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		Chapter One

		 

		I love my job, Trent Carter thought.

		It was a gorgeous day in early October. The sun was shining brightly, and along the streets of suburban Chicago, thin, fragile locust leaves were fluttering down by the hundreds, while maple leaves were turning every hue of red and gold and bronze. The sky was a clear, high blue, and the autumn air held a crisp bite that made you think of college football and apple cider.

		Trent pulled his Tesla into a suburban strip mall. It wasn’t a prepossessing place – a Home Depot anchored one corner of the mall, and a discount furniture store the other end. An office-supply center was in the process of going through a going-out-of-business sale, and Trent grimaced, hoping the store wouldn’t stay empty for long. Empty parking lots were magnets for all sorts of troublemakers, and closed businesses made potential customers leery of stopping by.

		Perfect Ten Health and Fitness wasn’t a huge gym. It nestled cozily into a space between an arts and crafts store and a huge used-book emporium, run by a crotchety old man who, Trent thought with a grin as he waved at the gray-haired grump through the window, seemingly lived there. But it was as thoroughly modern as he could make it, with all the bells and whistles his clientele expected – satellite television on displays on the exercise bikes, so no one would have to miss their favorite shows, a high-bandwidth internet connection, and a standing order to the staff that they never run out of good, clean towels, and to hell with how big the laundry bill got.

		“Hi, Bonnie,” he said, as he pushed open the front door and nodded to the woman standing behind the arc-shaped front desk.

		“Hi, Mr. Carter!” Bonnie chirped. She was a blond girl, just out of college, with a personality that seesawed between “aggressively perky” and “severely overcaffeinated.” Her name and the gym’s logo were stenciled over her right breast, which stretched the white fabric of her t-shirt quit tight across what was a very impressive chest. “How was your weekend?”

		Trent grinned smugly, his right eye flickering in a wink. “Celeste Kim asked for some…personal training time. And I obliged her. We spent all weekend working on her flexibility.”

		“You dog!” Bonnie grinned. “How was she?”

		He mimed a collapse across the desk. “Insatiable. You know how these PTA moms are, Bonnie. Once you manage to get them out of their pants, they just go completely out of control. I was afraid she was going to wear my pecker out.”

		“Oh no,” Bonnie said, deadpan. “That sounds awful, Trent. Just absolutely awful.” She grinned. “But I prefer all the DILFy daddies. They’re polite, and generous, and after we screw they can take a hint when it’s time for them to go home.”

		She and Trent shared a grin across the desk. But, honestly, Perfect Ten was a goldmine, and Trent was planning on expanding soon. Especially if he could find the right person to run a second branch. Maybe Bonnie, if she was interested.

		He had opened the gym a couple of years ago. He was fresh out of college, another ex-jock with no professional future and a degree in sports medicine. He couldn’t bear the thought of signing on as a strength coach at a football program, trying to do for others what he hadn’t been able to do for himself. So he had taken out a loan and opened Perfect Ten, a gym designed for a specific clientele. Any meathead or would-be bodybuilder who came in expecting to see a pile of free weights he could use to bulk up would be sadly disappointed. Perfect Ten didn’t have that sort of equipment. Trent wasn’t interested in the constant clank-clank-thud-roar of men dropping barbells to the floor and then shouting triumph at their latest conquest, like hairy Neanderthals who had just succeeded in spearing a cave-bear.

		What Perfect Ten did have was equipment designed to get you in shape. And Trent catered to a customer base that cared more about how they looked and felt than about how much they could bench-press. And in a well-heeled suburb like Western Springs, that meant a lot of men and women between the ages of thirty and fifty who had discovered that a sedentary suburban lifestyle wasn’t doing their bodies any good at all.

		And who also noticed that Perfect Ten was staffed by a selection of quite good-looking young men and women who were as equally skilled in the bedroom as they were in putting together a workout program that would help you shed the pounds and rediscover your abs and pecs. Trent screened his employees carefully. He wanted women (and men) who were attractive, motivated, friendly, personable, and who would not mind spending private time with their clients if the opportunity presented itself. And also who had the ability to turn down a pass gracefully if the person was not to their taste.

		So far, Perfect Ten had succeeded beyond his wildest imaginings. In the way such things did, word had gotten around in a discreet fashion, and memberships had doubled, then doubled again. The monthly fees meant he was making money hand over fist, and he always had his pick of sexy, horny, older women who were eager to give their new bodies a test drive. And while that was more of a happy coincidence than anything Trent had actually counted on when he was putting together his business plan, he wasn’t going to turn down the opportunity for as much guilt-free sex as his body could handle.

		“So.” He slid around the desk and helped himself to a diet soda from the cooler. He popped the cap and took a long swig, while Bonnie looked on, shaking her head in exasperation. “I didn’t get any calls over the weekend. And the building is still standing. So I guess we didn’t have any emergencies that I need to worry about?”

		“I don’t know how you can drink that disgusting stuff,” Bonnie replied. “But no. I didn’t hear anything from Carla or Fred. And there’s nothing interesting in the daily notes on the computer.” She ticked a flat-screen monitor with one pink-painted nail. “So I think we survived another week.”

		“Good.” He looked around the space. Exercise equipment was arrayed in rows. Stair machines, rowing machines, nautilus, and the exercise bikes in the last row, where the users could look over everyone’s heads and out the front windows. This early on a Monday, the gym was sparsely occupied, with only a few women in their thirties, probably with kids still in school, availing themselves of the equipment. But in the two rooms off to the left, set aside for group sessions, Trent could hear the metronomic thud of a bass, and the enthusiastic exhortations of Millie and Brad as they taught their morning exercise classes. Millie was doing a step class right now, Trent recalled. While Brad did a bosu-ball class with hand weights. Both were very popular with the members, especially Brad. Millie was a little more picky about who she allowed into her inner circle, but since she was cheerfully bisexual and didn’t hesitate to let anyone know it, there was always a hopeful group of attendees at her classes, trying to catch her eye. In fact, she had let him know a couple of times she wouldn’t mind making their own relationship more personal and less professional. But Trent had one ironclad rule. His employees were more than free to screw each other blind, or to indulge in whatever shenanigans they could with the members, though anyone who made unwanted advances on one of his customers would soon find themselves out of a job. But Trent himself didn’t go to bed with his employees. No matter how tempting the scenery.

		Trent was musing on the charms of the perky-bottomed Millie, wondering if her ass could possibly look as good naked as it did in spandex, when he was interrupted by a low, feminine voice. “Hello?”

		He turned, putting a professional smile on his face. In short order it became genuine. Hello. You look like my next mistake. “Hi,” he replied. “Can I help you?”

		The woman smiled uncertainly. She was dressed in typical Mom-gear – a sweatshirt bearing the name of a local middle school and casual jeans. “I hope so. I’m interested in a membership, maybe?”

		Bonnie moved beside Trent, flashing a megawatt smile. “That’s great! I’m Bonnie, and this is Trent. He owns the place, but he’s still kind of cool. For an older guy, at least.”

		I’m twenty-seven, Bonnie. Not dead. But he supposed to Bonnie, only a few months out of college herself, anyone older than twenty-five might as well be on social security.

		“What sort of program are you looking for?” Bonnie burbled on.

		“Um…I don’t know, really.” At Bonnie’s inquiring glance, she went on. “I want…I need to lose some weight. And I thought, you know, going to a gym might help.” She made a small gesture with her hands. “Structure. And having to pay for it would be motivation.”

		“So are you looking to tone up your body? Or just lose weight?”

		“Weight loss, definitely. Anything else would be kind of a side benefit, I guess.”

		Trent looked at the woman. Yes, the signs were all there. The sweatshirt, used to disguise a thickening middle. And those jeans weren’t so tight around the hips and rear because she was trying to show them off. More likely it was because they didn’t quite fit anymore.

		But the structure underneath was sound enough. Like a house that had been allowed to get a little shabby over the years, all that was needed was a little touchup. Some work with a power-washer and a new coat of paint would do the job. Or, in this case, an exercise regimen to tone up flabby muscles and get rid of ten or fifteen pounds. Dark hair, dark eyes, a mouth that was pleasingly sensual, and a tall frame that promised to be quite attractively svelte if the unnecessary weight was taken off. Trent gave her a friendly smile. Wedding ring, yes. But that hadn’t stopped him before. It would just force him to be a little more…circumspect.

		“Well, let’s give you a tour,” Bonnie said, bouncing out from behind the desk and taking the woman’s arm. “And your name?”

		“Oh.” A hint of color touched her cheeks. “I’m Sylvia. Sylvia Jennings.”

		“Nice to meet you, Sylvia.” Bonnie threaded her arm through Sylvia’s in the sort of casual friendship some girls seemed to possess from birth, and led her away. “The changing rooms are over here,” her voice floated back. “We have showers on-premise, so you won’t have to go back to your car all sweaty and nasty after a workout. The lockers are free, though we do ask you to only use them while you’re here for a workout. Or you can rent one by the month, if you like…”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		 

		Sylvia got into her car and sat down with a grunt, wincing as the too-tight waistband of her jeans cut into the flesh of her belly. One more unwanted reminder of how she had let her body go after Dustin had started school.

		I’m not fat. I’m not. And she wasn’t. The adorably perky girl, Bonnie, had assured her of it as well. In the locker room, she had insisted Sylvia get on a scale. But Sylvia’s own disgust at the results hadn’t been reflected on the younger woman’s face. She had merely nodded and made a note on her pad. When Sylvia had made a self-deprecating remark, she had waved it away as being unimportant.

		“Trust me, Sylvia. We have people coming in here who look a lot worse than you do,” she had remarked with a sunny cheer that helped put her at ease. And after the weigh-in, Bonnie had shown her around the gym. Her conversation never seemed to pry into her personal life, but by the time the tour had ended, the woman had somehow, with her penetrating questions, put together a plan that she assured her would have her back to her ideal weight soon.

		“But not instantly.” Bonnie had fixed her with a firm gaze. “We don’t do miracles here. Or crash diets. Or anything that will do your body more harm then good. Trent and the rest of us aim for sensible weight loss. So I don’t want to see you in here seven days a week and working like a Missouri mule. All that’ll happen is that you’ll get burnt out and quit. And then you’ll be right back where you started.”

		“Okay,” she had agreed meekly. From anyone else, it would have seemed like the younger woman was bullying her. But Bonnie was so refreshingly, openly cheerful it was impossible to be offended.

		And the gym itself was actually quite nice. Sylvia had balked at the idea for months, even as she grew less and less happy with both her appearance and Martin’s lack of attention to her in the bedroom. It was clean, for one thing, airy with plenty of light. And it wasn’t filled with big, sweaty, smelly men. It wasn’t a place you went to punish yourself for being bad, Bonnie had explained, but someplace you went to make yourself look good, and feel good about the way you looked. They weren’t training body-builders or weightlifting champions. They just wanted to help people be their best selves.

		And, Bonnie had added, with a glance at Sylvia, Perfect Ten was a safe space for women, with a zero-tolerance policy for men who thought a gym was a place they could indulge their cruder sides. Anything that crossed the line from casual flirting to harassment would get the offender bounced. No second chance, no appeal. You were gone.

		Personally, Sylvia thought it wasn’t the members who had to worry about getting hit on, but the employees. Sure, everyone working in the place was ten years younger than her at least, but she didn’t think she had ever seen a bigger collection of attractive bodies in one place. Bonnie was almost a caricature of a high-school cheerleader, only with five years and a set of brains added in. And the other personal trainers were just as hot. She had almost melted on the spot when Bonnie had introduced her to Fred, who had the deepest, sexiest voice she had ever heard, and a physique like an Adonis in spandex. And Trent, the owner-slash-manager, had a way of looking at a woman as if she were the only thing in the world that mattered. It was quite flattering, really. Especially considering the way Martin had been treating her lately.

		Fifteen pounds, she nodded as she drove home. And then you keep them off. No more yo-yo diets, where you get to your goal weight and then put it all back on in six months. It would be funny if it hadn’t been so infuriating. She had sailed through two pregnancies and gotten back to her college weight with no problems at all. But once both of her children were in school and out of the house, her weight had slowly creeped up on her while she wasn’t looking. Three years ago, at Christmas, she had been flatly incredulous when she saw she was tipping the scales at one-forty.

		A series of diets had followed, and while it wasn’t hard for her to take the pounds off, it was much harder to keep them off. Years as a stay-at-home mom had created their own set of benefits. A mom was always picking something up, whether it be discarded toys, dirty clothes, or a baby who needed a diaper changed. The constant activity was, Bonnie had told her with a smile, the equivalent of a constant low-stress workout.

		But now I’m alone most of the day. And Dustin and Liv were now old enough that they picked up after themselves, mostly. Less exercise, more time to herself where the siren song of cheap, fatty snacks could drive away the boredom for a few minutes, and the simple changes to her metabolism as the end of her thirties approached, and it was no wonder her jeans felt snug around her waist. What she needed wasn’t a diet, but a change to her lifestyle. One that included more exercise.

		She blinked, and found that she had arrived home, driving on autopilot. Grimacing, she keyed the control that opened the garage door and pulled her car in.

		It was a nice house, she couldn’t deny that. But sometimes it seemed to be bigger than what she and Martin and two children really needed. Ten years ago, before Dustin had been born, she and Martin and little Olivia had lived in a small apartment in Westmont, and even though Martin had been working fifty and sixty-hour weeks as a low-level lawyer at a big corporate firm, they still had plenty of time for each other. But now Martin had made partner. And though the money was much better, she was far less happy than when they had been living in that cramped little two-bedroom room place off of Cass.

		Sylvia snorted at her self-pity. There’s women all over Chicago who would trade places with you in a hot second. You want Martin to start paying attention to you again? Then get that pasty white butt of yours in shape.

		First, the kitchen. Unfortunately, the kids would scream bloody murder if they came home and found out she had tossed all the snacks in the garbage. But she could get rid of the ones she bought for herself, rationalized in her mind as ‘special treats’ she ‘deserved,’ but which somehow never seemed to last more than a few days.

		Sylvia was on the verge of throwing the entire mess into the trash when Bonnie’s voice seemed to whisper in her ear. Sensible weight loss.

		So instead she put them on the highest shelf, where the kids couldn’t see them, but she and Martin could. A little bit of temptation won’t kill me. Hell. Maybe it’ll improve my willpower, or something.

		After a light lunch of canned pineapple, carrots, and celery, she went back out to the garage. Her ten-speed was leaning against a wall, gathering dust.

		Sylvia’s lips tightened. She hadn’t touched the bike since May. And now it was five months later. And in a few weeks, a month at most, and it would be too cold and nasty to get any use out of it at all.

		But there’s nothing that says you can’t get any use of it now, she thought. Why not? It’s a beautiful day. What else do you have to do?

		So fifteen minutes later, having changed into an old pair of sweats and tennis shoes, she was biking towards Bemis Woods, one of the many forest preserve districts in this part of Cook County. One wouldn’t have thought it, but the Chicago area actually did a half-decent job of providing outdoor activity for the millions of people living in the metro area. Bemis Woods was part of a group of loosely-linked parks and forest preserves, all with biking and hiking trails.

		Sylvia turned onto a blacktopped biking trail and gathered speed. The air was cool, but not chilly, and the trees, changing color in obedience to the commands of the season, were a balm for her eyes. Away from the noise and traffic, the beauty was so incredible it almost made her eyes water, and she made plans to take the kids on a ride here over the weekend, if she could pry them away from their screens. Squirrels darted across the path, busy gathering food for the colder months to come, and though winter was approaching, there were enough birds chirping in the trees and bushes to make her feel she was actually taking a bike ride in the country.

		She got home not too long before school let out, and after a quick shower, put herself on the scale.

		137.6

		She took a deep breath. Twelve point six pounds to go. I want to be at 125. Well, Rome wasn’t built in a day.

		She scrawled the number on a sticky-note and slapped it onto the front of the fridge, where she would be sure to see it. Just as she did, the front door opened. “I’m home!” a young male voice bellowed.

		“Hi, honey.” She stooped and gave her son a hug. “How was school?”

		A shrug. “Alright, I guess.”

		“Shoes off and hang up your jacket,” she instructed. “And I’m doing laundry tonight, so bring down your hamper.”

		“Can I have a snack first?”

		She opened the fridge and dug in the crisper. “Here.” She tossed him an apple. “Chow down.”

		Dustin wrinkled his nose, and Sylvia could see him making a mental note. “I meant a good snack.”

		“You don’t need junk food spoiling your supper.” She jerked her head towards the stairs. “Dirty clothes. Now.”

		Dustin stuffed the apple in the pocket of his jacket and pelted off, not bothering to take off his shoes. Sylvia sighed as bits of dried mud, shaken loose from his treads, scattered across the kitchen tile.

		Ah, hell. One out of three ain’t bad.

		She was sorting clothes in the laundry room when her daughter poked her head in. “Here you are.”

		“Here I am,” she agreed. “How was school?”

		Liv rolled her eyes. “Boring.”

		“Yeah?”

		“Yeah.” She watched as Sylvia loaded the washer with whites, wrinkling her nose as her mother tossed in her younger brother’s dirty underwear. “We never learn anything interesting. It’s all grammar and boring old dead people.”

		Sylvia nodded as she measured out detergent. “What would you like to learn about?”

		“I don’t know. Adventures. Cool stuff.”

		“Hmmm.” She closed the lid and started the cycle, then turned to lean against the machine. “I bet the library has some books you can check out, if you’re interested in that sort of thing. Do you want to go over the weekend? I have some books I want to return.” And if it’s nice out, we can walk and I can get some exercise.

		“I don’t know. Maybe.”

		“I am overwhelmed by your enthusiasm.”

		“Uh-huh.” Liv held out Sylvia’s phone. “This was buzzing when I came in. Dad texted you.”

		“You shouldn’t be reading other people’s texts.”

		“I didn’t.”

		“Uh-huh.” Her lips tightened as she read the message, and she shoved the phone into her jeans with a little more violence than was really necessary.

		“So what did Dad say?”

		“He’s going to be late coming home.” Somehow she kept her voice from being too sharp. “I guess we’re going to be eating by ourselves. What do you want for supper?”

		“Chicken nuggets!” Dustin exclaimed, magically appearing as always when the subject was food. “And tater tots!”

		Sylvia looked at her daughter, who shrugged. “That’s fine.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		 

		At least he’s not a picky eater, like some of his friends. Sylvia hid a shudder as Dustin dredged a chicken nugget through a puddle of ketchup. But some things are just plain wrong. And ketchup on chicken is one of them.

		“Why aren’t you eating with us, Mom?” Liv asked, munching a tater tot.

		She picked at her salad, garnished with cut-up chunks of radishes and onions. By god, if she was going to eat rabbit food, at least she could give it some taste. “I’m on a diet.”

		“Again?”

		“Yes. Again. And this time I’m going to keep the weight off.”

		Dustin looked up from his plate. “But you’re not fat, Mom. Not like Miss Klondike at school. She’s really fat. But still nice.”

		“I’m glad you believe fat people can be decent, Dustin.”

		The sarcasm bounced right off her son. “If you’re not fat, why are you dieting? That’s weird.”

		“I might not be fat, but I weigh more than I should.” She was tired of talking about the subject. “I want to feel better about how I look. So I’m dieting and joining a gym where I can work out.”

		“Huh.” Dustin munched on his chicken. “Will I have to diet when I’m a grown-up?”

		“Maybe. Maybe not. It depends on how good you are about taking care of yourself.” Sylvia cast her mind back through her own family tree, and Martin’s. “But you’ve got good genes. You probably won’t get fat unless you eat junk food all the time.”

		“Jeans?” Dusti’s brow furrowed. “Clothes don’t make you fat!”

		“Not jeans you wear, dingus,” Liv said with the lofty disdain of a twelve-year-old who had taken a junior-high science class. “Genes. With a G. They’re like…little bits of information in your body that tell it what to do. You get some genes from your mom, and some from your dad. That’s why your eyes are brown, becauseMom and Dad both have brown eyes. So if both your parents are fat, you might be fat, too.”

		Dustin looked at her, as if for confirmation that his older sister wasn’t pulling his leg. Sylvia smiled and nodded. “That’s pretty much it, yeah.”

		Liv glowed, and Sylvia smiled. Thankfully, Dustin didn’t ask how two sets of genes got there in the first place, because she didn’t feel up to an impromptu sex-ed lesson at the dinner table. Instead Dustin launched into a joke about a turtle he had heard earlier in the day at school.

		“…And the guy says,” Dustin said, laughing so hard she could barely make out the words. “I don’t want that. Give me one of those crunchy pies you gave me last time!”

		“Gross!” Liv wrinkled her nose. “That’s stupid. No one is dumb enough to eat a turtle! Not even you!”

		Boys. Doesn’t matter what age they are. Their sense of humor is stuck permanently at nine years old. Or eight, in the case of her son.

		She looked down, unsurprised to see an empty salad bowl, scraped clean except for a faint residue of low-cal ranch dressing. “It’s a pretty gross joke, Dustin,” she smiled. “Liv, do you have homework?”

		“Some.”

		“Then it’s best to get it done now.”

		Liv twiddled with her fork. “It’s just English. And a little math. I can get it done in study hall tomorrow.”

		“Or you can get it done now,” Sylvia replied firmly. “Where you have someone to ask if you need help with your math.”

		“Oh, fine.” Her daughter stood up and slouched away from the dinner table.

		“Finish your dinner,” she ordered her son, and began to gather dinner plates.

		“And no more ketchup.”

		 

		The evening passed like a hundred others. Liv came back downstairs after she had finished their schoolwork and bickered amiably with her little brother as they watched television. Sylvia finished two loads of laundry and drafted her children to help her fold the clean clothes. Of course, the way Olivia and Dustin went through outfits, there undoubtedly would be more clothes waiting to be washed tomorrow.

		Eventually the kids went to bed and Sylvia was left alone again. There were no further texts from her husband, and Sylvia found herself glaring at the blameless phone as if it were to blame for Martin’s lack of communication.

		He’s working hard. He’s providing a good home for us, she told herself as she showered, much later, after she had given up on her spouse arriving home at a decent hour. It’s not his fault he wants to give the kids the things he never had when he was their age.

		But they need a father more than anything. Over the last few months Martin had become less and less of a factor in his children’s lives. Dustin was still oblivious. But Liv had remarked on it more than once during the summer, when golf outings with important clients had taken priority over her soccer games, and Saturdays at the office became the norm rather than the exception.

		It was nearly midnight when she finally heard the front door open. By that time she was in bed with the lights off, her entire body tight with repressed anger. It was not the place and time for a fight. But by God, if Martin gave her an excuse…

		He moved around the bedroom quietly, then into their bathroom. An eternity later her emerged, smelling faintly of soap and shampoo, and slipped into bed beside her.

		“Welcome home,” she said, voice flat.

		“Hey honey. Did I wake you up? I’m sorry.” His hand touched her shoulder.

		She shrugged it off. “I’ve been up. Waiting for my husband to get home.”

		“I’m sorry,” he repeated. A long sigh. “Fornelli dragged us through the entire Rosenthal deposition, looking for holes.”

		“I. Don’t. Care.” She had been hoping for sex tonight. But in her mood, she would sooner bite him than kiss him. “You’re a partner now. Doesn’t that count for anything?”

		“Yeah.” His own voice grew a bit sharp. “It means that if a senior partner tells you to do something, you do it. Because you can lose a lot more if they get pissed at you.”

		A stony silence was the only reply she gave him. “Look, babe.” His voice was tired. “I’m sorry. I don’t want a fight. I’ll make it up to you, I promise. And the kids. Once this case is put to bed, I’ll burn some vacation time and we can all have some time together, okay?”

		She rolled over, turning her back to him. “If that’s what you want, fine.” She paused for a long, calculating moment. “I joined a gym today. Maybe if I lose some weight you won’t find excuses to stay away from your wife and children.”

		A grunt. “Whatever makes you happy. God knows I can’t.”

		It was a very, very long time before Sylvia slept that night.

		 

		The next morning both she and Martin pretended that last night’s spat hadn’t occurred. “So you joined a gym?” he asked her at breakfast, his voice politely curious.

		“Mom thinks she’s got genes that make her fat,” Dustin supplied helpfully.

		Sylvia closed her eyes as Liv snickered. And to think I actually wanted children. “What?” Martin asked, brow furrowing

		“I think Dustin is a little confused,” Sylvia explained. “We touched on genetics last night. But, yeah. I joined a gym.” She dug her spoon vengefully into a carton of yogurt. “I don’t like the way I look. The holidays are coming up soon. I want to fit into my good clothes.”

		“Where is it?”

		“Just off of Roosevelt,” she said, pleased by his interest. “Four days a week, if I can manage it. My trainer and I set up a schedule. Two days on an exercise bike and two days of whatever she thinks I should work on. Hand weights, nautilus, that sort of thing.”

		Martin nodded. “Sounds good.” He looked at the Rolex on his wrist, a gift the firm had given him when he made partner. “Crap. I got to run.”

		He stood up, exchanged a fist-bump with Dustin, and leaned down to kiss Liv on the cheek. “See you tonight, Princess,” he said.

		“Will we?” Sylvia murmured as she helped him into his suit-jacket.

		“You will,” he said with a smile. The same one she had fallen in love with when they were in college. He kissed her firmly, his hands doing a little friendly roaming. Her skin heated, and she was glad her body shielded the kids from seeing what was going on. “I promise.” He winked at her. “I’ll be home at six, and I expect dinner to be ready when I get here!”

		It wasn’t precisely an apology, but Sylvia was willing to put her leftover irritation aside. “Be here at six, and your dinner will be here. And maybe a surprise for you, after,” she murmured, too low for the kids to hear.

		Martin winked at her and left, a jaunty whistle filling the air. Minutes later Dustin and Liv had also left, leaving her alone in the house.

		But not for long. Working quickly, she shunted aside the residue of their breakfast. Dirty dishes were stuck in the washer, and cereal boxes were stowed away. A little after nine, she was pulling into the parking lot of Perfect Ten.

		“Sylvia! Good to see you back already,” Bonnie said with a cheerful smile. “Here for your first workout?”

		“I am,” she said, smiling back. “I’m paying the money. Might as well get the benefits.”

		The trainer laughed, displaying white, even teeth. “I just hope you want to come back after your first day,” she said, leading her to the rear of the room, where a row of exercise bikes waited. “You would not believe what this place is like the first few weeks after New Years. Everyone makes resolutions to lose weight, but by the time February rolls around, they disappear.” She made an exploding motion with her hands. “Poof.”

		“Do you mind?” Sylvia asked curiously.

		Bonnie shook her head. “Not really. Most of the people who do that sort of thing are looking for a quick fix. And we don’t sell miracles here. Of course,” she grinned. “We still have the membership fees. And I don’t mind that.”

		Sylvia laughed, and Bonnie demonstrated how to work the controls on the bike and what sort of workouts were available on the machine. It was more complicated than Sylvia would have guessed, with programmable readouts and an even dozen different routines a person could choose from.

		“Don’t overdo it,” Bonnie advised. “Once you know what your body can handle, then you can dial it up a bit. But you need to establish a baseline first.”

		Sylvia nodded agreement, slipping her feet into the straps that covered the pedals, and began to pump. It felt weird to be pedaling without going anywhere, and under Bonnie’s supervision as well. But after a few minutes to make sure she wasn’t going to fall off the bike or do something equally silly, the younger woman wandered off.

		Sylvia fell into an easy rhythm. As she grew accustomed to the bike, she took time to look around the gym. There were enough people around so it didn’t seem deserted, but not enough that it felt crowded. A few other people seemed to be getting specialized workouts, with personal trainers nearby to give them encouragement. To Sylvia’s relief, they weren’t shouting and screaming, but rather giving helpful pointers.

		Two spots away, a woman clambered onto a bike and slotted her water thermos into the handy holder. With the ease of someone who had done it many times, she chose her own workout and began to pedal, her legs bunching with effort. “Hi,” she said, looking at Sylvia in frank curiosity. “Are you new?”

		“First day,” she replied. “I’m Sylvia.”

		“Yasna,” the new woman said with a friendly smile. She had dusky, fine-boned Arabic features, black hair tied in a sensible pony-tail, and a lush, sensual mouth. She could have been anything from a mature thirty to a well-preserved forty-five, but something about her made Sylvia think she was close to her own age.

		“Are you a member?” Sylvia asked, hoping to get the low-down on Perfect Ten from someone who wasn’t one of the staff.

		Yasna nodded. “For a couple of years.” She smiled. “You would think a woman would get all the exercise she needed taking care of her kids and keeping her wife happy in bed. But here I am.”

		Sylvia blinked at Yasna’s words. Her wife? But the rest might as well have been a repeat of her own life. “I know what you mean. Everything was okay until the kids started school. But then…” She trailed off meaningfully.

		“And it doesn’t help when your…sister-in-law…is in culinary school and wants to try out every new recipe on her family,” Yasna agreed. “My wife said she didn’t mind there being a little bit more of me to love, but she grew up in a different culture.” Her lips twisted ironically. “Very different. There wasn’t much in Woodridge,” she said, naming a suburb a few miles to the southwest. “So I got a membership here.

		“Besides,” she went on, with a wicked grin. “The scenery is pretty damn…scenic, wouldn’t you say?” She nodded at Trent, who was running a member through a set of exercises on the Nautilus machine. And then at Bonnie, her profile all shapely curves as she chatted with another of the trainers. “My wife likes it when I come here, even though it means I’m leaving her at home with the kids. By the time I’m done with my workout, I’m so worked up I’m ready to jump her bones and drag her into bed as soon as I walk through the front door.” She winked broadly. “And if you believe what you hear, some of the trainers don’t mind giving you personal workouts, off the clock.”

		“Excuse me?” Sylvia stammered.

		“Like Trent, there. Do you fancy him? I bet he could give you a ride you wouldn’t forget.” She wriggled on the bike seat. “Damn. I wish these things vibrated.”

		Sylvia could barely believe her ears. She had thought Arabic people to be more conservative, though she couldn’t say she had met many. But even her sister Jenny knew better than to start talking about sex to a woman she had just met.

		But she couldn’t pretend she wasn’t getting the hint. “I’m married,” she said firmly, holding up her left hand. Her wedding ring sparkled in the bright light.

		Yasna shrugged fluidly, though her long brown legs didn’t cease moving. “So am I. There’s no harm in looking, though. And it’s good to loosen up, sometimes. A healthy imagination means a healthy sex life. Before I met my wife, I had completely shut down, you know?” Her smile grew a bit wistful. “My first marriage was a failure. So it was nothing but work, work, work.

		“But then I met Althea. And that changed…everything.”

		Sylvia smiled blankly, almost frightened by the openness of this monologue. “You sound happy,” she managed.

		“Oh, believe me. I am.” Her gaze returned to Trent. Not the sort of thing Sylvia would have expected who openly admitted to being in a same-sex marriage. But maybe she liked men, too. Sylvia, for her part, couldn’t imagine going to bed with a woman. Two tits in one bed were enough for her, thank you very much.

		Thankfully for her peace of mind, Yasna’s next words were on a different topic altogether, as if she had belatedly realized how uncomfortable Sylvia was with the conversation. She replied, only half-aware, watching the miles tick by and the clock count down on the bike’s timer, sweat trickling down her back and neck, making her recently-purchased sports bra uncomfortably damp. Her throat grew dry, and she was half-tempted to take a break and buy a bottle of water. But she gripped the handlebars tighter and tried to push through the discomfort, though the muscles in her thighs were burning and her left calf was beginning to feel a bit strange.

		Twenty minutes to go. Yasna had fallen quiet, intent on her own workout. Sylvia fished her earbuds out of her shirt pocket and put on some music. Let her kids laugh. She was an addict to early Motown. Not the Jackson 5 and the rest of those Johnny-come-latelies. But good Motown. The Supremes. Smokey Robinson. Marvin Gaye. The Temptations and the Four Tops. Music that implied, even if it didn’t come right out and say it, that there wasn’t anything in the wide green world that was any more fun than fucking.

		And then, right as The Temps were in the middle of “My Girl,” Sylvia’s left calf seized up in a cramp so sudden and vicious she fell off the exercise bike, hitting the floor with a muffled shriek of pain.

		 

		Oh, yeah, Trent thought. She wants it. The only question is, am I going to be the one who gives it to her?

		To be honest, Shelly LaRussa wasn’t his ideal choice of lovers. Oh, she was attractive, in a sort of fleshy, overripe way. But her interest in him was almost too obvious. He preferred to be the pursuer, not the pursued. And when that was coupled with a commitment to her workout routine which was mediocre, at best, and a cavalier attitude to personal hygiene that had him wrinkling his nose whenever he had to correct her posture on the Nautilus, it made him sit back and reconsider whether getting his dick wet was worth the trouble.

		Of course, sex is like golf. Even when it’s bad, it beats the alternative. Like working. He shuddered as he corrected Shelly’s posture. That would suck. I would have to wear business-casual clothes. Show up for meetings. Have a boss. He fended off a foot which was teasingly reaching for his crotch. “Concentrate, Mrs. LaRussa. You need to work those thighs.”

		The older woman gave him a naughty smile. “I am concentrating, dear boy. And I can think of better ways to work my-”

		Her words were cut off by a thump in the rear of the room and a short, sharp cry of pain. Trent was on his feet in a flash, scanning the gym. A frantic wave from Yasna Marafi-Carpenter brought him at a run, abandoning Shelly with almost indecent haste.

		“What happened?” he demanded, as he fell to his knees. Sylvia Jennings was curled on her side, her face in a rictus. Both hands clutched her left calf.

		“Cramp, I think,” Yasna said, lowering herself to the ground on the other side of the dark-haired woman. “Sylvia, I’m a doctor. I need you to tell me what you feel right now.”

		Sylvia grimaced. “What do I feel? I feel like someone stuck an ice pick in my leg! That’s what I feel!”

		Trent’s hands found Sylvia’s leg. The gastrocnemius was knotted tight. “Yeah, that’s a cramp all right.” He looked up. Bonnie was standing at the end of the aisle, her eyes wide. “A little help?” he asked. “You know what we need.”

		Bonnie nodded and darted off. “All right, Mrs. Jennings,” he said. “You’re not going to like this, but the best way to work out this cramp is to stretch your leg out.” He winked down at her. “I promise, it’s not going to hurt worse than it already does.

		“Or,” he added as a thought struck him. “We could have Dr. Marafi-Carpenter do it. If you would prefer a woman, that is.”

		“Well, I prefer women,” Yasna chuckled. “Mostly. But I’m a surgeon, not a trainer. If you wanted me to dig around in her insides, I could do that. But I’ll let an expert handle this.”

		“No digging, please,” Sylvia said shakily. She rolled onto her back. Bonnie came up with a stack of clean towels and a bottled energy drink. Yasna helped Sylvia rest her head on the towels and uncapped the bottle for her. “Drink up,” she urged, pressing it into her hand. “You need to hydrate.”

		Meanwhile, Trent slowly straightened Sylvia’s leg. Quite a nice leg, he noted, though he was very, very careful to keep his touch professional. If Sylvia thought he was trying to feel her up, any chance of getting her into bed would be over before it started. And though he was pretty sure Yasna knew of some of the fringe benefits that came with a membership at Perfect Ten, the dusky-skinned Arabic beauty had never given off a signal that she was available. She would probably roast him if she thought he was taking advantage of the situation.

		So he dug his fingers into the muscle of Sylvia’s calf. “Point your toes toward me, if you can,” he instructed. “That will help the muscles relax. Does it hurt much?”

		Sylvia bit her lip. The expression was unexpectedly charming. “I’ve had worse. Childbirth, for instance.” She took a deep swallow of the sports drink, her long, swan-like neck working as she swallowed. Obediently, her foot moved,

		Trent tried not to think about what Sylvia would look like if her mouth was full of his cock. Instead, he focused on working out her cramp. Under his fingers, he thought he could sense the muscles relaxing, just a little. “Is that any better?” he asked, after a few minutes.

		“Some,” Sylvia admitted. “Thanks. And I’m sorry to be such a bother.”

		“Comes with the membership,” he grinned. “We can’t have our customers putting bad reviews up on Facebook if we ignore them. But next time, be sure to have a drink handy when you use the exercise bikes. That’s what the holders are for, after all. That’s what cause these sorts of cramps, you know. More work than your body is used to and lack of hydration.”

		“I will,” she promised. She blinked, and Trent could see the sudden easing of her expression as the muscles in her calf gradually relaxed.

		“Better?” he asked.

		She nodded. “Much better.” She flexed her ankle experimentally. “I think it’s over for now.”

		Trent sat back on his heels. “Good. But be sure to finish that drink before you leave. It’s got all sorts of helpful minerals and electrolytes and stuff to help you recover after a workout.” He glanced up at Yasna, who muffled a snort. “Or wasn’t that science-y enough for you, Doctor?”

		“I stand in awe of your medical knowledge, and the way you can explain complex concepts in terms that even I, a lowly woman, can understand,” Yasna giggled.

		“You’re not standing,” Trent noted, and stood up. Across the gym, Shelly was waiting by the nautilus, giving him a look that could scorch steel. “But my skills are needed elsewhere, I fear.”

		Giving the two ladies a mock-salute, he walked back to Shelly. “Sorry about that,” he said, ignoring her glare. “Bit of an emergency over there.”

		He leaned on the machine, invading her personal space, just a little. “Now,” he breathed, his cock beginning to twitch enthusiastically in his spandex shorts. Shelly looked down, then up again, eyes wide.

		“Where were we, Mrs. LaRussa?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		 

		True to his word, Martin did come home promptly at six. For once, as Sylvia fed her family supper and enjoyed an evening together, they felt like the family she had dreamed of having when she was younger and she and Martin were first dating.

		Why do I feel so guilty, then?

		Nothing had happened, Sylvia told herself, as the kids watched some superhero drama on the television whose title she couldn’t remember, and Martin lounged at his ease on the couch, interjecting a critique that her children ignored. Nothing was going to happen.

		But she couldn’t forget the feel of Trent’s hands on her body. The way his fingers, strong but at the same time incredibly gentle, had eased away her pain. And she couldn’t deny the response it had awoken in her, even through the agony of the cramp. Her arousal had been quick, fierce, and entirely unexpected, and she hoped she had kept her own hunger hidden from Yasna, and especially from the handsome young trainer.

		It was, she admitted to herself, brushing a finger along the screen of her Kindle, turning the page on the historical romance she was reading, the first purely spontaneous moment of sensuality she had experienced in months. No wonder her body had seized on it like a shark finding a nice big lump of bloody meat in the water. The only surprise was that she had managed to keep from dragging Trent down on the floor with her. He had a nice big package. She could tell that. Those shorts didn’t hide anything, which was maybe the point. She could have pushed down her own loose gray sweats, spread her legs, and just let him take her, take her hard, and to hell with what everyone else thought.

		Christ. She pushed her hair back from her temple, noting that her hand was shaking. We are going to make love tonight, whether Martin is in the mood or not. I need something to take the edge off. Or I am going to do something that I can’t take back.

		It wasn’t just Trent’s crystal-clear care and worry for her that had her so uncomfortably excited, she decided. It was Yasna’s sly suggestions that the employees at Perfect Ten were available for workouts which had nothing to do with weights or flexibility exercises. She thought about Fred, with his deep voice and chocolate eyes. Or Johnny, with his Hispanic blood and his dark, brooding looks.

		Or Trent. Cheerfully professional on the surface, but there was fire underneath. And Sylvia was experienced enough to know when a man wanted her. Oh, he had been careful not to cross any lines as he massaged her leg back to functionality. But under the cheerful banter and medical advice there was a handsome young man with a sex drive to match. And men his age, Sylvia thought with a wistful sigh, would screw anything that stood still long enough. His hands hadn’t strayed, but his eyes had devoured her, taking in every inch of her body until she was blushing out of reflex.

		I’m married. I’m happily married. Nothing is going to happen. As if to emphasize that point, she stretched, her arms reaching high over her head. Her back arched, and her bra-less nipples rubbed against the cloth of her blouse, a tight one worn for that very purpose. She caught Martin looking at her and held the pose for a long moment, her lips turning up in an honest smile. His brows twitched up in acknowledgement of her ploy, and he very carefully adjusted his crotch. Her pussy went hot and wet at the sight.

		The show ended, and Sylvia glanced up at the clock. “That’s it,’ she said, her darting hand beating her daughter’s to the remote. She snapped off the television with a gesture of finality. “No more TV tonight. It’s time for bed.”

		Twin howls met this announcement, but they were more for show than anything else. The rituals of bedtime followed, and half an hour later Sylvia and her husband were in their bedroom with the door closed and the kids safely asleep.

		“Alone at last,” Martin said.

		She walked over to him, putting just a hint of a sexy strut in her stride. “Hello, stranger,” she husked up at him. “Want to get lucky?”

		He put her hands on her hips and pulled her close. “I think I already am.” He took a deep breath. I’m sorry I haven’t been around much. I’ll try to do better. I promise.”

		He seemed about to go on, but she put a finger across his lips, stopping him. “I know you have a job. And the job means work. And sometimes that means late hours. But you need to remember, Martin, that you also have a wife who loves you and children who need you. And money isn’t everything.” She took a deep breath, so not wanting to be talking about this right now. “If you changed jobs, took one where there was less money but you were home more, I wouldn’t complain.”

		Martin kissed her finger, then sucked it into his mouth, eyes teasing. Sylvia gasped as his tongue wrapped around the digit, her knees shaking.

		She pulled her finger out of her husband’s mouth and yanked his head down, growling, kissing him intently. As she kicked her shoes off, she put her hands on his buns and pulled him closer, office-boring khaki slacks rubbing against her comfortable mom-jeans.

		But it was what was inside his slacks that made her core go hot and molten, hungry with want. Martin’s cock was already stiff, and she undid his belt with one hand, popped the button that held his fly closed, and pulled down the zipper, sliding her hand inside. Yes. There he was, erect under her hand. She gripped him in her fingers, giving him the long, slow pumps she knew he liked best.

		“Your mouth,” he whispered in her ear. “Please.”

		Already? But maybe Martin was just as fed up with their long dry spell as she was, and wanted to get to the action right away. If he held true to his promise, there would be plenty of time to get back to a regular routine in the bedroom.

		Sylvia sank to her knees, pulling Martin’s slacks and boxers down as she went. She took a moment to divest him of his socks and shoes as well, because while there was nothing funnier than watching a horny man do a clumsy duck-waddle with his pants around his ankles while she teased him from her bed, she wasn’t going to do anything that would irritate Martin, now that he was finally in the mood to give her the fucking she craved.

		Her husband apparently wasn’t in the mood for long, languorous foreplay. But that was fine, really, because Sylvia had been wanting to get laid so bad that practically anything that got in the way of that was mildly irritating at best. Instead of teasing Martin with kisses and licks on his shaft, she opened her mouth wide and took him in, took him all in, all at once, until her nose was pressed against his belly (still irritatingly flat) and her lips were at the base of his cock. His cock-head just brushed the back of her throat, not quite long enough for her to deep-throat him. In the beginning of their relationship, doing that had caused her gag-reflex to kick in, but she had trained herself out of that.

		Still, she thought as she bobbed on Martin’s staff, her tongue swirling around his cock-head in the way she knew he liked, it would be nice to have a guy who was either small enough that it didn’t matter, or big enough for me to see if I could really take a guy all the way down.

		Trent, for instance? The thought slithered through her mind, obviously a suggestion from a brain that had way too much time on its hands.

		“Oh, baby. You do that so nice.” Martin’s hands laced at the back of her head, and he began to pump his hips into her mouth.

		Sylvia had been up and down that road before, and she knew where it ended – with her spitting her husband’s cum into the sink, trying to get rid of the taste. So she pulled away from him, dislodging his hands.

		“Not this time,” she smiled, getting to her feet. She smiled to take the sting out of her wards, and rubbed his spit-slick length. “You’re going to fuck me, Martin.” She let her voice drop a register, becoming deep and throaty. “I need it.”

		She led him to the bed, shedding her clothes as she went. In the beginning, they had driven each other crazy, taking clothes off one by one and kissing each other all over until they were frantic with desire. But now she wanted to cum, and not from her own hands or from her vibrator, carefully hidden under a stack of towels in the back of the linen closet. She wanted her husband to get her off, and damn soon.

		But first it seemed, she thought with a sigh as Martin stretched out beside her, she would have to endure his attempts at getting her off with his fingers. She spread her legs, faking a croon of enjoyment as he slipped first one finger into her pussy, and then, after some vigorous pumping, a second.

		He tries. He really does. But when’s he going to learn that doesn’t work for me? Sylvia grimaced, glad her husband’s face was buried in her breasts, where his lips and tongue were giving her far more pleasure than his fingers were, and reached down, gently dislodging the thumb which had been pressing down far too hard on her clit. She closed her eyes, rubbing her clitoris, her fertile imagination, almost against her will, throwing up a fantasy where it wasn’t her husband’s fingers stroking her channel, but Trent’s erect cock.

		Sylvia bit her lip, trying to brush away the betrayal of her wedding vows, even if it was only in her own mind. But her body reacted enthusiastically, her sheath clamping down on Martin’s fingers.

		“Whoa.” Her husband raised his head, a gleam of pride in his eyes. “Am I hitting the right spot, babe?” he asked.

		If she answered, he would know something was wrong. Martin wasn’t stupid by any stretch of the imagination, and work as a trial lawyer had given him a finely-honed bullshit detector. So she kissed him hard, dispelling the naughty fantasy, and pulled Martin over and on top of her, spreading her legs in wordless invitation.

		And then, finally, he was inside her. Sylvia moaned, low in her throat, as she savored the wonderful feeling of a hot, stiff cock. She reached down, grabbed Martin’s ass, and pulled him into her, hard. Her husband was basically a one-trick pony these days. Once he came, he was going to be done for the night. So Sylvia was determined to get her money’s worth. “Come on, Martin,” she growled. “I’ve been waiting for this for days. Give it to me!”

		Martin kissed her, thrusting hard, and Sylvia welcomed it. Her pussy was growing wetter and wetter. She hooked her feet around his thighs and pulled him into her, relishing the sensation of being filled after far too many lonely nights. Above her, Martin’s head was pulled back, his eyes closed, the cords on his neck standing out.

		“Oh,” he breathed. She could barely hear the words over the squeaking of the bed. “Oh, baby, that feels so good Oh...” As she watched, his lips formed another word. A name? If it was, it wasn’t hers.

		Sylvia’s heart went cold, even as her body rushed towards climax. Who was Martin thinking of when he fucked her, with his eyes closed and another woman’s name on his lips?

		Stop it. You’re being stupid. And weren’t you fantasizing about Trent five minutes ago? If Martin needs to think about someone else to add a bit of spice, that’s fine. Hell, our sex life has been so boring lately that it’d be a miracle if we weren’t both thinking about boning other people. But that’s all it is. A fantasy.

		Besides. He’s here. With me.

		Sylvia hurtled toward her orgasm, pulling Martin toward her. Words were lost as they kissed, his groin slapping down at her hard and fast. She felt the hot, liquid spurt as he came, and then, at the very last moment before he softened, she climaxed as well, her nails digging into his ass as she finally achieved the ecstatic release of orgasm.

		When she came out of the shower a few minutes later, her body still suffused in a happy post-coital glow, Martin was already asleep. She slid in beside him and turned off the light. One hand on his hip, the other under her pillow, she fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.

		We’ll be fine.

		 

		The next few weeks passed, as a hundred others had during her marriage. October faded away in a shower of autumn leaves and empty candy wrappers. Sylvia took the kids out trick-or-treating. Dustin went as a pirate, and Olivia, in what Sylvia was fairly sure would be her last Halloween with her brother, as an axe-murderer, the hatchet from the garage smeared with very realistic-looking fake blood. Martin stayed home to pass out candy to the neighborhood kids, and as Thanksgiving approached and his latest case was settled out of court, was home much more often.

		Sylvia found herself settling into the rhythm of going to the gym four days a week. And if Trent played a prominent role in her daytime fantasies, she was the only one who knew. As the trees became ragged and threadbare, shorn of their cloaks of red and orange, she struck up a friendship with Yasna Marafi-Carpenter, and met her wife and twin children one afternoon during a visit to a local coffee shop. Althea Carpenter-Marafi was a devastatingly gorgeous blond woman who looked like she would be more at home on the pages of a men’s magazine than sipping hot chocolate. It would be easy to hate her out of sheer envy, but she was so obviously in love with Yasna that you couldn’t.

		Besides, her children were adorable.

		And to Sylvia’s own intense if private satisfaction, the pounds were slipping away, just as Bonnie had promised. The blond-haired woman’s smile grew wider and wider each Monday as they performed the ritual of the weekly weigh-in. One thirty-seven and change had shrunk down to one twenty-nine by the middle of November. If she could avoid the twin pitfalls of Thanksgiving and Christmas, Sylvia thought, her goal of one twenty was firmly in her sights.

		Of course, after that would come the work of maintaining her weight. That had been the challenge over the last few years. It hadn’t been hard to get her body where she wanted it. The trick had been keeping it there. But this time, she thought, she would be able to do it. Rather than resenting her time at the gym, she had come to look forward to it. And not just for the treat of seeing so many sexy male bodies. The staff was friendly, the classes rotated often enough to give some variety, and there was a sense of accomplishment as she finished each workout. A few weeks ago, she had asked Trent to give her a weekly workout on the nautilus machine. The piece of exercise equipment looked like a torture device dreamed up by a squad of body-conscious sadists, but it was helping her tone her arms and legs. During her workouts, Trent had been helpful, encouraging, and attentive.

		And, quite irritatingly, completely professional. It was a dance, and both of them knew the steps. He was attracted to her. She knew it. She was attracted, quite strongly, to him. And Sylvia was pretty sure Trent knew it. But neither of them had made a move. Sylvia, because she loved her husband and wasn’t about to risk her marriage for a one-night fling, no matter how tempting the target. And Trent, she thought, was content to let his conquests come to him, like a jungle cat perched in ambush.

		The denial of what she wanted fueled both erotica fantasies and her sex drive, until even Martin remarked on it. She was hornier, and got off quicker, than she had been in years. And her husband was working hard in the bedroom to keep up with her libido.

		All in all, she thought, as she looked at herself in the mirror one November Monday, her skin glowing with good health and a freshly-fucked afterglow, things were looking up.

		Two hours later, that feeling had disappeared.

		 

		Sylvia stood in the middle of the produce aisle at the grocery store, staring at her phone. Her feet stuck to the ground as if rooted. Around her, people shopping for Thanksgiving, three days away, moved around her as if she were a rock in the middle of a stream.

		She blinked. But the message was still there.

		~Hey, Kitten. I was thinking about you all weekend. I can’t forget how good it was on Thursday after work. I’m still hard!

		~Can we get together on Wednesday? I’ll tell the wife I’m working on a case. I want to fuck you again before I have to spend all weekend with my family LOL.~

		And then the texts disappeared, as if they had never been there.

		Or, her frozen mind supplied, as if a guilty husband had realized he had sent his booty-call to the wrong number and had recalled it in the hope that his wife wouldn’t see it.

		Sylvia imagined him in his office, staring at his phone. Sweating, shaking, fearing the reply that would make his cozy little world come crashing down. Her fingers hovered over the screen of her own phone. Ten seconds would see it done.

		No. Despite the rage coursing through her that made her want to punch the nearest person right in the face, she forced herself to breathe and think, using the methods Bonnie and Trent had taught her to go beyond discomfort during a grueling workout.

		Besides, she thought as she stared down at the crumpled list in her first. Do you want Dustin and Liv’s memories of Thanksgiving to be about how their mother left their father on the Monday before the holiday? You can afford to wait. And think. And plan.

		Because, by God, he is going to pay.

		 

		By the next morning, Sylvia knew what she was going to do. In fact, it had been gloriously easy. What was good for the goose, blah blah blah, and the only difficulty she’d had was not hitting Martin in the face with a cast-iron skillet when he announced at the breakfast table, in tones suitable for a funeral, that he was going to have to work late on Wednesday.

		“That’s okay,” she replied cheerfully, while her hand fisted around the handle. “Olivia and Dustin and I can work on getting things ready for Thanksgiving, can’t we, kids?”

		Liv snorted. Dustin blinked. “Cook?” he asked, looking from his sister to his mother, as if he suspected a joke was being played on him.

		She bent down and kissed his head. “I’ll be doing the cooking,” she assured him. “But there’s all sorts of things you and your sister can do to help. Won’t you, Liv?”

		“I guess.”

		“Calm down, honey. You’re way too excited.”

		Her daughter snorted. “You’re laying it on kind of thick, Mom.”

		“I’m just happy you noticed.”

		 

		Trent was in the cubbyhole that passed for his office, going over some paperwork, when Bonnie knocked on the side of the door. “Boss?”

		“I told you not to call me that,” he said, signing off on a purchasing order for a hundred towels. “What’s up?”

		“Sylvia Jennings is here. And she’s asking for you.”

		“I’m busy,” he replied absently. Then his head jerked up. “Sylvia Jennings? Why?”

		Bonnie counted points off on her fingers. “She’s usually not here on Tuesdays. She’s smiling, but she’s so tense I think she’s going to explode if someone bumps into her. And she’s wearing the sort of workout clothes that you usually only wear if you’re going to the gym but don’t plan on working out at all. You get me? Plus, she’s wearing perfume. Not much, but enough. And, let me repeat, she’s asking for you. Says she wants to do another session on the nautilus before the holiday.” She cocked an eyebrow at him, grinning. “Do I have to write it down for you, Trent? I think she’s done playing around and ready to jump.”

		“Or not,” he replied, getting to his feet. “Maybe what she wants is what she’s asking for. Just another workout.”

		His opinion changed, though, once he got his first glimpse of Sylvia. Usually the dark-haired woman came to the gym dressed in workout clothes designed to turn the eye away – loose t-shirts and baggy, cut-off sweats. But waiting for him today was a woman whose rear and thighs were encased in tight black lycra, and she had eschewed a top altogether in favor of a black sports-bra.

		The effect was as arousing as it was startling, as if Sylvia was unconsciously mimicking the dress code of the gym itself, and Trent had to take a minute to collect himself. Sylvia’s body had undergone some quite pleasant changes in the past six weeks, which the tight clothes did absolutely nothing to hide. While she might not have Bonnie’s tight, bouncy curves, she still looked delectable. His assistant was a pixie-height Barbie. Sylvia, by contrast, tended to the statuesque. With her dark hair and pale skin, and a few extra layers of muscle, he could imagine her as an ancient Celtic warrior-queen, riding into battle on a chariot with a mace upraised in one arm, ready to smite her enemies.

		Warned by some inner instinct, Sylvia turned, and Trent nearly flinched. Bonnie was right. For good or ill, Sylvia had made up her mind. Her face wore a pleasant, neutral smile. But her eyes burned.

		“Mrs. Jennings,” he said with a nod. “Bonnie tells me you’re looking for a workout before the holiday?”

		“Yes. I know it’s not our regular day and all,” she apologized. “But I didn’t have anything to do this morning and I wanted to burn off some extra energy. And it is too nasty out to go out for a walk or a run.” She made a small gesture to the windows, which looked out onto a raw November day, with gray, low, scudding clouds driven on a stiff west wind. As they watched, it swirled past, driving a litter of dead leaves and shredded plastic.

		“That’s all right,” he said. He waved at the all-but-deserted gym. Only a few scattered members were using the machines. Fred’s class had been cancelled, due to a lack of participants, and he was chatting with Bonnie at the front desk. “This time of year things always slow down. They’ll pick back up after the holiday. And it’ll be a madhouse after the first of the year. But for now I’m all yours.”

		“That’s right,” Sylvia said, a strange expression on her face. “You are.” She settled herself onto the bench. “Arms first today, I think,” she said, anticipating his next question. “I want to hit something.”

		Trent nodded and began to run her through the first set of exercises. As he did, his frown deepened. Sylvia had always been a willing workout partner, making up in sheer determination what she lacked in strength and experience. But now she was attacking the machine like it had insulted her children. She threw her arms and legs against the various bars and levers, sweat gleaming on her skin as she completed each set. Metal clanged, and Trent winced, the sound reminding him a long-lost college weightroom.

		“Sylvia, slow down.” He put a hand on a strut, holding it in place. “You’re doing this all wrong.”

		The older woman looked up at him. Her eyes were blazing, and strands of hair were stuck to her sweaty forehead. “What does it matter?” she asked, her chest heaving as she gulped for air. “The weight goes up, the weight goes down. How can I do it wrong?”

		“You do it wrong if your body doesn’t get the full benefit of the exercise,” he told her sternly. “Sure, you can throw all of your weight against this. But that doesn’t do you any good if the purpose of this exercise is only for your legs. We’re trying to work one body part at a time. Arms, legs, and core. And this is a leg exercise. Thrashing around like a…a spastic beaver isn’t going to do you any good at all. So slow down.”

		She blinked at him. “Spastic beaver?”

		He shrugged. “The best I could do.” He squatted down on his haunches, uncomfortably aware that he had put himself well within kicking range. “Now.” He moved her hands to the built-in grips and adjusted her legs on the pads. “Squeeze with your legs. Don’t jerk. Don’t try to get any extra leverage. Just use your legs. And if the weight is too much, who cares? We’ll lighten the load a bit and try again.”

		Sylvia bit her lip and nodded. Trent watched as her thighs strained, trying to push in the levers connected to the weights behind her head. The muscles of her belly tightened, but she didn’t throw herself against the armrests, vainly trying for an extra dose of power.

		Slowly her legs drew together. Trent swallowed, watching the interplay of light and shadow on her pale skin. She should let herself tan more, she thought. That skin would be stunning if she let it darken a bit. And her hair. Dark brown now, but he bet it would take on amber and russet highlights in the sun.

		He swallowed. “Good. Much better form this time. Now do it again.”

		Sylvia nodded. But this time, as her legs slowly closed and opened again, she arched her back. A subtle signal. But as Trent watched the firm outline of her nipples against the tight sports-bra, it was as clear as a road flare.

		He smiled, just a little. Time to test the waters. “Here. Let me show you something.” Letting his fingers linger on the skin of Sylvia’s inner thighs, he repositioned her legs. “Most people don’t think this helps. But your leg bones and muscles are just like any other lever, if they’re strong enough. The longer the lever, the more you can move. If you press in with your knees, rather than lower down, you’ll be able to lift more.”

		He let his thumbs brush against her skin, watching the pulse beat in the hollow of her throat. This was always the most dangerous step. The time when many women decided to draw the line. And if Sylvia did, he would have to back off, no matter how badly she was turning him on.

		But she didn’t. Instead, her eyes rose to his, a challenging look in her gaze. “And what do you think you’re doing, Mr. Carter?”

		Her voice only shook a little. “I think I’m trying to seduce a gorgeous woman,” he said easily. “One who obviously isn’t getting the attention she needs from her husband.” To emphasize his words, he nudged her legs a little further apart.

		Now his intentions couldn’t be more clear if he shouted it over the intercom. Sylvia glanced down at his crotch, then hastily away. “My husband…” she started.

		“Yes?”

		She looked down and away, her cheeks going red. “He’s cheating on me,” she said, her voice low and bitter. Trent had to lean close to hear it. “He sent me a text the other day, thinking I was his…his…his lover,” she spat. “Then he erased it right away. But I saw what he said.”

		Trent rocked back on his heels. “And?”

		“I want to get back at him.” Her fists clenched on the handgrips, knuckles going white with rage. “I’ve…heard things about this place. About you and the other trainers. How you’re…available.”

		He tilted his head. “So you want to use me to punish your husband for cheating on you?”

		Sylvia nodded once, sharp and quick. Her eyes were wet. “I know. It sounds so…dirty. So wrong.” She looked down. “God. What kind of woman am I? I’m taking advantage of you, just to make myself feel better.”

		“Oh, that’s all right,” Trent replied cheerfully.

		“What?”

		“I don’t mind,” he said with a shrug. “Honestly,” he added as Sylvia’s mouth went wide with shock. “I really don’t care why you’re interested in screwing me, just as long as we both have fun. If I’m a revenge-fuck, I can deal with it.” He reached down and adjusted his crotch, letting the spandex outline his growing arousal. He wasn’t fully hard yet, but it was a near thing.

		He ran his hands up Sylvia’s legs, letting his fingers linger. A lover’s caress, rather than the impersonal touch of a trainer. “The only question is,” he murmured letting his voice go deep, “is whether you’re willing to take the plunge.”

		“God.” Bonnie paused a few feet away, a clipboard in her hand. “Get a room, you two. Or let me watch.”

		Trent smiled as Sylvia blushed scarlet. “Feeling left out?”

		“Looking at that?” Bonnie waved at Sylvia’s body. “How can I not?” She winked at the older woman. “If this idiot can’t close the deal, Sylvie, would you be willing to give me a try?”

		“No, thanks,” Sylvia said faintly. “I’m not…attracted to women.”

		“Oh. Pity. Sometimes it sucks being bi. You’re attracted to every hot person in the world. But they’re not always attracted to you. Oh well,” she finished philosophically. “You can’t win if you don’t play.”

		Sylvia’s eyes followed her as she bounced away. “Bi?” she asked.

		Trent smiled. “But more choosy than she lets on. It’s actually kind of an honor for her to make the offer, if you want to think about it that way.”

		This time her smile seemed more genuine. “I’ll pass.”

		“So? You haven’t answered my question.”

		“What question was that?”

		His smile went crooked, though his hands didn’t leave her pale, creamy skin. “Are we going to fuck? Or what?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		 

		“Nice place,” Sylvia said as they entered Trent’s condo. She put her purse down on a handy side table, its wood dark with age. “I didn’t know physical trainers made the sort of money you need to afford a place like this.”

		Trent grinned at her. “What are you saying? Do you think I’m supplementing my income by whoring myself out?” The younger man pursed his lips, considering. “I mean, the money would come in handy. But then I would have to screw anyone who could come up with the cash. And I’m a little pickier than that.”

		“I didn’t mean…”

		He waved off her apology. “No, it’s okay. I know it looks weird, for a guy my age to have a place like this. But Perfect Ten makes good money. And once you set up a gym, there isn’t a lot of overhead. I mean, how often do you have to buy new weights or resistance bands or stuff like that? As long as you have a good customer base, the money just keeps rolling in. The secret is to keep them happy and treat them right.” He smiled at Sylvia in a way that reminded her why they were in his condo. “So do you want to clean up?”

		She swallowed. “Shower? Together?”

		He shrugged. “If you want. But if you want to be by yourself, that’s okay. But I don’t want to go to bed with you until I do.” He mimed a sniff at one armpit. “I worked out earlier in the day, and I want to be nice and clean for you.”

		Sylvia took a deep breath. She hadn’t even seen another man naked since before she had married Martin. The thought of showering with Trent was a little bit scary.

		But it was also arousing. Her sex life had been so vanilla for so long that she wanted to get out of her rut. Besides. She bet Martin was getting into all sorts of kinky shit with Kitten, whoever she was. Which would probably explain why his attention to her had been perfunctory at best.

		And if he was doing it, Sylvia decided, then so could she. She lifted her chin. “Together is fine.”

		“Cool.” Trent hung up his leather jacket on a handy hook. He looked at her. “You’re sure about this?” he asked.

		She nodded. “Yes.”

		“Okay. I just wanted to give you a chance to back out, if you wanted.” He looked at her earnestly. “You’re not trapped here, you know. Any time you want to go home, you can. Just say the word.”

		She shook her head, though she was happy Trent’s place was far enough away from her own home that she didn’t have to worry about someone recognizing her car. “I’m here for a reason,” she said.” When Trent raised his brows, she continued. “To get laid by one of the best-looking men I’ve ever set eyes on.”

		He flushed becomingly. “All right, then. Bathroom’s this way.”

		She took his arm, flashing him a smile as Trent guided her through a pleasant living room and down a hall. The décor was typical single male, heavy on entertainment, though Sylvia did see a few framed photos of Trent with what had to be his family.

		“Your sister?” she asked, nodding at one where a slightly younger Trent posed with a young woman in a graduation gown.

		“Lucy. She’s a brat.” But his fond smile belied his words. “Just got out of college.

		“And here we are,” he said, waving her into a bathroom. It was spacious, with clean gray tile on the floor and a generous counter, which was filled with shaving lotion, razors, and cologne. There was also a walk-in shower, rather than the combination shower-tub she had to deal with at home.

		“I’ll undress in here,” he said, opening a second door. “Bedroom.”

		“Thanks,” she smiled, grateful he had given her some privacy, in case she was feeling shy, or got cold feet at the last minute.

		No. I’m done being shy. Done being the good little housewife. This is where I start living for me.

		She stripped, determinedly not noticing that her fingers were shaking, and stacked her clothes on the lid of the toilet. It took only a minute or so of fumbling to figure out the shower controls, and soon she was relaxing under a spray of blessedly hot water. A caddy was stocked with soap and shampoo and body wash, and she lathered herself up, sluicing away the dried sweat of her workout.

		A few minutes after she started, there was a polite tap at the frosted glass door of the shower. Sylvia could just make out the shadowy figure of Trent. “Can I come in?”

		She slid the door open. “It’s your bathroom,” she smiled, taking in Trent’s body with admiring eyes.

		“But you’re my guest,” he countered as he joined her. She gave way as he settled himself under the shower-head. His eyes closed happily as water cascaded through his hair, down his face, and over his body. His next words were a little bit muffled. “And it never hurts to be polite.”

		Sylvia passed him the soap, and he began to lather up. As suds trickled down towards his groin, she couldn’t help but stare. His body was incredible, especially in the eyes of a woman who had been going to bed with the same man for over a dozen years. His shoulders were broad, his chest deep, his belly flat, and he probably topped her husband by a good four inches. And even flaccid, Trent’s manhood was…impressive. Fat and thick, his cock hung between his legs. His pubic hair was a sandy brown, a few shades darker than the hair on his head.

		He caught her looking and grinned. “Heard rumors?” he asked with a cheeky grin.

		“Not about that,” she replied.

		He almost looked hurt, as if he expected fame to run out ahead of him. In apology, she reached out, fondling his soapy length. Almost immediately he began to harden, and Sylvia sighed. Young men were so easy. So uncomplicated. If they were attracted to you, you barely had to work at all. It was so unlike having sex with her husband, where even the most basic encounter had to be negotiated.

		“Feel good?” she smirked.

		“Yes.”

		A terrible thought struck her. “You will be able to…to go more than once, won’t you?”

		“Oh, yes,” Trent agreed.

		“Good.” It wasn’t too late. Sylvia knew that. Even though she had betrayed Martin in her heart, she hadn’t with her body. Not yet. She could still leave. Could dash out of the bathroom, throw on her clothes, and speed away. Trent wouldn’t pursue her. If her intuition was right, he had a whole line of women on a string, and he probably wouldn’t mourn her loss for more than a day or two.

		But she didn’t want to leave. A terrible excitement had begun to build in her, making her stomach hot and fluttery.

		She wanted this. Wanted more than mere revenge. She wanted Trent. Not to make love, but to fuck, wild and primal as a pair of animals.

		So she pressed her body close against his, pushed him across the tile floor of the shower, fisted her left hand in the nape of his neck, and while still jacking his cock with her right, kissed him with all the raw, savage hunger of her shattered heart.

		 

		Hah. It took all of Trent’s considerable willpower, built over years of seducing the sexiest MILFs in DuPage County, from letting his satisfaction at his success from showing on his face. I knew it.

		Sylvia might have played at being the sweet little homemaker, but under that Stepford façade, there was a tigress who had just been waiting for a chance to get out. Trent cupped his hand around the sweet, sexy curve of the older woman’s ass, pulling her closer, enjoying the feel of her breasts against his chest and the curve of her hip against his thigh. While Sylvia might not have the spring-steel bounciness of Bonnie’s luscious form, she was rounding (pun definitely intended) into fine shape. The excess padding around her waist, after weeks of exercise in the gym, was little more than a pleasant cushion to push against as she jacked his cock.

		“A little slower please,” he murmured into her ear.

		Her hand slowed obligingly, but the face that looked up at his was worried. “Sorry. Were you about to cum? I mean, too soon?”

		“I’m going to cum soon no matter what you do,” he chuckled. “As long as you don’t give me a knee in the balls. But I like it to be slow. Not like I’m hooked up to a milking machine.”

		Sylvia snickered. But her grip on him relaxed, just a little bit, and the pumping motions of her arm slowed. Trent moved his hips into her hand, just enough to show her the rhythm he liked. In seconds, she was jacking him at an absolute perfect speed.

		“That’s nice,” he murmured encouragingly, and smiled as her face glowed at the compliment. What sort of man was her husband, that even this crumb of approval got such a response?

		Probably the same sort of man which made his gym such a lush hunting ground, he sighed. Not that he minded. If all the white-collar men around here treated their women like disposal towels, Trent was more than ready to pick them up. He got what he wanted, and they got what they needed, and everyone was happy. He cupped Sylvia’s breasts, fondling her nipples with his thumbs. They were dark and prominent, standing out from her chest, and grew even more pronounced as he tickled her sensitive areolae.

		“Oh, God,” she muttered, lips barely moving. “Like that, baby. I love it when you play with my nips.”

		Trent filed that away under ‘definitely promising.’ And then his knees nearly buckled as Sylvia surprised him by rubbing her fingers over the swollen head of his cock. He was leaking pre-cum like a faulty faucet, and the exquisitely pleasurable sensation of her fingers on his glans made the base of his cock clench.

		He allowed himself to sag into the corner of the shower, braced on two sides to stay upright. Sylvia looked up at him anxiously. “Are you okay?”

		“Just…keep doing that. Please.” He was going to cum. There was no stopping it now. He’d hoped to hold back, to impress Sylvia with his stamina. But it was too late. The slow, steady pumping of her hand was drawing cum up the shaft of his cock like oil from a well. If he tried to stop, his heavy, aching balls might very well explode from the force of his need.

		Sylvia’s return glance to him was startled. It must have been a very long time since someone had addressed her in a tone of such naked hunger. But she didn’t stop. Soap-slick hands glided up and down his shaft. And as water ran down her luscious, naked body, Trent saw she needed this as much as he did. Needed to see the proof of another man’s desire for her.

		“Oh, Sylvia,” he sighed. “I’m going to…going to cum!”

		The last word was almost jerked out of his body as his shaft clenched and released, over and over. Thick white ropes of cum exploded from the tip of his prick, arcing up to land gently on Sylvia’s chest and belly, before being washed away by the hot spray of water. Sylvia’s eyes widened. And even through the wonderful, affirming sensation of his climax, Trent felt a rush of pride as he saw she was surprised by the sheer volume of his release.

		At last the flow of cum subsided, and Trent was able to breathe again. He levered himself away from the wall of the shower, gently dislodging Sylvia’s hand.

		“Sorry,” he said. “I’m a bit sensitive now.”

		“It’s all right,” she said, looking down.

		This was always a dangerous moment. Especially since he had cum and he hadn’t really done much of anything for her.

		Trent slid around, but not out of the shower, giving Sylvia room. “Thank you,” he said. “That was great. I’ll let you finish up in here. See you in the bedroom, okay?”

		“The bedroom?” Sylvia began to rinse.

		“Of course. Just because I got off doesn’t mean I’m going to kick you out, you know. There’s lots of day left.”

		Sylvia’s return smile wobbled a bit. Then it firmed. “I wasn’t sure. Some men…” She trailed off, but Trent could read the unsaid words. Some men would be hoping I left, now that they’d gotten what they wanted.

		“Good thing I’m just a man, not some men,” he said cheerfully, and grabbed a towel. He paused with his hand on the doorknob, letting his voice drop an octave. “I’ll be waiting for you.”

		 

		Sylvia dried herself off, feeling very strange.

		The entire shower had been an adventure in extended foreplay. And it had left her hot and bothered and so aroused she had been tempted to push Trent to the floor and screw him with water pounding down on them both. Sanity had somehow kept the upper hand, even as Trent’s hands were driving her crazy. His obvious pleasure in the hand-job had been worth it, though, since he had said more with his eyes than Martin had with his mouth in the last six months.

		When his cum had spattered over her body, it had been a validation. She was still attractive. She could still make a man frantic to climax. The fault wasn’t in her. It was in her so-called husband, who was living a lie. Happy to have her provide a comfortable home for him, but more than willing to spend all the time he could with his skanky little side-piece.

		When she stepped out of the bathroom, towel artfully arrayed around her hips, Trent’s mouth curled up at the corners. The young man was lying at his ease on a very large bed, on top of a thick plaid comforter. The room itself showed signs of a hasty clean-up, not too different from the way her own son’s looked when Dustin wanted to get out and play with his friends on a Saturday morning.

		“I’m not sure how women do it,” he said, extending a hand.

		“Do what?” Sylvia asked, joining him.

		“How you can get out of the shower and have your hair be barely damp.” He reached out, catching a curl in his fingers, and pulled her close for a kiss. His lips opened, and she plundered him eagerly, reaching down with one hand to fondle his penis. “When I take a shower, I get out looking like I just went through a car wash,” he elaborated when their mouths parted.

		Sylvia giggled at the thought. “Long practice, I guess.”

		“I guess,’ he agreed. “So. What do you want?”

		She didn’t pretend not to understand. “I want you to eat me. And then I want you to fuck me,” she said bluntly.

		Trent’s eyes widened a fraction. “Whoa.”

		She shrugged easily. “I’m getting close to forty, Trent. I don’t have time to dance around the subject. My husband is cheating on me, and in the background, I can hear my life ticking away.” She ran a hand down his side. “So I’m going to change my life along with my body. When I see something I want, I’m going to take it.”

		She pointed between her legs. “So get to work.”

		“Yes ma’am,” he replied. But any inner hilarity was stifled. Trent had gone to bed with more than one woman like Sylvia – older, lonely, with husbands who didn’t treat them right, who thought their lives were fleeting by. They had no idea how desirable they were. Though after he was done with them he usually had done quite a lot to kick up their self-esteem.

		So he settled between Sylvia legs, pushed up her thighs to give him a better angle, and took his first lick of her folds. Her taste was thick and musky on his tongue, and as he pleasured her, he looked up, gauging her response. Sylvia was sometimes hard to read, so self-controlled it had to be deliberate. But not today. As he watched and worked on her with mouth and lips and tongue, her eyes slowly unfocused, looking past him to something only she could see. Tenseness seemed to flow out of her body, lost in pleasure, and eventually she let her head sag back, braced on a pair of thick, fluffy pillows.

		Trent caressed her legs, fingers which had been trained to be alert to the signs of pain and stress trying to read Sylvia’s thoughts. It was no easy thing to go to bed with someone new, especially when you were cheating on your husband. But under his mouth, Sylvia’s pussy-lips slowly grew hotter and wetter, her taste thicker and more musky. And when he sensed the first hesitant upward humping of her groin towards his mouth, he felt a surge of triumph.

		It was intoxicating, almost better than sex itself. The moment when a woman gave in entirely. Trent slid his hands under the curves of Sylvia’s ass, lifting her towards his mouth. She gasped slightly at this sign of his strength, and he winked up at her, then moved his mouth higher, seeking out her clit.

		“Oh!” Sylvia jerked as the tip of his tongue touched her bud.

		“Too much?” he asked.

		She shook her head. “Not enough. More, please.” Her hands lifted to knead her breasts. He could see her nipples, stiff and erect, peeking out between her fingers as she squeezed and massaged her chest.

		He wanted to feel them in his mouth, to suckle at her gorgeous tits. But this was her time, he reminded himself sharply, and lowered his head again, laving her thick, swollen clit with his tongue. As Sylvia writhed under him, half-heard instructions muttered under her breath, Trent made his tongue-strokes longer, slower, but putting more pressure on her cleft, almost as if he was scrubbing her clit with a washcloth.

		“Mmmmrphhh!!” Abruptly, Sylvia’s legs sagged apart, lewdly wide. And then her groin bucked up, mashing her pussy int Trent’s mouth. “Close, Trent,” she panted. “I’m so close.”

		Her trigger was a lot quicker than he thought. But if her husband had neglected her as much as he suspected, it was no wonder she was on a short fuse. So Trent concentrated on her clit, making his strokes longer and slower and rougher still.

		“Oh!” Sylvia’s face was red, her eyes squinched shut. Her hips rolled up in a slow, steady rhythm. “Oh, God. Don’t stop, Trent, you incredible fucking pussy-licker. Don’t you dare stop.” Her breathing became hoarse and unsteady, interrupting her flow of gutter-talk, completely unlike the calm, composed housewife she pretended to be. “Cumming. Cumming soon. Cumming. Cumming now!” she shouted, and the taste of her in his mouth changed, becoming thin and sweet. He gulped it down, feeling the muscles in her body suddenly go loose as she came to her orgasm.

		“Fuck me, that felt good,” she gasped, and Trent suddenly found himself flat on his back, with no idea how he had got there. Sylvia straddled him, his cock, the tip glistening with pre-cum, held in one small fist.

		“What?” he asked nonsensically.

		“Cumming always makes me horny,” Sylvia explained, running his tip through her folds. “Well. Hornier, at least. Are you ready?”

		Fuck me. Trent had thought there would be a cooling-off period before he would finally get his dick wet. But Sylvia, it appeared, had no such plans. Still, he had to be careful. “Condom?”

		“Tubes were tied back after my son was born,” she informed him, torturing him with another slow tour of her pussy-lips. “Two kids are enough, thanks. I don’t need to worry about having any more. And neither do you.”

		And with that, she mounted him, raising up and impaling herself on her rod as if she cheated on her husband every day of the week and twice on Sunday.

		“Oh, yeah,” she sighed, as she sank slowly down on him. “That’s nice. I forgot how much fun a nice thick man could be.”

		Trent avoided smirking. Barely. But it was nice to be appreciated.

		And even nicer when Sylvia swept down, taking his mouth in a hot kiss that left no doubt that she did get hornier after a good cum. He returned it eagerly, gathering up her large firm breasts in his hands and giving them an appreciative squeeze. She began to move. Slowly at first, and then picking up speed as she became used to his size. But never with the sort of frantic jackhammering motion that one or two women he had gone to bed with used. Sylvia knew her body, and Trent was quite happy just to be allowed along for the ride. Her strokes were long, slow, and deep, lifting up until only the tip of his cock was inside her, and then a deep plunge down until he was sheathed in her to the hilt and her weight was pushing him down into the mattress. Over and over, as the sound of their breaths and faint moans filled the room.

		It was actually kind of nice to not have to do all the work, Trent thought, as he realized one of his fantasies over the past few weeks and licked the thick nub of Sylvia’s nipple. A lot of women from the gym expected him to impress them with his sexual prowess, doing all sorts of amazing things to their bodies. And he was perfectly willing to fulfill those fantasies. But it was also kind of fun to lie back and just let himself be used. Sylvia knew what she wanted, and she was getting it. So why not relax and enjoy the ride, especially when it looked like he was the only guy in town with a ticket?

		Abruptly, her motions stopped, and he felt a clench around his dick. Sylvia’s eyes closed briefly, and she shuddered. When she opened them up again, they were filled with a sort of stunned disbelief.

		“Did you…”

		“Yeah,” she husked, and shook herself, a strange smile playing around her lips. “Just a little one. God, it’s been years since I’ve cum twice in one go.”

		“Well,” he said, pushing his hips up, just a little. “Third time pays for all, doesn’t it?”

		“Three?” She looked down on him, eyes twinkling. “Got a pretty high opinion of yourself, don’t you?”

		“All of it earned,” he replied, and was rewarded by another low, husky laugh.

		I like this woman. A lot.

		The thought was surprising. Usually Trent was willing to go to bed with a woman. But the thrill usually wore off fairly quickly, especially when there were so many other tempting targets. And the women were usually just as eager as he was to find greener pastures. But he could see things with Sylvia becoming more…long-term. Not that he was looking to get married, he thought with an inner shudder. But having a comfortable, long-time lover began to seem quite appealing.

		“How about you, big guy?” She hung poised above him, body gleaming with a sheen of sweat in the low light. “Can’t the old lady get you off?”

		“The ‘old lady’ is doing a great job,” he said. “I’ve been doing math in my head just to hold back.”

		“Well, that’s just dumb,” she said with a frown. “All I want you thinking about is me.” She kissed him, hard, and sank back down, making him gasp at the wonderful friction. “Cum now, if you want. And then cum again. Because I’m not leaving this place until I get off three times, like you promised.”

		Trent wasn’t aware that he had promised anything, but he was in no position to argue. And as if Sylvia’s words had been some sort of key that unlocked his dick, he could feel his orgasm roaring up, unstoppable as an earthquake. He caught Sylvia’s hip in one hand, and her breast in the other, and he finally released himself, pushing up into her as she moved down, over and over again.

		His cock swelled, and he thought Sylvia could sense it, because her eyes went wide and her breath hitched. “Are you…”

		“Yes,” he growled, and he closed his eyes and let himself go, let it all go, pumping his cum deep within Sylvia’s sheath, taking her, claiming her, making her his. His hips bucked up, lifting the older woman, and he kissed her hard and deep, their teeth nipping at each other as each sought to dominate the other.

		And then it was over. Trent sank down, flooded with the lovely lassitude of release. Sylvia followed, tumbled hair and long limbs coming to rest atop him, her head pillowed on his shoulder.

		“Good boy,” she said, and kissed his cheek.

		He chuckled. “You sound like I’m a dog that performed a clever trick.”

		She kissed him again, on the mouth this time. “Halloween was last month. But this is November. And I, for one, am very thankful.” She squeezed her channel around his cock, making her meaning clear. “I have to go soon. But I would love to see you again.”

		“I’ll be in the gym tomorrow,” he teased. He waited until her face fell, then ran a hand down her back, letting his hand curl possessively around the sweet curve of her ass. “And available for…private lessons… as long as you want.”

		She smiled, and he wondered if he could, indeed, make the third time a charm. “Good.”

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		 

		Martin was late for dinner.

		Again.

		Sylvia didn’t let it bother her, though. Indeed, she sailed through the afternoon with serene grace, holding up dinner until her husband got home, despite her son’s claims that he was dying of starvation. And when she served dinner, she found her appetite unusually sharp, even if the chicken fajitas she had made weren’t anyone’s idea of high cuisine.

		She did make herself stop after two, though she thought her afternoon of exercise with Trent had burned off a lot of calories. He certainly had been enthusiastic, that was for sure. Especially when she insisted on a rematch. Her privates were quite pleasantly sore from his attentions, though she had arrived home bare minutes before Dustin got home from grade school.

		“Mom!” Liv was staring at her. “Are you listening?”

		“What, honey?”

		She sighed dramatically. “I was asking if we were having Thanksgiving here at home, or if we’re going to Uncle Mike’s place.”

		“Oh, here, definitely.” She turned to Martin. “Your father has to work late the night before, though. So I’m going to need your help getting ready for Thanksgiving dinner. Isn’t that right dear?” she asked sweetly.

		Martin nodded. And was that a telltale flush of guilt crawling up his neck? She decided to turn the screws a little tighter. “What do you kids think of getting a pet?” she asked.

		Dustin stared. “A pet? Really? Like a puppy?” He bounced in his seat. “That would be awesome!”

		“A puppy, maybe, yes.” She cocked her head. “This big house gets so lonely when you kids are away at school. I would like to have some company. Something to keep me occupied so I’m not going crazy talking to myself all the time.”

		She caught her husband’s eye. “Maybe a puppy.” She let her lips curl in a smile that had no humor in it. None at all.

		“Or maybe a Kitten.”

		 

		The End

		 

		If you enjoyed this MILF story, perhaps you might like to check out my other stories of sexy, older women, and the young men who love to love them, available wherever fine erotica is sold!

		 

		His Horny MILF Neighbor

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		When Jack's sexy neighbor caught him peeping in her window, he thought his life was over. But Jillian Murphy is on the rebound from a bad marriage, and is on the prowl for some fresh young meat. Before he knows it, Jack is under the control of His Horny MILF Neighbor!

		 

		The Naughty Witch

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Evanora needs money. A customer needs a fertility potion. But the sexy witch needs a special ingredient - the seed of a virgin man! And when a handsome, born-again Christian comes by, this naughty witch is going to do everything in her sexy powers to get Thomas into her bed - and more!

		 

		Prom Night Cougar

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		When Danny's girlfriend dumped him on prom night, all he wanted to do was slink home with his tail between his legs. But he is picked up by Helen Murphy, a hot teacher who wants revenge on her cheating husband. Watch the sparks fly between Danny and his "Prom Night Cougar!"
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