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Sydney had always hated working out, hated it with a passion. And gyms were even worse, because the only thing worse than doing something that you hate is doing it in front of an audience. She had never found a type of exercise she could enjoy. Running was a form of torture, she always pulled something lifting weights, she hated being wet, so she never swam – the list went on and on.

But one day, her doctor – a very nice, very patient woman named Liz – sat her down during a checkup and told her that exercise was part of a healthy lifestyle, and that many of the problems she complained about would get better if she would only hit the gym a few times a week. Sydney only grunted noncommittally. But when Dr. Liz heard that, she didn’t argue or lecture; all she did was smile sadly and move on.

Sydney hated getting sad smiles, and so the next day she was at the Triple-R Gym, signing up for a session with a personal trainer. If she was going to do the thing she hated most, she reasoned, there would need to be someone there who would force her to do it, even over her protests. The receptionist, a bored-looking, gum-chewing woman sporting dramatic eyeliner, clicked through a few menus on her computer. “Well…the only trainer open right now is Nick. He ok?”

“I guess,” said Sydney. “I mean, I’m just looking for someone to show me the basics. Anyone can do that.”

The receptionist laughed. “Uh-huh. Sure. I’ll have him come on out. Have a nice workout.”

“I’m sure I won’t,” muttered Sydney, clutching her yoga mat more tightly.

But her tune changed when Nick appeared. He was tall, muscular, but not intimidating the way so many gym guys were, and he greeted her with a friendly smile. “So! First workout in a while?”

“Well, um, you could say that,” said Sydney, trying to stop her eyes from traveling too far down her trainer’s body. “I think I…need to start slow. It seems like everyone in LA works out except for me.”

“Don’t worry,” said Nick. “We’ll get you moving in no time! It’s not all that hard to get in shape, and it’s always a pleasure to help people out with it. Just come on over here…” He led her into a room off to one side of the gym, a room equipped with a small rack of weights and a variety of exercise machines. The wall facing out into the main space was glass, so everyone would be seeing Sydney sweat and struggle, but at the very least they wouldn’t be hearing her do it. Once they were inside, her trainer turned to her and flashed another smile. “Now, like you requested, we’ll be starting slow, but hopefully not too slow…”

What followed was a workout that was most definitely not too slow. The stretching at the beginning, Sydney could more or less handle. The first treadmill run had her sweating, but still not in too much agony. But by the time they got to the weightlifting, she was beginning to wonder when it would all end. Her heart was pounding, her arms were shaking, and still Nick drove her on and on. Her sports bra was soaked with sweat, and she wondered whether she’d ever be able to get out of her leggings again, or if they had melted in the heat. This was pure agony. The only thing that sustained her through it was occasional glances over at Nick, who made whatever exercise he was doing seem smooth, suave, even cool – but that comfort got smaller and smaller as the workout went on.

At last, though, he let her stop. After a final round of stretching, she had to resist the urge to collapse onto the matted floor. Every muscle in her body felt like jelly, and even the smallest movement was agonizingly difficult. “That was…oof…”

“The first one is never easy,” said Nick, “but hey, it’s all downhill from here! Great effort today.”

“R-right,” said Sydney.

“By the way,” said Nick, “if you’re looking for a way to recover…take this.” He fished around in his workout bag and handed her what looked to be a bottled chocolate shake. The label was very utilitarian, except for a pink silhouette of an impossibly-proportioned woman and a few words in an alphabet she didn’t recognize – maybe Russian? Weird. “It’s kind of a weird brand, but these are the best shakes I’ve ever found. Try a sip.”

“All right,” said Sydney, unscrewing the cap. She’d never been a workout-shake type of person, but then she’d never been a workout person either, and here she was. And, to her surprise, the shake was absolutely delicious. She’d only intended to take a sip, but soon she was gulping it down. It was thick and creamy, like a chocolate gateau she’d splurged on once, and her muscles felt less leaden with every swallow. Before she knew it, the bottle was empty. “This stuff is great!”

“I’m glad you agree,” said Nick, smiling. He reached into his bag again and pulled out a cardboard box emblazoned with the same logo. “Actually, that was part of a six-pack – here are the other five. Consider it a gift from me to you. Just promise to come back for another session!”

“Wow, gym perks, huh?” said Sydney, taking the box. Nick’s offer of more training was intriguing. Ultimately, she wanted to make going to the gym a regular thing – otherwise, there was no point – and it was better if that could happen sooner rather than later. Besides, more sessions with him meant more chances to steal glances at his body, and that was worth getting excited about. “You know, I might just take you up on that next session. You’re supposed to have a day off, right? What about…the day after tomorrow?”

“I’m almost sure I’m available then,” said Nick, “but you should check with the reception desk to be sure. They’ll get you all signed up. I’m looking forward to it!”

Oddly enough, Sydney was too.

* * *

Something strange happened that night. Sydney was sitting on the couch as she usually did, watching trashy reality TV, when she noticed that her muscles were suddenly sore and tired. That was no surprise, of course, with the hard workout earlier, but they hadn’t been so stiff during the drive home, or at dinner, or even fifteen minutes before. What gave?

She thought about the workout shakes again. Whatever was in them (god only knew what), they’d helped her get back on her feet after the workout and reduced her aches and pains. It wasn’t normal to drink a shake hours after exercising, of course, but…they were calling to her. Obeying her strange compulsion, she got up, hurried over to the fridge, and grabbed one of the shakes, gulping it down in thirty seconds flat.

All at once, the aches and pains were gone. She groaned with relief as whatever was in the shake coursed through her, nutrients helping to repair her tired muscles. Maybe it wasn’t what the doctor would have ordered, but the drink had turned out to be just the ticket.

Now that the pain was gone, Sydney realized she was exhausted. Maybe it had been the workout, or maybe it had been the last few hectic days at her job, but she just had no energy left. Even though it was over an hour before her normal bedtime, there was nothing for it. She stumbled into the bedroom and collapsed into bed.

* * *

The next day was something of a blur. Sydney had woken up feeling…strange. She couldn’t put words to the feeling, exactly, and that was part of what was strange. Usually, she was a fluent complainer, able to let fly a rapid stream of gripes and groans about whatever was ailing her, but now her brain just didn’t want to cooperate. And she wasn’t worrying about that, which was even stranger. She was just sort of…existing, letting life pass her by.

But the strangeness didn’t end there, even though her worries did. She was ravenously hungry from the moment she woke up, and even though a cheesy omelet and a couple of pieces of toast for breakfast had helped a little, she ended up needing to down another shake just to get out the door. She took another along in her purse, which was lucky; she went along with her coworkers to a personal-pizza place for lunch, but found that, even loaded down with toppings, her meal wasn’t enough for her. Well, no harm done. She chugged down the shake and was content.

After she got home and ate a massive dinner – half a pan of mac & cheese, a salad, and a granola bar just because – she still needed her last shake to feel satisfied. She wondered idly how much she had eaten over the past twenty-four hours, but hey, she’d worked out, right? Probably her body just needed more fuel to grow her new muscles. At this rate, she’d have the body of her dreams in no time.

Which…got her thinking. Of course, she was working out for her own sake, but surely it wouldn’t hurt that she’d get more attention from cute guys. She found her thoughts traveling to Nick again. The day before, her interest in him had been mostly hypothetical, but now she was mentally ogling his body once again, letting her gaze sweep over him. She surveyed his handsome face, his tones, sexy forearms, his nice legs, and then she was wondering just what was under that workout gear, tight and form-fitting as it was. Sure, he was her trainer, and that was all there was between them. But how could it be so bad just to imagine being with him, watching him undress, having him bend her over a workout machine and –

Well, actually, that was enough of that. She shook her head. Even though it was long before her usual bedtime once again, she should really be getting some sleep.

* * *

The next morning – and there was no other way to put this – Sydney woke up feeling really, really good. There was a spring in her step, and she couldn’t help humming as she went through her morning routine. She spent a little longer on her makeup, not for any particular reason, and then she went to select an outfit. But there she hit a snag. Many of her favorite items of clothing didn’t fit as well as she remembered, and one, a worn but comfortable pair of jeans, actually split down the back when she tried to force herself in them. Had something changed about her body?

She wasn’t panicking, far from it, but she got the feeling that the old Sydney, the one who hadn’t drunk any workout shakes, would have been. Impressing Nick was so important, and if she ran into any other cute guys, she would definitely want them to take notice of her, but without a proper outfit none of that could happen. At last, she settled on a slightly stretchy work shirt and a skirt that would both show off her new legs and also not split just because her figure was a little more generous than before. For the gym, she packed her largest pair of leggings and a sports bra that she hoped wouldn’t look too ridiculously indecent. Then she was out the door, hurrying off to another day at work.

Sydney soon found, though, that she had never been less productive. She felt lost in meetings, and once, when someone asked her a question, she ummed and ahhed until they gave up in disgust. It was embarrassing, but she didn’t care. Her pussy was humming with arousal, and anything that wasn’t related to sex just seemed like a waste. All she wanted to do was make it until five-thirty, and then…then it would be Nick time.

At last, after what felt like an agonizing eternity of waiting, she could make an excuse and hurry off to her car, then peel out of the parking lot and speed towards the gym. The freeways were jam-packed with rush hour traffic, but with some creative and aggressive weaving she managed to make it there in record time anyway.

She had been vaguely hoping to have Nick waiting for her, greeting her with a kiss the moment she stepped through the door, but instead she found the receptionist, who was still chewing gum. “Um, like, I had an appointment with Nick for personal training,” said Sydney, striding up to the reception desk; the words came out in a confused tumble, so frantic was she to get them together. “Is he ready?”

The receptionist raised her harshly-plucked eyebrows. “First time in a while I’ve heard somebody so excited for Nick. Well, let’s see…” She tapped a few keys on her computer, gingerly avoiding damage to her acrylics. “Oh, he’s in a training session for five more minutes. You got here just a little too early. You could, I don’t know, get warmed up or something.”

I wanted Nick to warm me up, thought Sydney, but of course she couldn’t say that out loud. “I’ll just, like, wait for him here, then,” she said, trying to keep the irritation out of her voice. Why was the world so cruel?

The minutes oozed by as she paced back and forth across the gym lobby. She must have looked bizarre – who would come to the gym just to pace? – but she was long past caring about that. She was going out of her mind with impatience and lust. If Nick would only show up, if he would only ditch whoever else he was working with and come to her!

At last, he emerged into the lobby, preceded by an exhausted-looking old man. “See you Monday, Mike,” he said, giving his student a friendly wave goodbye. But Sydney almost didn’t hear what he was saying, almost didn’t see Mike at all. She only had eyes for Nick’s beautiful body, which was even sexier than she remembered it. God, if only he would just take her right here in the lobby!

But she had to restrain herself. “Like, hi, Nick,” she said, trying and failing to sound casual. “I’m ready for our, um, session.”

His eyes raked her body. He wasn’t even trying to hide it – not that she was complaining. “I see that you are,” he said. “Let’s get things started, then. Come this way.” And then she was following him across the gym. Other men were working out, and she felt their eyes on her, but they might as well not have been there at all as far as she was concerned. Her gaze was locked onto her trainer, and her trainer had a fine ass.

She realized that they weren’t heading to the same room from the session before. “I hope you don’t mind,” said Nick, turning back to look at her, “if we move the session for today. We’ll take it to one of the mat rooms and focus on stretching – you know, for your soreness. It can build up if you haven’t worked out very much.”

“Uh huh,” said Sydney, barely listening. They were going to a private room. He knew what she wanted, knew where this was going! She could hardly contain her excitement as they climbed a set of stairs, turned down a hallway, and finally stepped into a large room sporting a mat-lined floor.

As he shut the door behind them, Nick’s eyes were boring into her. “You know,” he said, “we won’t be disturbed in here. I apologize if this is creepy, and you can leave if you want…but I saw you last session. I know where you were looking.”

Sydney blushed. He was being so forward! But then, she could hardly complain – she wanted exactly the same thing that he did. “Like, maybe I was letting my eyes wander. But what are you going to do about it?” She gave him a broad, innocent smile.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he said. “This, maybe.” Then he stepped towards her, taking her hand in his, leaning closer and closer. When she realized what he intended, she came to meet him halfway, and then their lips were coming together in a passionate kiss. His hands wrapped around her lower back as he pressed her close; she could feel every angle of his muscular physique through his workout clothes. She’d been dreaming of this, and now, at long last, it was finally happening.

She couldn’t resist the temptation to explore his body, hands tracing over his arms, his chest, his broad, sculpted back. She’d been fighting through a haze of arousal all day, true, but now it was absolutely overpowering, driving her motions almost automatically. All she wanted was his body, and she wasn’t about to wait any longer.

But Nick was no more restrained. His tongue delved into her mouth as his hands roved over her soft curves, groping her newly-expanded tits and her now-much-thicker ass. She felt his hardening cock through his gym shorts. She had done that. It was her sexy body that had driven him to distraction, and now she would be reaping the rewards.

The two of them broke apart, and then their hands were scrabbling over each other’s clothes, fumbling to strip each other down. Nick’s shirt was the first to go, tossed off into a corner of the room, but then he was pulling off Sydney’s sports bra, revealing her ample tits. His gaze raked across them, and then he could restrain himself no longer. Soon, he was kneading them, squeezing them, gently pinching her stiffening nipples. She bit back a moan; there had been a time, she remembered, when she hadn’t had breasts worth worshiping, but it seemed that that time was long gone.

But she couldn’t let her lover go without some pleasure of his own. Running her hand down his chiseled torso, she found his cock still rising to attention inside his pants; she began to rub it, gently coaxing it to full hardness. She heard him suck in breath, knew that he was just as eager for this as she was.

And then Nick’s hands were on her hips, and he was looking into her eyes. “Listen. If it’s all right with you, I have something I want to do, something I never seem to get to do. I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

“Well,” said Sydney, giggling, “like, that depends what it is.”

“When I’ve been with women in the past, I do the same few things,” he said. “It gets stale, you know? And when I see a woman who’s really beautiful – a woman like you – I just get the uncontrollable urge to…to go down on her. Would you –”

“Are you kidding?” She couldn’t help but interrupt, so eager was she. “You don’t even, like, have to ask!”

“Thank you,” said Nick. Then he was sinking to the floor, and she was laying down on her back, and his fingers were on the waistband of her yoga pants, tugging them gently down over her hips. Sydney had been eaten out once or twice, but it had never quite been like she’d hoped. The way her lover had asked, though – she had complete confidence that he would be able to pull it off, that he would give her an utterly unforgettable ride. She was practically quivering with excitement.

There was something incredibly erotic about watching a man prepare to go down on her. The way he was undressing her slowly, almost reverently; the way their eyes met as he gazed up at her; the way her only job was to lay back and be serviced. It was something new for her, and she wanted nothing more than to see how deep this rabbit hole went.

At last, her leggings were out of the way, leaving only her panties between Nick and his prize. She heard him taking in breath as he tugged them down. The way he was so obviously aroused by this, the way he was acting out what must have been a deep, secret fantasy of his, made it so much hotter. And he hadn’t even touched her bare flesh yet.

But that was about to change. One of his hands left its resting place on her hip, traveling slowly, gently towards her hungry slit. His fingers traced along her thigh, sending invisible sparks coursing through her. He was so tender, so gentle, and yet there was a sureness in his motions that suggested that he knew exactly what he wanted.

She hungered for his touch on her slit, needed him to pleasure her more directly. “Oh fuck, like…what are you waiting for?”

“Trust me on this,” he murmured, gazing up at her. “It’s better if you have to wait.” And then his fingers were dancing just around the edges of her pussy, so close and yet so far from what she so desperately desired. Waiting was agony, but…maybe it was the better way. She could trust him, after all, trust that he knew what would be best. If she gave him that trust, he could give her so much in return.

His index finger brushed against her clit. It was only the briefest of touches, so casual that she almost didn’t notice it – but she was so sensitive at that moment, her nerves so supercharged, that it sent an electric shock of pleasure coursing through her. She gasped, instantly desperate for more, every one of her nerves on full alert.

But Nick wasn’t about to be so obliging. Grinning, he went back to teasing her, letting her whine and squirm fruitlessly in his grasp. The tiny hint of what was to come had made the wait nearly unbearable, but that meant that every tiny motion of his – whether near her slit or not – was more stimulating, more pleasurable. She had never known that being teased and toyed with could be so incredibly delicious.

For a minute or two, it went on like that, Nick’s fingers dancing just millimeters away from Sydney’s most sensitive places, Sydney nearly wild with frustration. She began to imagine the moment when he would touch her clit again. This time, she would be ready to lean into the pleasure and experience it more fully, so surely it would be better, even more intoxicating. But thinking those thoughts drove her even more wild, until at last she felt like she was about to go insane with lust. She resisted the urge to reach down and force her partner’s fingers into her slit; if he did, after all, it would be no more than he deserved for teasing her like this.

At last, though, he obliged her. The long, teasing dance ended when one of his fingers began to gently stroke the outside of her slit, sending a low, warm humming of pleasure through her. She wanted more than that, of course, needed more than that, but it was enough to get started with, and she heard herself sighing in pleasure at even that small motion.

But it got better. As soon as she was beginning to wonder when he would dive into her slit, when he would turn up the heat once more, he proved that she didn’t yet have him figured out. Instead of spreading her pussy lips as she’d expected, he placed a thumb on her clit, rubbing in a very gentle circular motion. At that, she moaned again, and now she could feel herself beginning the long, winding climb towards orgasm. If only he kept this up, if only he gave her more of what she needed so badly, he could get her there. And she had never wanted to go anywhere more in her life.

Then the finger teasing her slit dove inside. The sudden sensation of being stretched added another dimension to the pleasure he was giving her, and she found that she wanted, needed him to go deeper. He was giving her what she’d been asking for now, but it only made her hungry for more.

It was amazing what a man could do with just one finger. His wriggling digit dove into her, snaking deeper into her, seeking out hidden places inside her that she hadn’t known existed, that seemed to crackle with magical electricity when he touched them. His finger formed a hook and pulled, ever so gently; that was wonderful, beautiful, intoxicatingly erotic. Then it suddenly straightened out, plunging in as far as it could go, and that was completely different, but just as glorious. Nick was a past master, and she felt unbelievably lucky to be experiencing what he could do. His fingers in her pussy and on her clit – together, they were short-circuiting her wiring. She was breathing faster, pushing up against him. If he would only keep doing this, if only he wouldn’t stop –

And then he stopped. Sydney couldn’t hold herself back, and a cry of frustration escaped her. “Fuck, baby, like, don’t – don’t stop! Keep going!”

“Oh, come now,” said Nick. “You almost sound like you were enjoying that. Are you sure you want me to keep it up?”

“Don’t tease me,” moaned Sydney. “Like, I need this so bad…”

“Fine, fine,” said Nick. “But I want to change it up just a little bit.” And then his finger was rubbing her clit once again, putting her squarely back on the path to pleasure, and his head was leaning in towards her pussy. As she realized what he was about to do, a new wave of arousal rose through her, and she was beside herself with anticipation. This was what he’d asked for, after all, what he must have been dreaming about, and as she felt his hot breath on her, she imagined that she could also feel his passion.

Slowly, gingerly, his tongue traced a line up and down her slit. Compared to his finger, which had been wonderful in its own right, this new organ felt more like a living thing, warm and wet and endowed with a mind of its own. It darted across her flesh, teasing her, exploring this way and that.

And then it was plunging into her. He had been cautious with his foreplay, cautious with his finger, but now that she was warmed up he was merciful enough not to make her suffer any longer. All at once, his tongue was diving as deep as his finger had and maybe deeper, seeking out the same hidden spots inside of her but endowing her with a new kind of pleasure as he did so. He was in his element, his every move well-calibrated to grant her the pleasure he’d promised her, and she was his helpless, captive audience, utterly enthralled by his ministrations.

The next few minutes seemed to blend together in her mind. What exactly he was doing, where exactly his tongue was traveling, what patterns his finger was drawing on her clit – these things escaped her. She was conscious only of his hot, ragged breaths on her soft flesh, of the way his eyes, when they met hers, were wild with arousal. He had found the ideal rhythm, the secret chord that he had only to play over and over to write a complete symphony of eroticism, and she was his orchestra. This was indescribable, unbelievable, unforgettable.

But then Sydney realized that she was climbing towards orgasm. There was a heat building up inside of her now, a heat that was soon to overwhelm her altogether, and as much as she enjoyed having Nick pleasure her, she needed to see what her climax would be like. Not even half of the men she’d been with had gotten her that far, and not even half of those orgasms had been very memorable, but this…if the way she was feeling now was any indication of what was to come, she was in for a treat.

She moaned, gasped, shoved herself onto him, and he redoubled his efforts, tongue pushing deeper into her, finger moving wildly across her clit. Her heart was pounding, her pussy was soaking, her breath was shallow and ragged, and then, and then…

And then Sydney came. The experience was almost frighteningly intense, and she felt her fingers digging into the mat as a sensation swept over her that she’d had no idea her body was capable of producing. She was screaming, her legs were shaking, her chest was heaving, her core was tightening up, and pleasure, incredible pleasure was sweeping over her. For a split second, she seemed to float outside of her body, a silent witness to an unprecedented spectacle. Sheer, wild abandon had never felt so good.

But all things must end. Nick kept pleasuring her throughout, which helped let her down gently, but soon the pleasure was flowing out of her body, and her arms and legs felt weak and limp, and she was collapsing, exhausted, back onto the mat. “Like, fuck…”

“Did I do a decent job?” He pulled away from her, grinning as he wiped her juice off his mouth. “That was…everything I’ve been dreaming of.”

“I feel the same way,” she murmured, thoughts hazy and indistinct. “I, like, can’t believe that that was your first time. I just can’t.”

“I made up for in passion what I lacked in technique,” he said, “that’s all. You know, I bet I could get you to multiple orgasms. I’ve always wanted to do that too.”

“If I came again right now,” said Sydney, “I would die. But, like…another time? If there is another time.”

“Of course there’s going to be another time,” said Nick. “At my apartment, maybe, because this mat room smells kind of sweaty – and, besides, somebody seems to have left a wet spot right in the middle of it.”

“You’re on,” said Sydney, lifting herself up off the mat and pulling up her shorts. “Fuck…”

“Hey now,” said Nick, smiling. “Where do you think you’re going? There are still thirty minutes left in the session. You have some stretches to do.”

“Like, you’re right,” she said. “During all that, I did notice that my hamstrings were feeling a little tight.”

And then they were both laughing, and it was suddenly real. Sydney had fucked her hot trainer, and by god, they were going to do it again. Life didn’t get any better than this.
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