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CHAPTER ONE

LAUREN

I was standing there by the desk feeling more awkward by the moment, as tightly covered booties walked by me every twenty seconds. I couldn't help but look at them and wonder if someday I might look like that. It was a definite reminder that one of these days I was going to have to spring for a good pair of workout pants that showed off my butt. In the moment all I felt was a little bit dowdy, and I kind of wished that I hadn't worn one of my vintage Star Trek T-shirts. It didn’t even fit properly because my damned boobs were so big.

But really, that's just me. I don't know what the hell got me to walk through the door of this gym, but at the time it seemed like a good idea to at least get me out of the house, and also out of my head. Plus, after what Vince did to me, I vowed to myself that I was never going to sacrifice my own well-being for that of another person again. And that means getting rid of the pounds I gained while we were together.

That asshole only wanted me to stay home next to him on the couch and eat chips, probably in handcuffs. Now I was free, and this was the best place to start as any.

I mean, it was the easiest sales pitch in the world, right? Newly single woman, new to the city, needs to get in shape. The sales guy must've thought he hit the membership jackpot because I basically sat down and handed him my credit card and asked when I could start working out. Gyms were completely unfamiliar to me now, but since leaving college it wasn’t like I had much time to focus on myself, especially when I was dealing with what was essentially a child at home. A 30-year-old man child.

And I made the money in the relationship, so it was nice to be able to spend it however I liked. My job was director level for a medium sized firm, and I was used to being the one that told people what to do all day. I’d spent years letting a lowbrow idiot tell me what to do when I was at home. What to wear. How to spend the money that I made.

Never again.

God, all the women looked absolutely perfect. Even the ones in ponytails that looked like they were breaking a sweat still had clothing clinging to them and showing off muscles. I knew those were under there somewhere on me, but I didn't think I'd seen them in a decade.

There was a big glass door with a large room behind it, and I could watch a bunch of people in uniforms working. I assumed that's where I was probably headed next for my assessment. As part of the membership package, they gave you a chance to meet up with a trainer to supposedly get you off to a good start. I was smart enough to know that it was just a sales pitch, but I could give the girl a chance. Starting from nothing except my old gymnastics background meant I needed a refresher anyway.

Plus, I had to say as a single woman now, there was a lot of eye candy walking around the place. Quite a few guys who looked like total meatheads, but there was definitely a couple of athletes walking around. They were probably half a decade younger than me. Wouldn't that be a lot of fun, just for a night or two? The other part of me I needed to correct was dating. It had been too hectic to even think about, but now my friends were all over me to get out there and…well, get laid. And I couldn’t deny that my libido wasn’t in overdrive when I looked out at a few particular hunks wearing tank tops. Maybe one of them could show me the ropes.  

It was a cliché, having a sexy younger guy at my disposal for whatever I pleased. Cabana boy, maybe a massage therapist. Or of course, a personal trainer. But would a guy who looked like the hunks walking around the gym even be interested in a divorced older woman?

Just like I scripted it, a guy walked out of an office that took my breath away. And looked straight at me with a smile. Damn, it was one of those smiles that's all white teeth and showed the lines around his eyes. He approached me and all I could think of was that he just stepped off the cover of a Men’s Health magazine. He was wearing the uniform T-shirt and it clung to his flat stomach and wide shoulders like a perfectly molded T-shirt should.

Just like every other person walking around here wearing spandex that fit their body perfectly. And here I was in a red T-shirt sporting a Star Trek logo with the caption “Red Shirt-I might not make it”. The guy was probably not even old enough to understand what the hell that meant. He was stunning, but definitely young. Not that I was complaining about that.

Just to make sure I felt like a real idiot, he looked down at my shirt and gave a chuckle. “Probably a pretty appropriate shirt to wear for your first workout,” he said, “Is your name Lauren?”

“Yeah?” I was more than a little startled, because not only was I not expecting my trainer to be male, but I also wasn’t expecting him to be so smoking hot. I suddenly felt like the nerdy girl in She's All That who has the captain of the football team hitting on her and has no idea that it's all a scam.

“That’s me,” My voice stammered, “Although I was expecting somebody a little different. like a woman?” If anything, his smile got even bigger, but his eyes were intensely fixed on mine, and they were dark and gorgeous. Somehow hypnotic, with no chance that I wanted to rip my gaze away from his. The guy has barely said two sentences to me and all the sudden I was nervous about spending any time near him. It was the first time I’d felt that way in a long time. I was also very conscious that my body was already damp, and in a place that I wasn’t expecting it to be.  

The crinkles around his eyes fell just a little bit. “Yeah, I'm really sorry. Erica managed to double book herself, so I told her that I would step in and take care of you. My name is Dylan.” he reached out his hand, and when I instinctively reached for it, the way he gripped my hand was just powerful enough to make me think about how that grip would feel around one of my upper arms, or possibly grabbing my neck as he tilts my head back. He was probably strong enough to lift me up and put me easily on this high desk behind me and…

Jesus Lauren, get a grip. This is a guy here to do a job, not a guy here to be some kind of toy for your unrequited fantasy life.

Holding my hand there was just enough of an extra beat to make me glance down at our fingers linked together and damn, if even his fingernails weren't perfect. I suddenly wished that mine weren’t so ragged and chewy.

He continued in a voice that sounded like it was singing from his throat. “Listen, I completely understand if you don't feel comfortable spending time with me. I can always reschedule if you'd like, but since we're both here…” he shrugged his shoulders in a cute way and smiled again at me, “I think that I can probably at least get you started and help you out.”

Just hearing him say the words help me out was almost enough to make me giggle like a schoolgirl. Yeah Dylan, you can definitely help me out. In fact, if you told me that you wanted to help me out of my clothes I'd probably say let's go.

“Okay, then. Lead the way.” That smile. Oh, that smile. And as he walked towards the gym floor it was impossible not to stare at his butt.

DYLAN

I knew as soon as I heard the annoying voice calling my name that I was about to be assigned something I really didn't want to do, and I was just about to get out of work early. Not that I really had anything to do except go home and fire up the PlayStation for a couple of hours, but I'd been at work since 7:00 o'clock that morning. Now that the evening rush was on, I liked nothing better than to get out of the crowded space and not have to deal with all the narcissists and idiots.

I know it was kind of ironic that I say narcissists and idiots when it came to working in a gym. Pretty much every single one of my coworkers was exactly that. The guys were all cranked up all day on Monster drinks and complaining about the fact that all they ate was chicken and rice, and the women could barely get in a training session with their clients without picking up their phones to take a booty shot and load it up on Tiktok.

It was a means to an end. That's what I kept telling myself. My degree was done and now the real research could begin, but the problem was you can't live on a research stipend. So here I was having to deal with my boss Monica. Her shrill voice rang out again, and I wanted to just cringe and walk away from her, but of course I couldn't because she's my boss.

I looked over at her, and thankfully it only seemed like she used the airbrush gun on her makeup for about 5 minutes that day. Couldn't deny that she looked good for a woman who’d tanned way too much into her fifties. I mean, part of the bonus of working at a gym was seeing some incredibly beautiful women and incredibly tight outfits all the time. It certainly didn't help my sexual situation at all. Even though Monica was my boss and double my age, she’d made it very obvious that her office door would always be open and easily locked behind her if I decided to make a move. That's just wasn’t what I was all about.

At least not anymore.

The last five years had been hard for me. After being a superstar at a sales job and burning myself out with partying, I’d managed to scrape enough money together to survive for a couple of months. My entire life was booze, other things…and women. Way too many women to count.

After my sudden thrust into unemployment, it wasn’t surprising that everything dried up. My lifestyle just wasn’t worth it so I went entirely the other way and decided to just work on me. And that meant a long time with nothing to do. So what better than start working out? I’d managed somehow to figure out what to do for myself so started thinking that maybe I could help other people do the same thing.

And school got me hooked. Now it was just a matter of time before I could get out of this corporate hell and start my own gym, but it was going to take a lot more sessions with a lot more people before that happened. So when Monica said jump, I had to say how high. For now, at least.

When I walked out of the office to see my new client, my body tensed right away. I could see the most perfect butt that I'd ever seen in my life standing at the desk, and the perfectly curved hips tapered up into a narrow waist and then a long ponytail cascaded down the back of the woman standing there. Ponytails were definitely my weakness when it came to women. Her legs were the perfect level of thickness, and she looked like she had a gymnast body. Short and stacked. Even her shirt was riding up and showing off a delicious strip of her waist. She looked like the perfect merging of size and curves, and that was like my Kryptonite. So many of the girls at the gym wondered why I didn’t go after the skinny twigs, but I preferred women who look like women.

“Excuse me, are you Lauren?” And when she turned around, I got hit by an even bigger bolt of lightning. Sparkling deep blue eyes that were almond shaped and perfectly placed sexy full lips with cute little dimples in her cheeks. Sliding my eyes down the gentle curve of her breasts that were perfectly proportioned with her hips. My first thought was Jesus, does this woman really think she needs a personal trainer? She's absolutely flawless. I mean, I saw attractive women all the time at the gym of course, but I think I'd become so desensitized to it that it was easy to just brush it aside. This woman had literally taken my breath away just by standing there and looking at me.

Her full breasts were pushing her shirt out right at me, and I pretended that I was reading the caption, when really I’m staring right at her sexy breasts. Now that I’m closer, the stripe of bare skin just below the shirt makes the thought fly through my mind that it would be easy to yank over her head and push her back against the desk while I…

“That’s me,” her voice was like silk floating into my ears, “Although I was expecting somebody a little different. like a woman?”

There was a buzzing in my head while I explained the situation. My eyes couldn’t get enough of her. The pants she was wearing were just tight enough to show off curves in her lower body that matched the voluptuous ones up top. I had to quickly drop my clipboard because I was getting hard as a rock, especially when she told me to lead the way. Thankfully I got to walk first to the gym floor, because if I had to watch her walk it was only going to get worse.


CHAPTER TWO

LAUREN

Being in a gym made me nervous enough, but now that I had to spend time with Dylan I almost felt like a startled faun that wanted to bolt right out of the building. He led me over to a not so crowded area of the weight room, and I could see bodies moving and grunting all around us doing contortions and things that I couldn't possibly imagine doing myself.

“So, tell me a little bit about what you want to work on.” he started. I couldn't take my eyes off of his shoulders and my eyes drifted down to his crotch, but he had his clipboard strategically placed so that I couldn't see anything. “The goal of our time together is to focus on what you want.”

What I want is for you to take that clipboard away. “Well, I gained a few extra pounds while I was with my ex-husband.” I made sure to emphasize the ex part of that, so he would know I was definitely single now. “Especially you know…around my hips.”

I watched his eyes drift down and I didn't know if it's conscious or not, but when he licked his lips, it was one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen in my life. And he was doing it when he looked at my bare stomach, which I didn’t think was anything to stare at. In fact, when I walked into the gym, I wanted to cover up but now I was feeling much more confident.

“I get it,” he said softly, “It sounds like you got out of a bad situation.”

“Bad situation is an understatement,” I told him, “It was like having an anchor wrapped around my neck for 10 years.” There was something about Dylan and the way he was looking at me that let me know that I could open up to him. “He constantly put me down, and I'm tired of that. I want to feel good about myself. I want to feel attractive again.”

He shook his head, but not in a patronizing way. It almost seemed as if he was going to say something but then he paused. “Okay then, I know the best way to do that is to get you to feel strong, and there is only one good way I know how to do that. Picking up something really heavy!”

We were in front of what looked like a gigantic torture device with a thick long bar placed on it. “Okay, so we're going to do something really simple,” he started to slap some big round weights on it, and I was looking at it and reminded of some of the lifting I used to do in college. But it was nothing close to what looked like a gigantic amount of weight. “All you’re going to do is pick this up.”

There were thick round black plates on either side of the bar, and it looked heavy as hell. He started to direct me to stand in front of it and while he was behind me, he coached me through a grip and a stance. The memories of doing it over a decade ago started to flood back, but it was a lot of weight.

“You’re sure about this?” I looked into the mirror and asked him. His eyes were glued to my behind, but he quickly looked up and the intensity of his gaze only made me feel even stronger.

“Trust me.” The words were simple but meant a lot to me, and it gave me a surge of adrenaline. “Now slowly take the weight, and just stand up.”

I extended my arms and legs, pushing away from the floor like he told me and suddenly the massive load was not only in my hands, but it was coming off the floor. There was a strain through my whole body and I could feel pressure, but when I managed to get the weight all the way up and hold it briefly, he grinned and then told me to lower it back down. A loud noise rang from the barbell as it hit the ground, but there was an immediate rush that had to do with feeling like I really accomplished something I didn’t know I could do.

“Oh my God, I did it!” The rush of emotion overwhelmed me, and when I turned around to see that gorgeous smile on his face, I couldn't help myself. He was the first man that had supported me so strongly in a long time, and without even thinking I wrapped my arms around him in a hug, feeling my entire body go tense. There was something very hard and very big pressing against my thigh. I realized he was hard as a rock under his pants, and my whole body felt like it was on fire when his hands touched my bare waist.

Dylan was looking down at me, and I could see his sexy lips so close. I wanted to feel his hands plunge into my hair, slide my shirt over my head and kiss me hard. I'd never felt such electricity with a man before in such a short period of time. His hands squeezed my waist, making me wonder what they would feel like cupping my ass, but then he looked around and quickly took a step back. I couldn't help but glance down and see that there was a very visible tent at the front of his pants. He quickly grabbed his clipboard to cover it up.

“Uh…great job. See, I knew you could do it.”

“Yeah, I guess I can. It just takes the right person encouraging me.” The words came easily, and I saw his expression soften. All I could think about was underneath that clipboard now, and how much I wanted to reward him for helping me so much.

Confidence was so damned sexy, and this guy was oozing it from every pore. Enough to make me think of things that would have my mouth touching him in places that would make him moan and gasp, then step confidently between my legs and claim the body he’d been ogling the entire time. God, what is going on with me?

DYLAN

A few extra pounds? It seemed like Lauren truly didn't know that what she saw as a few extra pounds just made her even sexier. There was nothing I wanted to do more than reach down and squeeze those curves of hers with my hands. I got a slight scent of her as she walked by me, and it sent stirring right between my legs. It wasn’t like my dick wasn’t hard as a rock already just being near her.

Watching her approaching the bar with an apprehensive look on her face, but then turn into a determined woman was part of the reason I loved doing my job. Although I was way too distracted when she bent over into position. It was impossible not to notice she was wearing a thong. Something easily pulled aside for my tongue to taste what I was sure would be a delectable pussy. Stop it, man.

“Oh my God, I did it!” She spontaneously turned towards me. Before I knew it, she had her arms wrapped around me and her gorgeous breasts were pressed up against my chest. I could smell her skin again and now the clipboard wasn't in the way, so she could feel that I was hard as a rock underneath my pants. Just feeling her pressed up against my dick knowing it was inches and two pieces of thin fabric from being inside her almost made me jizz in my pants like a kid.

Her gorgeous eyes looked up at me, and suddenly even though it seemed like the whole room had faded away I was very conscious of the fact that 30 people were around us and I was hugging somebody who was technically supposed to be a client. Her bare skin under my hands on her waist made me feel heat that travelled all the way down to my groin. I had to take a step back. “Great job. See, I knew you could do it!”

There was a cute flush that came to her cheeks. Would that be the same flush she’d have when moaning my name while riding my cock? “Yeah, I guess I can. It just takes the right person encouraging me.”

“Okay, then let's keep going.” I suggested. As we moved to a couple of other machines, I found that she was so easy to open up to. Like we’d known each other for years even though it had barely been twenty minutes. Her sexy eyes were matched by her intelligent wit, and passion for her job.

What she revealed to me about her old relationship made me angry. Some loser had gotten his hooks into her when she was young and driven her self-esteem into the ground. Thankfully it took the guy getting abusive to make her wise up and finally tell him it was over, which apparently he wasn’t happy about. Now she was just trying to move on.

Knowing she was in a vulnerable place I found myself telling her things about school and my goals that I would never have offered somebody at work. Every time she nodded her head and gave me some good advice it just made my heart swell with affection even more for her.

Smart. Gorgeous. Liked Star Trek. A deadly combination.

There was no question in my mind that I wanted to see her again, and as soon as possible. When I suggested that she come to my spinning class in a couple of days, she tilted her head and gave me a look that sent a shiver down my spine straight to my crotch. “I'll definitely be there. Just promise that you'll make me sweat.” Her wink was suggestive and sexy at the same time.

I couldn’t help but flirt back. “Oh don't worry, I can definitely do that. Sweating is my speciality.”

She turned back to me and gave me another one of those looks. “I was also wondering… they mentioned during my orientation that you might take some measurements for me?” Of course, I had completely forgotten about that as soon as I saw her. I’d forgotten about everything I was supposed to do.

It meant we’d be alone in a closed space. I couldn’t trust myself to do that, not while my dick was raging in my pants. There was no way I wouldn’t want to touch her in a massively inappropriate way. “Uh, yeah. We can definitely do that in the assessment office. Alone.” The words left my mouth, and I could feel how much sexual innuendo was behind them. She bit her lip in response.

“Okay, well why don't we plan to do that after your spin class. If you have time. Alone.” she suggested, and again I felt a twitch between my legs. My mind flew to the fact that I’d have a chance to touch her with the tape measure. Maybe ask her to take some more clothes off. Where could that possibly lead? There was only one place, and it was exactly where I wanted her to be.

My mouth was dry, and I couldn't even muster the ability to say anything in response as she walked away. Her gorgeous butt and swinging ponytail drifted away across the gym floor. All I was left with was the memory of her body pressed up against mine, and an absolutely raging hard on that I needed relief from. My dick had been straining inside my pants for the better part of an hour.

I literally couldn't take it anymore. I was about to do something that I would never even have considered before Lauren had walked into my life. Virtually running into the men’s change room, I found a cubicle and closed the door, and then I had to reach into my shorts and pull out my hard dick. Closing my eyes, I thought about her sexy face and being able to kiss those full lips. Feeling them wrapped around my cock and then looking at that gorgeous sexy ass of hers bent over as I fucked her hard from behind. Her sexy hips swaying as she gasped and moaned from my thrusts.

It took me about 30 seconds before I felt my body jerking, and a massive load erupted from me, splattering all over the toilet seat while I stifled a loud gasp. Jesus Dylan, jerking off in a bathroom at work like some 15-year-old kid? But that was exactly the way Lauren made me feel. All thoughts of any type of professionalism right out the window. So horny I couldn’t even think straight.

What the hell just happened? And I knew that in a couple of days when I was teaching my spin class, if she showed up and we did measurements it was going to be incredibly hard to resist taking things a step further with such a sexy woman. Alone.


CHAPTER THREE

LAUREN

The first thing I noticed when I walked into the small dark room was that of the 20 bikes inside, 18 of them were occupied by women in skimpy spandex. There were only a couple of older men who had obviously been relegated to the back. No surprise there. Dylan would be the eye candy attraction for a lot of women my age. I couldn't help but look around and compare myself to all the other women either pedaling away or stretching on their bikes and think of how gorgeous they all were compared to me.

But he invited me to come, right? I wasn’t crazy for walking through the door. I deserved to be here just as much as any of these other women. I was a little self-conscious when I took off my sweatshirt and my long pants because I knew that less clothing was always better when it came to spin classes. When you'd been in a relationship where you felt rejected for years, it was impossible not to wonder what men saw in other women that your own partner who always professed to love you didn't see.

I watched multiple heads turn and smile in a predatory way as Dylan walked into the room, dressed in a delicious tight gray top that cut off at the shoulders. His strong chest and flat stomach were outlined perfectly. I glanced lower and his muscular thighs were outlined by a pair of tight bike shorts. Now I knew exactly why his class was so popular. The guy looked like a bloody male model, for Christ’s sake and he was only wearing two thin pieces of lycra. Just like the rest of us.

My thoughts drift suddenly to holding onto those sexy thighs while he stood in front of me, his rippling stomach and sexy skin close enough to use my tongue on. It was what I’d been thinking about last night when my vibrator almost got the batteries worn out. I really hoped that he followed through with his promise that we could be alone after class today.

Somehow, he seemed to ignore everyone else in the room and walked right towards me on the bike with a big smile on his face. My heart skipped a beat. “Hey, Lauren! I'm really happy that you signed up. I think you're really going to enjoy this.”

“I'm really glad you invited me,” I replied, “It’s been along time since I've done anything like this, but I'm excited to give it a shot again.”

“Don't worry,” he slipped me a wink. “You're in good hands. I'll make sure that you don't fall off the bike the first time.”

Just as I was about to try to keep the banter going, of course one of the other lycra queens tapped him on the shoulder with her manicured nails and asked him a question about her bike, even though she clearly knew exactly what she was doing. Glancing around, I saw that about half a dozen of the women were looking at Dylan with expressions that would make a shark looking at a piece of prey uncomfortable with their intensity.

The stupid thing was it only made him even hotter to watch him walk around to work the room. He chatted with some of the women, but I could see him casually deflecting flirtatious remarks and he kept looking over at me and smiling. Finally, he walked to the front of the room and the music started. My body tensed with anticipation. Like a true showman, Dylan turned to the front of the room. Now I could tell he was in his element and my pussy tingled watching him give orders. I could only imagine him directing me somewhere else.

“Everyone turn your resistance up, and let's get ready to sweat!” he was walking around the room checking on some of the bicycles that other women are pedaling away on, and then he walked up to me again and smiled. Damn, that smile was so devastating. “You ready for this?” he said to me with his trademark grin. His shoulders and arms looked so ripped and hot.

“Absolutely,” I replied with my own trademark cocky grin. Was I flirting? Yeah, I definitely was trying but it felt kind of awkward. “Definitely ready for you to make me beg you to stop.”

His eyebrows flew up, and suddenly I couldn't help it. My face broke out in a blush. Damn, that was pretty forward, but then again it isn't like we hadn't been pretty friendly so far, so I guessed it was okay. I’d never had a problem going after what I wanted, and it needed to be clear to him that what I wanted was standing right in front of me.

“Alright then,” he reached down and suddenly my legs grew tense because he was moving his hand between my legs, but he quickly grabbed my resistance knob and gave it a slight turn to the right. I felt the tension increase flooding through my legs. His hand lingered there for a moment, and I could feel my body craving his heat. All he needed to do was touch me to find out I was dripping wet. “Well, there you go. By the time we're done, I want your legs to feel shaky.”

Oh God, was that another sexual innuendo? It was hard not to think about other things that we could do together that would make my legs shaky, and I tried very hard not to look down at his bike shorts.

But I couldn't resist. I looked down and the tightness of his shorts had encased what looked like an incredibly generous dick that was semi-hard. It was pinned against his hip, but I could see that it was much more than I'd ever seen before even though it was still somewhat soft. When I looked back up at his eyes, he looked into mine and cleared his throat suddenly, turning away to help another participant. He glanced back at me, and I had to avert my gaze to make sure that I didn't get anymore slick between my thighs.

Looking around the room, I was getting death glares from a few of the ladies, but I could feel the warm glow of the workout already starting, plus the knowledge that after class, I was going to have a chance to be alone with him.

As he walked to the front of the class and mounted his bike, it made me wonder how he would look with his body sweating on top of mine. His muscular thighs clenching and moving against mine, his flexing shoulders and his rippling stomach sitting underneath me as I slid on top of his gorgeous thick dick. When his eyes locked with mine, I had to bite my lip again to stifle the fact my pussy was rubbing against the seat in the perfect way.

He dismounted his bike again and stood behind it, playing with the music a bit but still barking orders. The class couldn’t be over soon enough, and there was no way I was letting him get away without touching me.

DYLAN

Jesus Christ. Just like before, seeing Lauren had me rock hard within moments. And she somehow looked even sexier in tighter clothing designed to let her sweat during class. I got flirted with all the time by the cougar patrol, as I affectionately called my female class participants, but seeing Lauren in tight shorts and stripping down to almost nothing except that and a sports bra had me thankful that my bike shorts were tight.

Or not, because once I got hard it was impossible to hide and made sitting on the bike quite uncomfortable. When she looked at me and bit her lip it made me twitch downstairs and get so hard, I had to get off and pretend I was playing with the music. I somehow managed to make it through the class without making it obvious, but then as soon as we were done, she sauntered up to me.

“So…you mentioned we could do those measurements? Alone?” her cute dimples and those sexy light eyes melted me. I knew it was playing with fire to be alone with her. Still, it was part of the job, right? I had to do whatever the clients requested, right? So, taking her into a closed office while the club was quiet was a great idea. Right.

Okay so we were alone together, and she was only wearing a sports bra and tight shorts. I was basically wearing the same thing. Her sexy body bouncing up and down during the class made me think about how she would look with those sexy tits out, riding my cock and moaning. Or even better, facing the other way and letting me massage that sexy ass while she took every thrust I had to give her. It was probably completely inappropriate to have her in an office with me alone, but I was kind of beyond caring.

The biggest problem now was because we were in an enclosed space, I could smell her skin. Even the way she sweated and the scent coming off her was driving me crazy and making my cock hard as a rock. If it wasn't for the bike shorts containing it there would have been an obvious tent at the front. Well, there definitely was already. And now I was supposed to be doing measurements for her, which meant I had to get even closer.

Okay Dylan, you have to remain professional I thought to myself. This was a client, not an incredibly sexy woman whose clothes I wanted to tear off. Of course, I was just fooling myself. It had been so long since I felt like this being close to a woman that I suddenly felt like I was back in high school when I was first in the back seat with Katie Rogers and had no idea what to do. Fumbling hands and premature ejaculation.

I just had to go into autopilot. Grabbing the tape measure off the desk, I started giving directions to her. “Okay, just stand in the middle of the room and lift your arms up. I'm going to wrap this around you and we're going to check your measurements. Hopefully in about six weeks we're going to recheck them and we're going to see a reduction in all the right places.”

She turned to look at me and giggled, “Well, I definitely have some areas I don't want to reduce. If my ass gets any smaller, I'm going to look like a 15 year old boy. But you know, if you want to reduce this stuff up top, sometimes it just gets in the way?”

Was she seriously telling me she thought her ass looked like a boy? Jesus. It was perfect.

Meanwhile, all I could think about was that her breasts and her ass were perfectly proportioned together. I could only imagine what her sexy chest looked like without the sports bra on. Cupping her sexy breasts in my hands and running my thumbs across her nipples and then reaching around behind her body to squeeze her perfect round ass cheeks. Were her nipples sensitive? Did she like them being licked, sucked or gentle little bites? Could my raging cock fit between them so I could fuck her chest?

Lauren raised her arms and turned towards me and as I looked at her chest, I could see that her nipples had pebbled underneath her sports bra. Looking sideways as I stepped closer and wrapped the measuring tape around her upper body. The normal measurement was to the nipple line, and it was easy to find them. As the measuring tape pulled across her breasts, she let go of just a very slight low moan in her throat. Turning her head away from me even more, I could see her arm shaking. My hands were joining them.

Trying to focus on the number on the tape and not her sexy stretched out breasts I managed to take the measurement properly without dropping the tape. “Okay, waist and hips are next. Stay right where you are.”

“You’re so commanding,” she joked again, “Don't worry, I follow orders very well.”

Oh, Jesus. A thought flashed through my mind. Taking both hands and putting them on the desk and bending her over, letting me peel those tight shorts down so that I could slide my tongue up the back of her legs and into that sexy pussy. What would she taste like? Her thighs gripping my head as she gasped and cried out while her pussy ground onto my lips and tongue.

Instead, I picked up the tape measure, and without even thinking put one hand on her waist while I started to wrap the tape around her bare skin. It was so soft, but there was a light sheen of sweat on it still from the spinning class. All I wanted to do was run my tongue from the side of her ribcage straight around to her belly button and then lower. Somehow, I managed to get that measurement done even though it was driving me absolutely crazy. My bike shorts were getting strained to the maximum limit.

“Okay, just your hips and your butt left to go.” she turned to face me and without thinking I knelt down in front of her, and that was when I saw it. There was a dark spot on her tight shorts. Right in between her legs. And that was definitely not sweat. When I inhaled, I could smell a musky scent in the air and realized it was the scent of her delicious pussy right in front of me. She was so aroused that she'd managed to soak through her shorts.

I was so close to her I could literally push my head forward and start feasting between her legs. Imagining her scent rubbing all over my nose, my lips and my tongue as she leaned back against the desk and started to moan and gasp while clutching onto my head. I wondered what she sounded like when she had an orgasm. It made me desperate to find out. Hopefully she would be loud. Gasping. Moaning.

“Dylan?” she asked, looking down at me. It broke me out of my reverie, and I quickly whipped the tape measure around her hips.

“Okay, there we go.” I said, still kneeling down in front of her.

“I don't think so. Didn't you say that you still had to measure my butt?” Without waiting for an answer, she turned around. Her firm ass cheeks are suddenly only inches away from my mouth. The woman was breaking every ounce of the resolve that I had to remain professional, because all I had to do was reach up with my hands, yank down her shorts along with my own and I could have my throbbing cock buried inside her in less than five seconds.

And God, did I so desperately want to do it. Her ass was like a ripe peach, round and lifted up like a shelf, and even though she thought she had a few extra pounds I thought she was absolutely perfect. I had to resist the urge hard to reach up and massage each individual cheek before I plunged my face in between them.

Turning my head away, I quickly pulled the tape measure around, taking special care not to touch her ass cheeks and got the last measurement. Stepping quickly away I placed the tape measure back on the desk.

My legs were slightly weak, and I had to lean back against the desk. It had nothing to do with the fact that I just finished a grueling spin class. It was because I was weak for her. Hands clenching at the desk behind me, I had to stop them from moving to her. Tearing her clothes off. Throwing her onto the desk herself so I could kiss and lick every inch of her body.

It seemed beyond the realm of possibility, but suddenly Lauren stepped closer, and I looked down to see that my rock hard dick was outlined perfectly by my bike shorts. She looked down at it directly and bit her lip. Suddenly the fact that we were alone was even more apparent and leaning back against the desk, all I could imagine was her peeling down my shorts and taking my thick dick into her mouth, watching her sexy lips trail down the underside and hearing her moan while she enjoyed pleasuring me. I would have blown my load in about 30 seconds.

She moved even closer, “So is that everything? You got everything that you wanted?”

I was at a loss for words, but I knew I had to say something. “Well, I definitely have all your measurements, so I think you're off to a pretty good start especially if you keep coming to my classes.” In my suddenly 15 year old brain I was trying to find a way to tell her that I wanted to see her again and soon, but just stumbled over the words.

I saw her pause suddenly as if she was thinking and then suddenly she blurted out, “Would you come home with me?” Just as I was wondering what the hell she just said, she stammered out, “Fuck, I'm sorry. I didn't mean that. I meant, I was wondering if you would come to my house and workout with me. I think like you were talking about before. A private session would do me a lot of good to get me off to a good start.”

It had all come out in a rush, and I could see that just asking took a lot of effort for her. We both knew what might happen. At least what I wanted to happen. No chance of anyone walking in on us. No prying eyes. Just the two of us sweating at her place.

My mouth was suddenly dry. “I would love that.” It was still painfully obvious that my dick was leading my mouth. By now my hands were putting furrows in the desk from resisting grabbing her and kissing her hard. Our lips were only a foot apart, and her sexy breasts were inches from my chest. Her breath was hot on my neck.

Without even thinking about it, I'd agreed to meet her at her house, but I didn't think about the possible repercussions if my boss found out. There was a very strict policy against seeing clients from the gym outside of the gym at their homes or somewhere else. I could be let go in a heartbeat, and I really needed this job.

So, I was just going to have to be very careful. Which was going to be tough, because in order to have the time off to see her, I was going to have to block off part of my schedule and make up some kind of excuse. That was okay though. I'd figure it out.


CHAPTER FOUR

DYLAN

Just like the days after I met her between our day in the spin class, waiting to see Lauren again and be alone with her had her smile and her body constantly buzzing through my mind.

The day before she walked into the gym to do a workout, and even though I was with a client it was like I could sense her across the room. Focusing on not being distracted and watching every move she made was difficult, so I decided to save myself the trouble and took my client into the personal training studio rather than have them out on the gym floor, so I didn't have to be tortured by wanting to be near her.

Of course, my clients were back-to-back and I couldn't take a chance in between to go and talk to her. Just my luck, I was standing at the personal training desk, and she walked up with that gorgeous smile. “I was hoping I'd run into you. We’re still going to see each other tomorrow, right? At my place?”

My heart immediately sank because the biggest gossip in the gym was standing right behind me. All I could do was hope she didn't hear what Lauren had just said. If Monica found out that I was seeing someone outside of the gym, who knew what would happen. There was a strict policy against that, and I knew Monica would take any chance to lord something over me if she could.

I had to reassure her that I wouldn't miss it even though it was a chance that our relationship would be revealed. Even though I worked late and got an early start that day I still made time to run home and have a shower, so I didn't smell like sweat. I couldn't resist getting into something that I would normally never wear to workout with a client in.

Something very physical was going to happen between us, but I still had to try to look professional, even though I wanted desperately for her to invite me in and do away with the pretense that we were going to work out so that I could just tear her clothes off and fuck her senseless. All I knew was that she would have to make the first move. My nerves were on edge as I left the gym to head to her place.

Her house was small and functional, a stacked unit of a four condo building on the top floor. The type where there were two doorways beside each other, both leading to different places. When I knocked on the door it was like she had been waiting for me, because it opened about five seconds later.

This time her hair was down. The gentle swell of it curved around her delicate neck making me want to brush it away and slide my lips across her soft skin. “Well, hello there.” she said with those gorgeous dimples appearing on her face.

I tried to stay as professional as possible. “Hello there yourself! Ready for a workout?”

Lauren paused and I could see her carefully thinking about what to say. The electricity between us was strong as soon as I saw her. “I’ve got all the stuff I have in the living room. Come on in.” As she turned, her butt as usual made my cock twitch.

She was wearing the same types of shorts she was wearing during the spinning class. The ones that covered her but completely outlined her ass in exquisite detail. I knew that I was going to get close enough to her skin to really see it up close. I craved to see every little freckle and dimple and it looked flawless to my eyes.

I couldn't help myself. This gorgeous woman had broken down every ounce of my resolve and I just had to touch her. She led me into the living room where a yoga mat was set up and some dumbbells and bands lay on the ground. “Here we go. How do you want to get started?”

With your clothes on the floor beside all that equipment. “Okay, let’s warm up.” It was easy to shift into trainer mode even though I was distracted. Once I got her warmed up, she slid her baggy shirt over her head and suddenly I was distracted all over again by her sexy breasts. She’d worn an even more revealing bra, one that pushed her gorgeous tits together and gave her cleavage. With the hair down and her sexy stomach exposed it was impossible not to get hard.

Especially when she started to move fast, her sexy breasts swaying and her body starting to break into a sweat. After twenty minutes I told her we should take a break and I’d set everything up for the next sequence. My horny brain was still trying to figure out how to get closer to her. Thankfully, it seemed like she had something in mind.

“My calves feel like they are about to cramp. Can you take a look for me?” Without waiting for an answer, she laid down on her back on the yoga mat. Perfect. An excuse to touch her. It felt wrong to be touching her in such an intimate way when we were alone, but I’d gone so far past the point of no return with her already there was no coming back. Even if I wanted to. I grabbed her leg and started to rub it gently.

My hand slid up her calf, crossing over her knee and then finally surrounded her thigh and I started to rub there gently. A guttural sound escaped her throat, and I could see her arch her back and her hips undulated only about a foot away from my face. “Mmm…” she says, “Your hands feel amazing.”

Like they were possessed by something else, my hands kept moving higher and higher until I was at the edge of her shorts more than halfway up her thigh. As much as I was trying to keep my eyes away from her crotch, I couldn't help myself when I saw that there was a damp spot there and it was starting to get bigger. She moaned again, and I saw her back twitch, like she was pushing her pussy closer to my hands.

“Oh, Jesus…Lauren” I sighed and suddenly realized that I’d just said it out loud rather than in my head. My eyes flew to her face wondering if she caught me, and when her eyes met mine, I saw her bite her lip and suddenly she just nodded her head.

“Please, Dylan. Please touch me. Touch me…everywhere.” As if to reinforce what she was telling me to do, she spread her legs wider, and I could see the very visible damp spot between her legs. It wasn’t sweat. The musky scent of her hit my nose and my cock grew even harder, as if that was possible.

My hands kept moving but there was still that last 5% of my brain that was telling me what I was doing was wrong. That I was risking not only maybe my job but going too far with a woman that I had such an intense attraction to so fast and scaring her away.

That's when I felt a hand creep up my thigh and like a bolt of electricity passed through my body, her fingertips brushed over my rock hard erection. That told me everything I needed to know and that what I'd been fantasizing about since I walked through her door was something we both desperately craved.

LAUREN

For an entire day I'd been torturing myself like a high school girl wondering what to wear to prom. After all, Dylan had seen most of my gym clothing already. At least the good stuff. Normally at home all I would wear was a pair of track pants and maybe not even wear a bra at all unless I was jumping a lot. Although considering what my intentions were that might not have been such a bad idea.

When he walked in, I knew he was trying to maintain his professionalism. It was cute. And honestly, it was fun being the temptress. I already knew I wanted him and now that he’d crossed my threshold, he wasn’t leaving without giving me what I wanted. His chiseled hard body on top of me, his lips and hands all over my body and his lovely looking dick filling my wetness. I’d already masturbated that morning and was in a perpetual state of horniness.  

As soon as I took my shirt off his eyes flew straight to my chest. There was something about the way he looked at me even though I knew that my body wasn't flawless and that I had a little bit of extra skin hanging over the top of my shorts. His gaze made me feel like I was the most beautiful woman in the world. Whenever my ex would look at me all I could think about was judgment, but with Dylan all I could think about was affection combined with desire.

Sometimes I wished my forehead had a big neon yellow sign that I could just turn on so that I could tell him to just peel my clothes off and take me right there on the living room floor. He was just so damned professional I guess maybe I would have to get a little bit more unprofessional to get him to realize exactly what I was looking for. Taking off my shirt was a good start.

We kept moving through the next circuit and I could feel my body heating up from the exercises. Only about 15 minutes in, but he'd already got me breathing hard and starting to break a sweat. It was the perfect balance of intensity and endurance, exactly what I'd always been looking for.

And damn, he was sexy ordering me around. Whenever he placed a hand on me to guide me or coach me it sent a bolt straight to my pussy. Being so close to him and alone now had me on edge like I had never been before. Like his body was something I wanted to consume, devour, mount. Whatever verb I used, it all resulted in the same thing. A gorgeous man claiming my body in every way possible.

After the next circuit I knew that he was just waiting. Like I needed to tell him clearly that he could touch me. So, getting a massage on my leg was a good start, and then I knew once he saw how wet I was for him it would be game over. And I’d been flowing like a river since he walked in the door. Lying down, he massaged my calf and then once his hands moved higher, I opened my legs a bit, showing him that I was dripping and ready for him to touch me.

“Please…Dylan. Please touch me…everywhere.” At the same time, I let my hand finally graze over his cock, feeling the head under my hand and I squeezed it. I wanted there to be absolutely no mystery behind it. I wanted him to touch me. Fuck me. Claim me.

His hand moved to the cleft between my thighs, and he cupped my mound without hesitation. The other hand needed some more encouragement, so I grabbed it and moved it to my breast, feeling the nipple respond to his gentle touch. Pressing it against me I moaned low, feeling the sensation of his hands finally doing what I’d craved them to do for so long.

“Lauren…I…” he croaked, and then I sat up, ignoring any pretenses and grabbed his head, bringing his mouth to mine. Like opening a floodgate, I could tell his body finally succumbed to what I was hoping was all the lust we’d both built up inside us. He just needed more of a push, as if what I was doing already wasn’t enough. Stupid noble men who didn’t climb on top of a woman as soon as they expressed an interest.

Kissing him was like fire on my lips, making my entire body crave him even more than I already did. Every place his covered chest and legs were in contact with mine meant that the clothing needed to be removed. Ripped, torn, whatever he wanted. I slid my tongue into his mouth, moaning my own low utterance of lust as my hands squeezed his cock and began to slide across the tented area on his pants.

“Fuck…” he broke the kiss. “If you don’t stop, I’m going to blow right in my pants. I’ve been waiting for this. Waiting for you.”

“You don’t have to wait any more.”

It almost feels like it's somebody else saying the words. “I definitely need a nice hot shower now. And I think maybe you should join me.” I could see the wheels turning behind his eyes and there was definitely conflict there, but judging from the massive erection under his shorts there wasn’t not a lot of debate, because I think he only had enough blood to control one organ at a time.

To take him over the edge, I rubbed up and down the delicious shaft that I could feel underneath his shorts, and then without a word I scrambled to my feet and grabbed his hands, almost pulling him up the stairs. There was no way I was going to be denied enjoying this sexy man. I’d been denied too long, and my body craved satisfaction.  

He tried to protest with a couple of minor pleads, “Lauren, hold on. We shouldn't do this.” but as I led him down the hallway towards my master ensuite I decided to take the lead and peeled off my sports bra. Covering my breasts merely with my hand, I turned to him and smiled. Walking into the bathroom I quickly turned on the water without even looking at him because I was so afraid that if I did, I was going to stop what I was doing.

My shorts were easily peeled down, showing him my bare ass for the first time and I hear him behind me stop his footsteps. My heart was hammering in my chest, because still in the back of my mind I was wondering if he's going to reject me. If he was going to look at my body and see flaws and cellulite and decide to walk away.

Instead, only adding fuel to my fire, he looked at me with nothing but deep desire in his eyes. “Oh my God, you're fucking perfect…” and then he grabbed the bottom of his shirt and peeled it up over his head in that sexy way that only men can do. His hands moved slowly to his shorts and when he moved them slowly down, I was presented with the first view of what I'd been craving for so long. It was a delicious long thick cock, already hard and jutting straight out from his hips.

I couldn't hold myself back from him anymore. I walked up to him and as I reached down and grasped his throbbing member, he wrapped an arm around me and pulled me so our lips met in a crushing tongue swirling mixture of passion and lust. My nipples were hard as rocks and they rubbed against his rugged bare chest as I squeezed his cock and felt him grow even bigger and harder, as if that was possible. My naked thighs were already slick with moisture, and it had nothing to do with the workout that we just finished.

He moaned into my ear as we broke the kiss, “Oh fuck, I want you so bad.” but again, I decided to take the lead. Tugging on him gently, I pulled him towards the shower. His rippling stomach and his delicious shoulders followed me into the large glass stall and as soon as we were inside, he pushed me against the wall under the hot stream of water and kissed me again. I could feel the head of his cock poking against my hip, and I knew it would just take one second for me to straddle him and slide down on his delicious shaft.

Grabbing my wrist, he turned around me around and placed my hands against the wall. “Stay right there,” he growled into my ear, giving my earlobe a tender lick and making my entire body shiver. His hands moved down to the cheeks of my ass and he squeezed them, separated them. My puffy swollen lips were almost audible over the sound of the running water because my slit was so wet.

Sinking down behind me I felt his tongue and lips start to kiss and lick at the backs of my legs, slowly climbing up the sensitive skin until his tongue ran between my cheeks. “Oh, God…yes…” I spread my legs for him to give him better access and as his tongue darted inside and just gently grazed over my pussy my legs almost buckled underneath me. “Dylan…I want you so badly…”

A low groan came out from his throat, “Oh fuck, you taste so goddamn good,” I felt his hands start to probe between my inner thighs and he slid a finger into me, making my dripping hole violently contract around his digit. Without even trying he had my body humming at a frequency I hadn't felt in forever, and when his thumb reached up to graze my clit, I couldn't stifle the sensations any longer. My body violently convulsed on his face. and I cried out loudly during the delicious shiver of an orgasm washing through my body.

Standing there against the wall gasping, he stood up and I turned around, crushing his lips onto mine again. There was no pretense of any type of washing. All we both wanted was each other. Inside me. Enveloping him. Feeling him fill me up and join us together.

Pushing him back, I directed him to perch his sexy butt on the low shelf. He sat down with his beautifully rigid penis sticking straight out. I marveled at the size of it, and I knew that when I put it in my mouth and in my pussy it was going to stretch my body perfectly.

There was a brief thought that I wanted to take him into my mouth, but my body was so eager to be merged with his that I simply couldn't wait. Sliding my leg over his hips, I looked down at him as his hands moved to my breasts and teased my nipples, the turgid nubs feeling every delicate sweep of his fingers. I gently eased myself lower and lower until I felt his head brush against my slick opening.

Now I could feel the fatigue in my legs as I lowered myself down, trying to do it slowly and make it sexy somehow. My body betrayed me, and I almost fell on top of him, impaling my pussy straight down onto his cock. Suddenly I was full of him, and the pressure and stretch felt like a rocket coursing through my body, immediately sending me off again into another orgasm as I cried out, arching my back in front of him. His hands were gripping my breasts and he started to thrust up into me hard and fast. Neither of us could hold back. I let loose with a primal cry, telling him what he’d just done to my body.

Soon the glass enclosure was echoing with our mutual cries, and he moved his hands down to my ass, squeezing my cheeks while he fucked me like no man had ever fucked me before. Deep, hard, long, and able to control every thrust even though he was sitting underneath me.

There was only one thing I was craving, and that was to feel him erupt inside my throbbing pussy. To fill me with his heat, claim me as his, and know that I was completely given over to him as well. There was no denying it, I wanted this man to be mine forever. Our bodies fit together perfectly and after knowing him for such a short time I knew it was fate.

He spanked my ass sharply and then leaned into my lips, kissing me hard again. When his teeth gently nibbled at my lower lip I shuddered again on top of him. “Turn around, I want to watch that sexy ass ride me.” He moaned.

It was everything I wanted too, like he was reading my mind. Feeling his hands all over my body while I plunged myself up and down on him, plus allowing him access to my breasts from behind. Simply repositioning myself I bent over, and he groaned as he gripped my hips, grinding me back down so that I was full of him again, then I leaned back, rubbing my back against his chest.

“Jesus…Lauren, I want you so much.” He gasped. “You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever seen.” My body glowed and when he gripped my breasts, squeezing them and pinching my nipples lightly I slid a hand between my legs to touch my clit and let myself go again, screaming this time how hard I was cumming all over his magnificent cock.

Bearing down on him I heard him panting and could feel him trying to pull away. But there was no way I was letting that happen. His cock would stay buried inside me and fill me with his hot load. He was mine and I was his. Pushing back, I could feel him desperately trying to push me off him but all it took was my weight and a gentle grinding motion plus squeezing him like a vise. He finally sank his teeth into my shoulder, gasping loudly and then I felt his cock swell and erupt with a massive stream of heat into my pussy.

“Oh shit…god…yes…” he moaned with every pulse of him inside me. I kept moving slowly, rotating myself eagerly around him so that every drop of his essence was drained into me. His hands cupped my breasts again and his lips kissed my upper back and shoulders from behind. “Lauren…my God…that was…”

Finally, I managed to slide off him, not wanting to leave his embrace. The hot water of the shower started to fall over me as I pretended like nothing had happened. Just a shower, that was it. Totally innocent. Totally satisfying.

I watched him close his eyes and tilt his head back, and when he opened them and looked at me it made my already shaking body shiver with delight, because he was looking at me not only with lust but also deep affection behind his eyes. “I don't even know if I can stand up.” he joked.

“Well, I'm okay with it if you just stay right there,” I joked back, “It’s the best looking shower caddy I've ever had.”

He laughed and managed to stand up, and then his hands wrapped around my waist and he kissed the side of my neck gently, “God, what have you done to me,” he sighed, “I've never done anything like this before.”

“Me neither.” I responded, snaking a hand up around the back of his neck, and when I turned back to him he kissed me hard, our lips merging together perfectly like they had every single time. Even though my body was still shaking I reached down and squeezed his softening dick and he groaned into my ear.

“Okay, don't start that again. I have to get cleaned up and somehow wipe the grin off my face when I go back to work so that nobody is suspicious.”

I gave him one more squeeze and then grabbed the soap. Silently I lathered myself up and he did the same. I could have just stood there and watched his gorgeous body like something out of a movie, where the water runs the soapy mess off of the man’s washboard abs. Except the guy was right in front of me and had just given me the best sex of my life.

I wanted him again. I wanted him now. But I also knew that there was no way this was a one time situation, and we're definitely going to see each other again. I also have to be mindful that he has a job to do and can't let him be at risk of losing it. If it were up to me he would be in my bed in a minute and we would fuck the afternoon away.

I stepped out of the shower and grabbed him a towel, and of course he wrapped it around his waist, still like something out of a sexy shower commercial. Glancing at the mirror I was suddenly self-conscious of the fact he was in such better shape than me. I watched his eyes travel to the mirror and then back to me, and as if he was reading my mind his hands slipped around my waist and he cupped my ass one more time, squeezing it gently. “Do you have any idea how gorgeous you are?”

My body was like putty under his hands and instantly all I wanted to do was drag him into the bedroom, throw him down on the bed and mount him again. Somehow, I managed to pull away. “I hope you don't get into any trouble for this,” I said, “Truly I didn't expect...”

“Trust me, neither did I.” he ran a sexy hand through his wet hair. “Don't worry, whatever comes up I can handle it as long as Monica doesn't find out. Everything will be okay.”

“Will it? Because I don't want anything to happen to my favorite trainer,” I reassured him, “And I really want another session as soon as possible.” Like now. On the counter.

“Just try to keep me away.” he sighed. Just the look of his eyes on my body made me smile with genuine happiness for what felt like the first time in forever. I quickly slipped on a robe as he pulled his shorts back on. “I guess I left my shirt downstairs.” he laughed.

“Yeah, I guess I did too.” I giggled with a flush coming over my face. Clothes flying in my living room, his delicious mouth all over me. It wasn’t like me at all to give into my urges like I had. But this was the new me. Someone who flirted, who asked for what she wanted. Hell, demanded it. Nobody was ever going to take that right away from me again.  

Leading him back down the stairs I saw the aftermath of our clothes discarded on the living room floor and thought about the passion that had started between us. All I could hope was that the fire that I intentionally ignited was burning as brightly as I hoped inside him as well. He slid his shirt back on and all I could think was he looked just as good putting clothes back on as he did taking them off.

He pushed me against the wall in my front hall and kissed me one more time, this time with a little bit more tenderness and less passion. Instantly I was ready again to drag him back upstairs. Or let him claim me right there in the front hallway. The feelings that Dylan had given me in such a short time gave me hope that maybe the person that I had become with my ex wasn’t the person I really was, and that there was a future for me. For us.

As soon as he was out the door I turned my back to it and took a deep breath. I couldn't wait to see him again, and I knew that all night all I'd be thinking about was his delicious body against mine. I'd fallen and I’d fallen hard. It felt so fast, but so right and I could only hope that somehow he felt the same way I did.


CHAPTER FIVE

DYLAN

As soon as I woke up the next morning, my first thought was of Lauren. Her gorgeous eyes, her beautiful smile, her delicate laugh and of course her incredibly sexy body. Just thinking about what happened the day before had me hard as a rock in moments. Reliving the way her sexy ass looked riding up and down my dick in the shower. The way her breasts felt in my hands. And how good it felt when she milked me dry.

I’d never felt such an intense way about a woman so fast. She was smart, witty and sexy all at the same time. As I climbed out of bed and got ready to head to work, I knew that I was taking a gigantic risk. After all, if anybody found out that I'd seen her outside of the gym - especially Monica - it could mean the end of my job. Plus, if word got out that I was sleeping with a client it would be the end of my career. I couldn't let that happen. I also couldn't deny that I was completely head over heels for Lauren, and I wanted to see her again.

Feeling her sexy body sliding up and down my wet skin while she moaned on my cock kept my mind distracted on the morning drive to work. Her gorgeous breasts needed to be wrapped around my cock so I could cum all over them, claiming her body for my own in every way possible. Gripping her hair tightly as I thrust into her from behind. So many ways I wanted to make her body mine and mine alone.

My first session was with a regular client who required a lot of focus, and I was happy for that because it made me try to forget about the day before. My nerves were a bit on edge because I knew that my co-worker had heard Lauren mention we were meeting and there was a chance it had gotten back to Monica. But I was ready for that.

Just as I suspected right after I finished, “Dyyyylannnn!” I heard the extended annoying high-pitched version of my name, and I knew exactly who it was. Of course, it was Monica, and of course I knew from the look on her face that something was going on. Like the usual Cheshire Cat, she had a sly look on her face. Even more makeup than usual, and the summons into her office was quick.

Monica was one of those women who kept on hitting on you, even when it was totally obvious I wanted nothing to do with her. Especially now that I had Lauren. During one of the company social events she’d even made a not-so-subtle reference that if I wanted to bang her in the bathroom, she had no problem with it. Thankfully I managed to pawn her off on one of the even younger trainers, who spent the next couple of days shuddering from experiencing her naked. Often the threat came veiled with the idea that if you didn’t give her what she wanted, you’d get the worst shifts and start losing new clients.

“You've been a bad boy,” Monica said, sitting on the edge of her desk like a vulture. She was holding lip gloss and dabbing it on her lips, giving me a look and trying to pretend like she was being sexy. I mean, she was attractive in the same way a shark could be, but I always shuddered at the idea of letting her actually sink her fangs into me.

I decided not to say anything just to see if there was any way that I didn't have to defend myself. “I don't know what you're talking about?”

“Oh, Dylan…” she sighed, “Your sexy body and your big brain can't help you now. I know you've trained that new member at her house. And you know...” she paused and put her lip gloss down, “That's completely against company policy. You're stealing clients.”

“She asked me to come to her house.” I tried to defend myself. She laughed in a shrill way.

“Yes,” Monica said with a silly little girl singsong voice, “But you know, if we did that every single time the clients asked us to do that, we probably wouldn't have any clients left. So...now we have to figure out what to do with you.”

I'd gotten my back up. Was she really threatening my job and my livelihood just because I took on one person from the gym? “What do you mean, Monica? You have to figure out what to do with me?”

“Well, there's a couple of options,” she said with a sinister grin on her face, “One is I fire you right now. But you know the other one is…” she paused, her grin becoming even more feral. Her teeth were yellow from years of coffee stains and who knew what else.

“Stop playing games, Monica,” I barked at her, “What the hell do you want?”

She slid off the desk and sauntered forward, shaking her hips, “I think you know exactly what I want, Dylan. If you can satisfy me, then you can keep your job. Nobody needs to know. Instead of heading over to your new client…you come to my place. Tonight.” Her tits were on display like I’d rarely seen them. And her perfume was twice as overpowering as usual.

Normally I knew any red-blooded male would have jumped at the chance because Monica had a killer body and according to past conquests was like a wildcat in bed, but that wasn’t what I was about. Banging the boss to get ahead wasn’t in my wheelhouse. Plus, I'd have felt like I was betraying Lauren even though I'd only known her for a week. What happened between us had already stoked emotions inside me I hadn't felt before.

“Come on now, Dylan,” she stepped even closer and now I could see how desperate her eyes looked. “This way we both win.” her long talon-like fingernails dragged down between the cleavage on display but as she smiled at me, I could see the yellow on her teeth and the wrinkles around her eyes. I knew that more than one trainer had gotten chewed up and spit out in her office and I wasn’t about to let that be me.

“Monica, what the hell makes you think that I'd ever be interested in somebody like you?” I finally managed to say. “I'm a good worker, I'm productive, and I'm really good with my clients. There's absolutely no reason for you to let me go just because you're jealous I’m getting close to someone who happens to work out here.”

Her teeth clicked as she closed her mouth and I saw the look on her face change from expectation to anger in a heartbeat. I'd seen it before with other staff members, which was why she couldn't keep any decent employees. “All right, then. Well, for violating company policy, you're fired. Oh, and the gym will be keeping all your clients. If you try to contact any of them, you’ll be sued. Get out of here. Best of luck in the future.”

My temper flared, but there was also a sense of relief. It was impossible not to be angry about the situation, but I also knew that I'd made the right decision getting out from under her thumb. With Lauren in my life, things were going to be great, and I knew that together we would be able to figure out anything that happened to either of us.

Turning around, I opened the door to take a step outside, and I couldn't help but shout at the top of my lungs within full earshot of the front desk and about three dozen members, “Well, it's really too bad that the personal training manager Monica felt she had to let me go because I wouldn't fuck her!”

What Monica also didn't know was that the audio recorder on my phone had been going the entire time. As soon as she called me into her office, I had a strong feeling she’d make an offer she thought I couldn’t refuse. I knew once human resources heard our conversation they were going to have a slightly different evaluation about my future with the company.

Now there was only one thing on my mind, and that was Lauren. My first goal was to take advantage of my free time tonight. Walking out of the gym, I pulled out my phone to text her that I wanted to see her as soon as possible.

LAUREN

Dylan was on his way, texting me that he had some news and needed to see me right away. I had no idea what that could be about, but I was delighted that I was going to be able to see him again. Now that the walls had broken down between us, there was no denying exactly what was going to happen. Of course I still wanted to keep up the pretense and have a bit of fun, so I slipped on the red Ensign t-shirt that I met him in, and the pants he enjoyed staring at when we were together during our first session. This time he’d be able to take them off me himself.

The doorbell rang and there was a loud knock and I jumped up eagerly, wanting to know what he was going to tell me. After he tore my clothes off, of course. Swinging the door open with a wide smile, it was quickly erased. It wasn’t Dylan.

Instead, my ex-husband John stood there with a scowl on his face. “Lauren. Finally. You’ve been avoiding me, and I need to see you.”

A chill came over my body. Just seeing him flooded back an entire marriage worth of memories, and confrontations just like the one we were about to have. Usually while he was drunk and telling me how stupid I was. It was enough to take my speech away, but finally I managed to stammer out. “John, what the hell are you doing here? You know we aren’t supposed to see each other.”

Last time I saw him he had been so bad with yelling at me I threatened a restraining order. I just didn’t have the guts to follow through. Stupid in hindsight. Without asking he pushed past me and walked in. “Nice place. Perfect and cheap looking.” Always managed to charm the ladies, that was my former man. “I came here because this whole divorce thing is stupid. You know we’re meant to be together. I can’t live without you.”

“You mean you can’t live without my paycheck. I heard you got fired from another job.” He had spent years not working and expecting me to shoulder the load. Like a freeloader who took up his spare time pretending to do house projects and drinking.

Instead of having the effect of making him mad, a stupid grin broke over his face. “You’ve been checking up on me. I knew it. You still want me.”

Revulsion threatened to bring up my lunch. “Oh, Jesus. Can you hear yourself, you fucking idiot? Nobody wants you. Certainly not me.”

And suddenly there it was. The dark expression I was used to. The difference was now I wasn’t afraid of him anymore. He stepped forward menacingly and I knew I was in for something bad. My hand tightened into a fist. I was prepared to use it if I had to. There had been too many nights feeling horrible. Too many times he would abuse me. That was all over.

A knock came suddenly at the door again and my eyes darted to it, betraying what was about to happen. An even darker expression filled with rage came over John's face and I was worried about what he might be about to do. It had to be Dylan. “Who the fuck is that!?” he said in a stern voice, “Tell whoever it is to get the fuck out of here. We have a lot to talk about.”

When I didn't move he strode to the door quickly, pulling it open and as I looked past him I saw Dylan standing on the front door step with a confused expression on his face. John immediately barked, “Who the fuck are you? We don't want any.” He moved to slam the door but immediately Dylan’s arm shot out and easily blocked it.

Dylan's expression got hard and I could tell he might have realized what was going on. “I'm here to see Lauren,” he said. “We have an appointment.”

“Yeah? What the fuck are you doing here, you little pissant?” John says, even though Dylan was probably four inches taller and outweighed him by a good 50 pounds. John had always been all bark and no bite. The amount of times he’d lost his temper in public and caused me a huge amount of embarrassment I couldn't even count on all my fingers and toes, especially since it usually resulted in a very humiliating encounter.

“I'm her trainer. Here for a session.” Dylan said and I could see that his jaw was set. He looked around John towards me and I started to walk towards the door but John held up his hand as if to try to prevent me from seeing him.

“Yeah, well, sorry buddy, your session is cancelled for today.” He put his arm out to block me and almost shoved me back.

That was when Dylan's gaze went cold. “I don't think so. You must be the ex-husband.”

“That's husband, we're not divorced yet.” John said with a snarl, “And that's why I'm here. So I think you need to take yourself back down that front walk and get the hell out of here.”

He tried to shut the door, but Dylan’s muscular arm shot out and slammed it back open. With a powerful voice he said, “Actually, I think that's what you need to do. Lauren’s told me all about you and how much of a loser you are. I think you need to get the hell out of here before I grab you by your skinny little neck and throw you down the front steps.”

I couldn't say anything because my heart was in my throat. Without waiting for a response Dylan stepped inside and shoved his way past John, pushing him against the wall with a hard thud. John raised his arms as if to take a swing at Dylan and he grabbed him by the wrist, spinning and propelling John out the door.

Now their roles were reversed, and Dylan was standing in front of me protectively while John looked like a petulant child standing on the front doorstep. His face was so red it looked like one of the tomatoes I grew in my garden. “Lauren, what the fuck! Tell this asshole to get the hell out of here!”

All it did was remind me of how much of a whiny little child he was during the last couple of years of our relationship, and how much relief I felt from seeing him get almost literally tossed out my front door by a real man.

I stepped around Dylan and looked at him, trying to make my gaze is powerful as possible, “John, if you ever come back here you're going to be slapped with a restraining order so fast it's going to make your head spin. And any other correspondence you and I need to have together is going to be through our lawyers. Don't ever come near me again!”

His face fell and now almost as if it was a regular part of his routine the whining voice came out. “Lauren, baby don't be like that. Everything is going to be okay. I didn't mean anything by it, I just still love you so much.”

I couldn't help it. I barked out a laugh and watched as his face suddenly went from supposedly remorseful to angry once again. “John, you're nothing but a pathetic little child and I can't wait until the day when I can say that I'm not married to you anymore. Now get the fuck out of here and don't come back, like I said.” It felt very satisfying to grab the door and slam it in his face.


CHAPTER SIX

DYLAN

When I walked up to Lauren’s front doorstep, the last thing I ever expected was for the door to open and see another guy. Especially one running his mouth who was so much smaller than me, and I knew immediately that it was her asshole ex-husband. Like most bullies, as soon as you stood up to them, they turned tail and ran, and the funny part was the guy actually tried to take a swing at me. He didn't know I had a couple of years of jujitsu experience under my belt, so it was an easy task to literally throw him out the front door.

But now that we were alone, I needed to know that she was okay. As soon as the door was shut, Lauren wrapped her arms around me and I felt as if I was transported into the best place in the world, where all I wanted to do was protect her and make sure that she was mine. And that’s what she was going to be forever. All mine, the two of us taking care of whatever obstacles would get in our way.

We were both breathing hard after what happened and without any distractions from the idiot outside, I saw that she was wearing the t-shirt that I met her in. Instantly my cock sprang to hardness, knowing exactly what it meant. Just like she had been, I’d been fantasizing about revisiting our first meeting and taking it to the level we had both craved within minutes. She leaned into me and looked into my eyes with a gaze that told me she felt safe.

When our eyes met it felt completely natural to lean down and let our lips join together. Her smell hit my nose right away, and a thrill passed through my body. A light kiss turned into a harder one with our chests pounding together, and suddenly I craved her. I needed her. I had to feel her skin against mine, to feel as close as possible to her. That only meant one thing. She needed to be naked. Right. Now.

As I wrapped my hands into her hair and pushed her backwards towards the stairs, she started to peel off her sexy red shirt and with one quick move the shirt and bra were off and her deliciously sexy breasts popped out, nipples pebbled and craving my tongue. They were just as spectacular as before, lovely mounds of sexy flesh that I wanted to slide my cock between and coat with my cum as soon as possible.

Her hands were scrambling at my shirt and in a moment it was over my head as I pushed her down onto the stairs close behind her. Her naked chest slid against mine, hard little tips rubbing against my chest hair, and she arched her back into me to feel even more stimulation. Before she kissed me, she moaned into my mouth. “Dylan…I want you inside me. I need you.”

Our tongues felt like they were welded together, licking and sucking and gently nibbling each other’s lips and there was no control whatsoever. Her hips were pushing up into mine and I felt that she was still wearing her workout shorts while my rock hard erection was rubbing directly against her delicious mound, but I didn't want any clothing in between them. Not ever again. I needed to be as close to her skin as I could possibly be.

I didn't want to break the kiss at all, but I craved her naked. Finally breaking our mouths away, both of us breathing hard, I grabbed the sides of her shorts and she instinctively lifted her hips and let me peel them down her sexy ass. I noticed that there were no panties underneath and it made my cock twitch hard. Did she really want this as much as I did? That thought flew out of my head as soon as I saw her naked lying there on the stairs and her delicious pussy was exposed to me. There was nothing I craved more than her dripping wet slit.

“God…you’re so fucking gorgeous.” I growled as I leaned down to kiss her stomach and she gasped in that wonderful sexy way. My mouth started to trail down and I let my tongue dart out and lick the very front of her full hips. I could smell her how turned on she was, and I couldn't wait to make her cum all over my face.

Eagerly my tongue fell onto her bare pussy lips and the taste was like the sweetest nectar I'd ever had. Her hips arched up again and her slit pushed into my mouth as my tongue slid between her delicate lips, and she gasped my name out loud. Just hearing the tone of her voice as she moaned my name made my cock throb.

All the thoughts of anything else fled my mind. Losing my job, her stupid ex husband, even the fact I was going down on her on a staircase. I wanted to consume her and make her feel like no man ever had before me. She was mine forever, and with every stroke of my lips and cock I was going to show her she’d never get rid of me. As soon as I penetrated her with my mouth she moaned loudly, and her thick legs gripped my head.

It was like the most delicious feast I'd ever had as I probed her sexy slit with my tongue, spreading her lips with my fingers and letting it dart deeper, plunging a finger and then two inside her wetness. She was so slick and hot, and I could feel her muscles clenching onto me as her hips continued to push up into my face. Like she was riding my tongue from below.

Her tiny little rosebud was swollen and ready for me to enjoy, so I let myself wrap my lips around it to suck on it gently. As soon as I did, she cried out my name again, bucking her hips up into my chest while I could feel a flood of wetness around my fingers and her muscles pulsing. Lauren let a low scream erupt from her throat, letting me know that she just attained her peak.

“DYLAN!”

Lifting my head, I looked up at her and her eyes were dreamy as she looked down. But she quickly bit her lip in that sexy way that I'd come to know so well. “Upstairs. Now.” she purred. I grabbed her hand to stand up, but instead of leading me up the stairs she sat just in front of me to grab my shorts. “I can't fucking wait. I need you in my mouth.”

As soon as my shorts were down, my throbbing erection sprang into the air and her hot mouth engulfed it in an instant. Her slick tongue swirled around my turgid head, making my legs tremble, and I almost collapsed from the sensation of weakness she was shooting through my body.

“Oh fuck, Lauren,” I looked down and she looked up at me with my cock between her lips. When our eyes met it was one of the sexiest things I'd ever seen in my life. Seeing this gorgeous woman taking my erection as far as she could into her mouth with a smile on her face. She closed her eyes and moaned, making my dick vibrate with her mouth.

Small noises came from her throat, a combination of gurgles and sexy little sucking sounds while she devoured me. Somehow her tongue was sliding along the underside of my dick and stimulating me from the tip right down to the base. Like the most wonderful warm glove gently rubbing me up and down and making me crazy. I stroked her hair, feeling her moan again and the vibrations had the same effect. There was no way I was going to last and finally had to pull her off me before I came hard in her delicious mouth.

Yanking her off me I lifted her to her feet and pushed her towards the stairs with a growl. “Bedroom. Now.” Giggling, I watched her sexy round ass run up the stairs in front of me. It made me want to tackle her at the top and fuck her right there on the landing but somehow, we managed to make it into the bedroom. Climbing onto the bed, my clothes were gone and she turned towards me. I grabbed her hip and threw her onto her stomach quickly, knowing exactly what I wanted. Her sexy ass sticking up in the air.

“No, just stay right there,” I told her as she tried to turn over, “I want to take in the sight of the most gorgeous ass I've ever seen in my life.” I grabbed a cheek with each hand and massaged them gently, marveling at the way her slick pussy opened and closed. I could see the wetness between her lips in a delicious trail that I just wanted to soak up with my mouth again.

“Oh, please Dylan, I can't wait. Please, I need you inside me. All the way inside me.” she gasped. I watched as she reached a hand between her legs and grabbed my rigid cock, then positioned it perfectly right against her swollen pussy.

LAUREN

It was like he was worshipping my naked body, looking down at my bare ass even though I was just craving for his skin to be against mine. To hear our hips slapping together and I wanted feel his fullness as deep as I could inside me. Thankfully when I grabbed his hardness and moved it into position he didn't hesitate, and I felt his hands grip my hips as he buried himself inside me with one hard thrust to the hilt. I heard myself let out a primal cry, but it was like I detached from my body because the shockwave of pleasure that went through me made me cum instantly all over him, clenching at his member that had entered me so deep and so easily.

I could hear his growl low and deep in his throat, feeling him thrust against me with his balls slapping against my body. His hand slid up my bare back that was starting to break out in a light sheen of sweat and he grabbed my ponytail, pulling on it just enough to make me jerk my head back and arch up against him. With a gentle squeeze I felt his delicious dick flex inside me. “I've fucking wanted you since the moment I saw you, just like this,” he said. His hand slapped my ass hard, making me squeal and again my pussy contracted violently as soon as he did, making me gush all over him in another rush of pleasure.

My breath was coming in slow pants, mingling with wonderful cries that were pulsing with the rhythm of our moving bodies. “Forever.” he said while burying himself inside me to the hilt and leaning down. I felt his lips kiss my upper back and then he finally withdrew out of me, grabbing my hip to throw me down onto my back.

There was nothing I wanted more than to watch him inside me, watch his body on top of mine, see his rippling muscles flexing while he claimed me because I knew I was his forever.

Spreading my legs, I opened my self up to him with my hands and begged him to get back inside me. Again, deliberately placing his cock at the head of my dripping wet hole he pushed himself inside me with one hard thrust, both of us crying out at the sensation of him filling me completely.

Just like when he was behind me, his thrusts were hard, urgent, and deep except now his sexy hips rubbed up against my clit. I felt like I was having one continuous orgasm, explosion after explosion. His eyes met mine and then he looked down as his shoulders rippled above me. “I can't hold on,” he moaned, “Where do you want me to cum?”

“I want to feel you cum inside me, hard and deep. My pussy is all yours.” I replied. A smile flitted across his face as his entire body tensed, and to give him even more inspiration that I wanted him to fill me completely, I lifted my legs up and wrapped my thighs around his hips. “Dylan I'm all yours. Forever.”

His cries had been primal so far, but his final bellow resonated through the entire room and he pushed himself up on his arms and thrust deep into me. I could feel his warm seed spilling inside, heat and lust and wonderful juices all mingling together as spurt after spurt of him filled my core until it began to drip out of me onto the comforter below.

He collapsed on top of me, his lips finding my neck and kissing and licking at it while his body continued to grind on top of me. Finally, he slowed down and his lips found mine with his hands plunging into my hair. I could still feel him long and hard inside me and I hoped that even though it felt like he just released his entire being into me it wouldn't be long before he could take me again. And again.

Finally we disengaged, and I lay there panting, still marveling at the intense connection we had. Like nothing I’d ever felt before. He propped himself up on an elbow and I couldn't help it, tracing my fingers down his abs. He leaned forward and tenderly kissed one of my breasts, teasing my nipple with his tongue and making me giggle.

“So I have some news of my own,” he began, “I got fired today.”

“Oh my God, Dylan!” I exclaimed. Immediately I knew it might be because of me. A sense of guilt washed over my body, even though all I should have been feeling was complete exhilaration. He chuckled and leaned forward to kiss me softly on the lips again.

“It's okay. Don't worry, you are a hundred percent worth it.”

I couldn't help it, rolling over and now it was me kissing his lips and sliding my hand down, looking deep into his eyes. “I can't get enough of you, I admit.” Giving his cock a squeeze, I heard him sigh. “And this. We are going to have a lot more of this.”

“I hope so,” he said, “Because you're not going to be able to get rid of me.”

Like before, it seemed like his hands and lips were everywhere on my body, and I reached down to feel that even though it had only been a couple of minutes he was hard and ready for me again. I couldn’t stop myself from rolling on top of him and taking him inside me. It was so easy and natural, and the way we joined together felt so perfect.

Before I began rocking, he reached up and cupped my chin, looking deep in my eyes. “I love you, Lauren.”

The words coming from him shocked me, but the ones that came out of my mouth shocked me even more. “I love you too, Dylan.” As we began to move together, I knew that no matter what the future might bring, the two of us would meet it as one.


EPILOGUE

LAUREN

God, I thought that meeting would never end, I thought to myself. Really, it just felt like it took forever because of what I was looking forward to during my lunch break. Walking through the halls of my office surrounded by cubicles, I came around the corner and pushed through the doorway to the corporate fitness centre. I knew exactly what I was going to hear. Dylan's voice encouraging the people in the class that was currently running to work harder, faster and sweat more.

When our corporate gym decided to expand and they needed a manager, since I was on the health and fitness committee anyway it was a pretty easy suggestion to get my new boyfriend the job. Nobody knew of the nepotism that I was part of, although in my company nepotism was a daily part of the job. And after his interview, I managed to get Dylan back to my office for some fun. Our appetite for each other was proving to be insatiable.

I poked my head around the corner to the group studio and saw Dylan’s usual group of ladies running back and forth. Sweating, picking up kettle bells and swinging them around, all of them with huge smiles on their faces. What was most important to me was that Dylan had a huge smile on his face as well. I knew it had always been his dream to run his own fitness centre, and I was happy that I could be the one that provided him with that opportunity.

We definitely had something to celebrate. I'd heard from my lawyer that my divorce was final earlier that morning, and so things between John and I were completely done, and I could move on with my life. Not that I hadn't already. Even though Dylan and I showed up to the same place for work everyday, we were pretty much inseparable most of the time whether we were naked or not, and as much as I enjoyed our naked time, I also enjoyed the time we had being active outside. After all, I never had sex in the woods before, but he introduced me to that pretty damned quickly.

I timed it perfectly, knowing that his class was going to end in about five minutes and so I slipped into his office as soon as I heard the music turn off. He walked in with a light sheen of sweat on his body and a big smile broke out on his face. When he shut the door and locked it behind him, I knew he had in mind exactly what I hoped he did.

“Well look, if it isn’t my favorite client.”

“Yeah, mister trainer. Are you going to take my measurements today?” It had become a running joke for us as a very clear signal he needed to rip my clothes off. And it always took me back to that very first time I knew how badly I wanted him.

Dylan walked over to be close to me, and I could smell his sweaty body. It instantly made my nipples hard. My pussy was already damp from anticipation, and I made sure to remove my panties about half an hour ago because there was no way we weren't about to celebrate what I found out earlier. His lips on mine never failed to make my knees weak. When he finally broke the kiss and I felt his hands sliding down my body under my blouse to touch my bare skin, I tilted his chin up to look at me. “My lawyer called. It's finally over.”

“You mean you're officially divorced?” he murmured, his hand sliding lower underneath my skirt. As they moved up between my legs, they brushed across my damp swollen lips and I bit my lip in the usual way, knowing that it drove him crazy.

“So…my favorite client is officially single. How should we celebrate?” he asked with his hand still playing lightly with my lips. Just the tip of his finger slid inside me, and I spread my legs.

Leaning in, I let my hot breath graze across his ear. “I think you need to fuck me. Right here. Right now.” without a word, his shorts were down and in less than three seconds he had his cock buried inside me to the hilt, both of us kissing each other hard in order to stifle the gasps that needed to escape from us. He was so perfect, and he was all mine.

THE END
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