives me a look over her shoulder, eyes sparkling. “Hope you don’t mind if I take it nice and slow.”

Damn, she’s going to kill me.

“Take your time,” I say, my voice rougher than I intended.

She lowers into the squat, pushing her hips back, her ass grazing dangerously close to my crotch. I swear she does it on purpose. My hands hover near her waist, ready to support if needed, but mostly giving me the excuse to be right here.

“Good form,” I praise. “Keep your knees aligned.”

She lets out a soft hum as she comes back up, pressing through her heels. “Like this, coach?”

Fuck.

I keep my expression neutral, even though my body is already responding. “Exactly like that.”

Her next squat is even slower. I can feel the heat rolling off her, replaying what we just did makes my pulse hammer. Her ass is right there, and all I want to do is grab it again, bend her over, and—

Focus, man.

I clear my throat as she finishes her set and racks the bar, turning to me with a knowing smirk. “Didn’t get too distracted back there, did you?”

I smile right back, stepping closer, calming my voice. “You keep pushing me, Sienna, and I will take you again. Just wait for it.”

Her lips part, and for a second, she looks like she might challenge me. But then she says. “What if I behave now?”

“It makes no difference.” I shake my head, already thinking about what I’m going to do to her the next chance I get.

It’s late, and the gym is nearly empty. The last client finishes up, giving me a quick nod on their way out. I wave them off, locking the door behind them. The place is mine now. Ours.

Sienna is stretching by the mirrors, her curved body moving in ways that make it impossible to focus on anything else. The way her leggings hug her butt, the slight sheen of sweat on her skin—I’ve been holding myself back for the last half an hour. But now, with the gym closing and no one else around, there’s nothing stopping me.

I walk over to the TRX bands, rolling my shoulders like this is another part of the workout. “Ever used these before?”

She straightens, looking at the straps curiously before shaking her head. “No. Are they any good?”

I smirk. “Oh yeah. Full-body control, core engagement. You’ll feel it everywhere.”

Her lips twitch like she hears the double meaning, but she doesn’t call me out on it. Instead, she steps closer, waiting for instruction.

“Let’s start with something simple,” I say, guiding her through a few butterfly stretches and upper-body movements to get used to the suspension. She follows my lead.

But then, I push it further.

“Take your leggings off,” I tell her, my voice commanding “You’ll need a full range of motion for this next part.”

Her eyes widen, for a second. But then, with a slow grin, she peels them down, revealing that tiny red G-string.

Fuck.

I keep my expression neutral, but my hands flex at my sides. “Now, feet in the handles. Go into a plank position.”

She follows my instructions, sliding her feet into the straps, and adjusting until she’s hovering above the floor, arms braced. I step behind her, my hands steadying the bands as I slowly pull them higher. Her legs lift, shifting her weight, guiding her from a plank toward a near handstand.

And now, her pussy is right in front of me. Just inches away and barely covered. My jaw tightens and my control snaps. My dick hardens in my pants, pressing against the fabric, desperate for contact, aching with the need to be inside her.


Chapter four
At His Mercy
Sienna


My arms start to shake as I press my palms into the mat on the floor, muscles burning to keep me steady while my legs hang in the TRX bands. The straps dig into my ankles, holding me open and completely exposed.

With a sharp tug, he lifts the bands higher, tipping me closer to a handstand. My balance is gone, my control slipping away, leaving me entirely in his hands. A shiver runs through me as the sensation takes over. I feel weightless, vulnerable, and completely at his mercy.

His hands skim up my thighs, slow and teasing, making my heart skip a beat. The contrast between firm restraint and featherlight touch sets my skin on fire. I can’t move or fight it. All I can do is surrender, but the challenge of holding myself up becomes almost unbearable.

He steps closer, the heat of his body hovering inches from mine. When his hands grip my legs and push them farther apart, my pulse spikes. The position leaves me exposed in a way that makes every sensation sharper, and every movement more intense.

A sharp gasp escapes me as I struggle to hold myself up. I have no control, no way to shift or brace myself beyond the trembling strength in my arms. At his whim to whatever he decides to do next.

Then I hear him fumbling with his pants. My breath catches as I glance up, my upside-down view giving me an unfiltered look as he pushes his shorts down. His cock springs free, thick and ready. Seeing him like this is new—exciting. I’m enjoying it more than I expected, just wishing I could touch him or take him in my mouth.

Nelson rubs his shaft while rolling a condom on. The anticipation coils deep inside me.

“Take me already, I don’t know how much longer I can hold myself up,” I gasp.

“I’ve got you,” he murmurs, his voice laced with confidence. He lines himself up, the thick head of his cock pressing against me before he slides in, stretching me slowly, making me shudder. His hands grip my hips, lifting me just enough to ease the pressure on my hands. The angle shifts, and suddenly, I feel him deeper, the way he slides in with a perfect pressure that makes my body tremble. Each controlled thrust pushes me higher, the sensation of him filling me in just the right way, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

His grip tightens on my hips, steadying me as I tremble, unable to do anything but take what he gives. The burn in my arms is nothing compared to the way he stretches me, each roll of his hips precise and deep. I grip the mat, but there’s no chance of control—not like this. Suspended and spread, I’m his to do with as he pleases. All I can do is hold on as he takes me deeper, my body bending and yielding.

The deeper he thrusts, the more my body is held in place, my back arching as a moan escapes me, impossible to hold back.

The way he controls me—guiding my hips, locking my legs tighter—makes every sensation feel sharper. The friction, the pressure, the way he uses my body— it overwhelms me, and I don’t want it to stop. It’s like every inch of me is tuned to him, responding to nothing but his touch. Each thrust drives me closer to the edge, deeper into a mix of need and pleasure I can’t escape.

Even though the bands hold me, keeping me unable to move or pull away, it’s like a freedom I’ve never felt—freedom to give myself to him completely, without hesitation, no questions asked.

His hold on me strengthens, each thrust driving deeper, sending me spiraling into the sensation. Blood rushes to my head, my hands tingling with numbness. Heat consumes every inch of me, my pulse pounding loudly in my ears.

I can’t move, can’t escape, and yet, I’ve never felt more alive. His hands guide me, his pace relentless. He shifts again, and the new angle has me gasping—so deep, so intense. My body hums, pushing me closer to surrender.

“Stay with me,” he growls, his voice low and demanding as he slams into me again. His words are a command, but there’s something softer in them, a promise to take me further than I’ve ever been.

I’m so close, so unbearably close, my muscles tightening, pulse racing. I can’t hold back anymore. With one last deep thrust, my body shudders, tension snaps, and I explode around him. My mind goes blank, and I can’t stop the cries spilling from my lips as pleasure rips through me, my body still pulsing with the aftershocks.

He doesn’t stop moving inside me, slowing only when I’m completely undone, my body shaking with the last of my orgasm.

I’m losing it, my arms are about to give out. Just in time he wraps one arm around my waist, lifting me effortlessly, while the other works to untangle my legs from the TRX straps. I hardly notice any of it—too weak to focus—only feeling him holding me steady.

Then he carefully guides me down onto the floor. The moment my feet touch solid ground, my arms finally give out, and I collapse onto the mat, my chest heaving, my skin flushed and slick with sweat.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asks, his voice low and gravelly.

I can barely speak, my body still humming with the aftereffects of the intensity. But I nod, a slow, satisfied smile curling at the corners of my lips. “Yes,” I whisper back, my voice thick. “I liked it more than I can say.”

After a few more breaths and sorting my thoughts, I add, “I will definitely feel every muscle tomorrow. This was quite an exercise. Good workout, coach.”


Chapter five
Out of Control
Nelson


It’s damn near impossible to focus on anything in the gym with Sienna around. It’s been two days since I had her in a handstand, fucking her deep, and just thinking about it has me hard all over again.

Today, I’ll show her the bench press. Walking her over I feel the heat radiating off her. “Alright, first thing’s first,” I murmur, my voice low, brushing against her as I set up the bench. “Let me show you how it’s done.”

Laying down on the bench, my feet firmly planted, I grip the bar, hands set wider than shoulder-width apart. Exhaling slowly, I press the bar up, letting it hover above my chest. The weight feels light, and as I lower it back down, a familiar strain tightens in my muscles before I press it back up again.

“See? It’s all about control,” I say.

She watches carefully, then steps forward with a cheeky grin. “How about this for control?” Without warning, she straddles my lap, her hands resting on my chest for balance.

I blink, breath catching. “Uh, that’s... definitely one way to test control,” I manage, trying to keep my voice steady. Her mischievous smile makes it clear she’s enjoying this.

As she lowers herself onto me, my heart skips a beat. My muscles twitch in anticipation, and I’m painfully aware of how tight my shorts are becoming. Sienna’s eyes glimmer with a mix of playfulness and something darker.

“You’re testing me now,” I mutter, my hands gripping the bar tighter as if it’s going to keep me grounded. She grinds against me, and I swear the movement sends a bolt of electricity straight to my core. When her legs bracket my waist, I can feel every inch of her. She leans forward for her lips barely to brush against my ear.

“Control is overrated,” she whispers, a hot draw of air against my skin. The teasing, sultry tone in her voice makes my pulse race. My heart pounds in my chest, and I struggle to keep it together.

My hands grip the bar as I try to push the weight up again, but it’s so much harder than before. Sienna moves against me, a teasing grind that knocks the breath from my lungs. My dick twitches, already straining, and I bite my lip to keep a groan from slipping out.

She pulls back, locking eyes with me, her grin widening as she rolls her hips in a steady, taunting rhythm. “What do you think? Can you control this?” she asks.

I swallow hard, my hands gripping the bar so tight my knuckles turn white. “I... I think I need you to move,” I growl, trying to keep my focus on the workout, but it’s nearly impossible with her grinding against me like this.

“There is no one around. Why would I move? Last time you tested me and set me up in a handstand. Today is my turn.”

Sienna smirks, unbothered by my attempt to stay calm. She then pushes her shorts to the side, exposing herself, and my mind races, fighting the urge to touch her. Licking her finger, she does exactly what I want to do. Fingering herself on top of me. My dick was hard before, but now he is so big, it’s hurting. I need to release.

Without warning, she shifts her weight and lowers herself, aligning perfectly with me. I push the weights up onto the rest, letting them settle securely before freeing my hands. With a grin, she tugs my shorts down. Her fingers move swiftly, her touch deliberate as she pulls them just far enough to expose my manhood. My breath hitches at the sensation of her hands on me, the friction of her fingers against my skin. After a few strokes, she rolls a condom over my twitching length.

“Better,” she murmurs. A deep groan rumbles from my chest as she sinks down, her warmth enveloping me inch by inch. She’s tight—so damn tight—that every inch feels like a slow, sweet torture. My fingers twitch with the urge to grab hold of her, but I let her take control, savoring the hungry movements. She grinds against me, controlled at first, teasing, driving me mad with every slick slide of her body against mine. The sensation is unreal, and another groan slips from my throat before I can stop it. Then she picks up the pace, her movements growing bolder, faster.

“Fuck,” I hiss, no longer able to keep my hands off her. My grip tightens as she slams down onto me with more urgency, her body moving with perfect rhythm. The tension builds fast, each thrust sending a shock of pleasure through me.

Sienna pants, the sound of skin against skin filling the gym. I’m close—so fucking close—and holding back is impossible.

She moans a breathy, desperate sound, her pace turning frantic. I lose myself in the rhythm, in the feel of her, and with one last desperate thrust, we crash over the edge together. My hands grip her hips tight as I let go, consumed by the sensation, by her.

“Guess you won. I clearly lost control,” I manage to rasp.

~The End~
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