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Chapter One

Lila stepped into the university gym for her first workout of the semester, her heart racing with anticipation. She was a freshman, and after dominating high school volleyball, she had earned a spot on the college squad. That meant serious training, and after a summer spent resting and gearing up for the demands of classes, Lila was more than ready.

Her parents had always been her biggest fans, and to give her a leg up with the team, they had gifted her sessions with a personal strength and conditioning coach who trained out of the campus facility. The gym was enormous—row upon row of weights, a running track circling the perimeter, a cardio section humming with machines, mats for stretching, punching bags, a pool, even a hot tub and sauna tucked into the locker rooms. Lila’s eyes sparkled as she took it all in, already imagining herself as a serious athlete in this playground of fitness.

She knew university-level competition would push her harder than ever, and Lila was determined to meet it head-on. Not to mention, she’d heard plenty of cute guys frequented the gym, and that was a bonus she didn’t mind. She was excited to get out of the confines of her parents home, of her small town, and gain some more experience.

The locker room was quiet, the early-morning light spilling in across empty benches. Lila tucked her honey-blonde hair into a loose bun and began changing, peeling off her jeans and tee until she stood in just her underwear. She slid into snug navy shorts that hugged her toned legs, followed by a white sports bra that framed her sculpted core. Catching her reflection in the mirror, she grinned. She looked good…really good. At 5’9”, her body was lean and strong from years of athletic training, her curves subtle but enticing, skin warm and glowing. Now eighteen, Lila felt like she was stepping into the peak of herself—confident, ready, and alive.

Lacing up her crisp white sneakers, Lila made her way to the front desk, glancing around the gym as she went. A man behind the counter headed toward the back and knocked on a door. “Jordan? Your new client is here.”

A smooth female voice called back, “Give me a minute!”

Lila pulled out her phone, scrolling through social media to pass the time. She had to admit, she’d been slightly disappointed that her trainer was a woman. It sounded silly, but she had entertained the idea of a handsome, older male trainer—the kind she could flirt with, maybe even tease a little. It had been a secret little fantasy, and part of her was curious to see where that playful tension might go. But, with a woman trainer, she might be able to focus better. Less distraction.

“Hey! You must be Lila,” a voice said suddenly, snapping her out of her thoughts.

Looking up, Lila met the striking, ice-blue eyes of a confident, athletic woman, and her heart skipped a beat. “Hi! That’s me,” she said, extending her hand.

The trainer gripped it firmly, her handshake strong and assured. “I’m Jordan. Pleasure to meet you.”

“You too!” Lila said, her eyes roaming briefly over Jordan’s toned frame, a flutter of awareness running through her as their hands brushed. Jordan looked to be in her early to mid-thirties, with long, golden hair braided neatly down her back. She wore fitted black leggings and a sleek black tank top that showcased sculpted arms and powerful thighs. Lila couldn’t help but notice the confident, no-nonsense energy radiating off her. Compared to Jordan, she felt delicate, almost fragile. Lila felt her heart rate spike.

“So, you’re the volleyball player, huh?” Jordan said, appraising Lila with a sharp, professional gaze.

“That’s me,” Lila replied.

“Perfect. You look it. If you’re ready to put in the work, I’ll get you in peak shape for this season. I’ve been training athletes for years, and I played competitively myself in college. Any questions, or are you ready to get started?”

“Ready!” Lila said, maybe a little too eagerly.

“For our first session, we’ll start with a light jog around the track, then some stretching, and a basic weight circuit. The workouts will get more intense as we go, but I’ll ease you in today. Not too easy, though,” Jordan added with a wink.

Lila chuckled. “Sounds good.”

“Follow me,” Jordan said, leading her through the weight room and up the stairs to the 400-meter running track. Lila couldn’t help sneaking glances at her trainer, partly in admiration of her strength—and partly because, well… she was undeniably attractive. Lila wondered if she could look that good at thirty-five. Jordan’s stride was confident and smooth, her toned legs carrying her with power and grace, and the sway of her hips caught Lila’s attention more than she cared to admit. And her ass… it was legit perfect in those leggings.

Jordan glanced back at Lila, and the 18-year-old felt a quick blush rise to her cheeks.

“Alright, Lila, why don’t you start with a couple easy laps around the track? I’ll run with you,” Jordan said.

Lila nodded and set off at a relaxed pace, feeling her legs and hips loosen as she moved. Soon, she heard the soft rhythm of Jordan’s footsteps behind her, and suddenly she became self-conscious about every bounce and stride. She wanted to make a good impression.

After a few laps, Lila was pleasantly warm, a fine sheen of sweat on her skin, and a few stray strands of  hair clinging to her neck.

“Now we’ll do some light mobility work and stretching,” Jordan instructed.

They moved to a corner near the track, where a few mats were laid out. “Can you keep your knees straight and reach for your toes while standing?” Jordan asked.

Lila laughed softly. “Sure! I’ve got pretty good flexibility.” She bent at the waist, keeping her legs straight, fingers brushing her toes. Jordan moved around behind her, and Lila felt the intensity of her gaze, a heat creeping up her spine. She glanced over her shoulder, feeling a rush of awareness.

“Very good,” Jordan said, scanning Lila’s form with a professional eye. “You’d be surprised how many can’t do that.”

They continued for a moment before Jordan guided her to the next stretch. “Now, lie on your back with your legs extended. Grab one leg behind the knee or thigh and pull it toward your chest.”

Lila followed the instructions, lying back and bringing one leg up while the other stayed grounded. She noticed how tight her shorts rode up, outlining her curves, and felt an unexpected flush at the attention her trainer seemed to be giving. Jordan’s eyes flicked over her legs, then back up, and Lila felt her pulse quicken.

“Great. Now the other leg,” Jordan said. “Perfect.”

Standing nearby, Jordan watched Lila carefully, her gaze assessing, measuring. Each time Lila caught herself in Jordan’s line of sight, a thrill ran through her, a mix of nervousness and something warmer, more intimate.

“Jordan? How long should I hold this stretch?” she asked, breaking the moment.

“You’re done with that one. Next, we’ll do a hip mobility stretch. I’ll show you first,” Jordan said, kneeling onto a mat and getting onto her hands and knees. “Spread your knees, arch your back, and bring your chest and arms toward the floor as far as you can.” She moved with fluid control, demonstrating the position with effortless strength.

Lila’s heartbeat picked up. She studied the way Jordan held herself, the smooth curve of her back, the power in her stance. Her body reacted instinctively, a warmth pooling low in her abdomen. Thoughts flickered through her mind—Jordan’s presence was magnetic, commanding…. Sexy.

“Your turn,” Jordan said, noticing Lila’s flush. “You alright?”

“Oh! Yeah, just… warm,” Lila said, forcing a laugh, though she was acutely aware of the heat building inside her. She dropped to her mat, hands and knees, arching her back and sinking her chest toward the floor as instructed. Every movement made her pulse quicken, every stretch heightening the awareness of her own body beneath the snug workout clothes.

“That’s looking good, Lila, but try arching your back a bit more. Like this.” Jordan’s hand pressed lightly at the small of Lila’s back, guiding her posture. A jolt of awareness ran through Lila at the touch, making her inhale sharply.

“Like… like this?” Lila asked, adjusting her stance on hands and knees, her body stretching forward, hips raised.

“Perfect,” Jordan murmured, her voice low and steady. She noticed Lila’s sudden shift in energy and had to suppress a small, teasing urge to give her trainee a playful tap on the glutes—she could imagine the little noises Lila might make.

“Nice work, Lila. Now, try gently rocking your hips back and forth,” Jordan continued. “This will open the hips and help with your flexibility.”

Lila moved as instructed, feeling a slight ridiculousness in the pose, but also a satisfying release in her hip joints. After a few moments, Jordan helped her rise, and they went through a few more simple stretches before moving toward the weight area.

“Next, we’ll work on squats, then we’ll wrap up for today,” Jordan said. “I don’t want to overdo it on your first session. Have you ever done squats with a spotter?”

“Uh… no,” Lila admitted.

“No worries, I’ll show you. First, get under the bar like this,” Jordan demonstrated, resting the barbell on her shoulders. “Feet shoulder-width apart, back straight, eyes forward. Squat down until your thighs are parallel to the floor, then come back up. That’s one rep. Keep your hips slightly pushed back. Got it?”

“I think so,” Lila replied, a little nervous.

“I’ll spot you for the first few reps. Basically, I’ll stand behind you, support your waist, and help if you get stuck. Sound okay?”

Lila’s stomach fluttered. “Uh, yeah, that’s fine.”

They unloaded some weight from the bar to keep it light. Lila positioned herself as instructed and lifted the bar onto her shoulders.

“Ready?” Jordan asked.

“Mhm,” Lila replied, her heart beating a little faster.

Jordan moved behind her, close enough for Lila to feel the warmth of her body. As she began to squat, she became acutely aware of Jordan’s presence, the subtle press of her chest at Lila’s back. Each descent made Lila more conscious of the proximity, and she focused on keeping her form while feeling an unexpected rush of heat.

They completed one rep, then two, then three. Lila found herself subtly adjusting, feeling the supportive contact behind her with every motion. The final rep brought a moment of hesitation and awareness that sent a shiver through her.

“And… done! Great job, Lila,” Jordan said with a bright smile.

When Jordan stepped back, Lila felt a brief pang of disappointment before shaking her head. Focus. It’s just spotting technique. Don’t get distracted, she reminded herself, taking a deep breath and trying to steady her racing thoughts.

“Feeling good?” Jordan asked, her eyes scanning Lila’s form.

“Yeah, really good. I can really feel it in my legs and glutes,” Lila replied with a satisfied smile. And somewhere else… she thought.

“I bet,” Jordan said, her lips twitching in amusement. Her eyes raked up and down over Lila.

“So… now what?” Lila asked, looking up into Jordan’s sharp, catlike blue eyes. She wasn’t ready for the session to end.

“That’s everything we had scheduled for today. Usually after a workout, I take a quick rinse and hit the sauna. There’s one in the women’s locker room. It’s amazing for muscle recovery if you want to join,” Jordan offered casually.

Yes, I want to go, Lila thought, her heartbeat picking up. “Uh, sure. I’ll check it out.”

“Great. Don’t forget your water bottle—I’ll show you where it is. It’s usually pretty dead at this time.” Jordan began walking toward the locker rooms, her stride confident and smooth. Lila followed, acutely aware of the sway of her hips. She couldn’t help wondering if anyone else would be in there… and realized she hadn’t brought a swimsuit. A warmth pulsed low in her stomach at the thought. Does Jordan go in the sauna naked?

The women’s locker room was quiet, empty. Jordan moved toward a locker near the showers, fingers working the combination. Lila went to her own, trying to calm the flutter in her chest. She grabbed a towel, uncertain whether to undress fully in view.

When she glanced over, her breath caught. Jordan stood with her back to Lila, sliding her athletic pants down smoothly over strong, sculpted legs. A tiny black thong peeked out, clinging to her curves, giving a teasing glimpse of the shape beneath. Lila’s pulse quickened, and a rush of heat pooled low in her abdomen. She could hardly stop herself from staring.

Jordan’s top came off next, revealing a tanned, athletic back. She snagged her towel and tossed it aside, slipping her thong off with casual ease before heading to the showers. Lila’s eyes lingered, taking in the smooth lines of her trainer’s body—the strength, the curves, the confidence radiating from every movement. Holy shit.

The sound of running water snapped Lila back to herself. She was wet, her chest aching with awareness. I’m not even attracted to women… am I? she thought, shaking her head. I mean, she had only dated guys… though she had watched lesbian porn a few times. But Jordan had a pull she couldn’t explain. She reminded herself to stay grounded. Focus. You don’t even know her, and she’s probably straight. Right?

Taking a deep breath, Lila removed her top, feeling the cool air brush over her chest. She peeled off her shorts and underwear, noticing her own dampness and the fire between her legs. She glanced around—empty room, the shower running—and let a finger brush lightly over herself, a shiver running through her. No one else was in there.

Snapping herself back to control, Lila withdrew her hand, grabbed her towel, and stepped into a stall. Turning on the warm water, she let it cascade over her body, sighing softly as she focused on the soothing sensation. Stay focused. Just a rinse. Control yourself, she told herself, letting the warmth wash away the tension while her thoughts continued to linger.

Jordan’s shower stopped, and Lila heard her footsteps moving back toward the lockers. Her pulse quickened when those steps slowed just outside her curtain. For a dizzying second, she thought Jordan was going to pull it open — but then the trainer walked on. Lila’s heart dipped with disappointment.

She rinsed quickly, shut off the water, and wrapped her towel tight around her body. It barely covered her breasts and pussy, but it was better than nothing. When she stepped out, she saw Jordan doing the same, her towel hugging her curves.

“Ready for the sauna?” Jordan asked, glancing at her with a look that lingered just long enough to make Lila’s knees wobble. “It’s right over here. After, I usually rinse again in cool water — good for recovery.”

“Yep! Sounds great,” Lila managed, her voice a little too high once again.

Jordan led her around a corner and pushed open a door. A wave of humid heat spilled out. Inside, the sauna was dim and hazy, benches lining the walls. Jordan walked to the far end and sat, her towel slipping higher up her thighs as she leaned back.

Lila sat across from her, letting out a slow breath as the heat wrapped around her. The air was thick, steamy, almost intimate. She closed her eyes, then opened them again — and caught Jordan staring. Her own legs were parted a little wider than she’d meant. She didn’t move them.

“Hey, Lila?” Jordan’s voice was casual, but her eyes were sharp. “You don’t mind if I lose the towel, do you? It’s way too hot in here, and I didn’t bring a bikini. Honestly, I usually just enjoy the sauna naked. All natural.”

Lila’s cheeks burned. Jordan was asking to get naked right in front of her. Her pussy clenched hard at the thought. She swallowed and tried to sound calm. “Oh, um… no, I don’t mind. I might do the same, then. It makes sense.”

Jordan smiled, low and knowing. “Good. Just us girls in here. No creeps.”

She stood and unwrapped her towel in one fluid motion, draping it onto the bench. Lila’s breath hitched. Jordan’s big, perky breasts were bare, her nipples perky, sweat glistening across her toned stomach, dripping down toward the neat strip of dark hair above her mound. When she sat back down, her thighs spread just a little more than before.

Lila tore her gaze away before she got caught staring. She stood, tugged her own towel free, and laid it aside. The heat immediately kissed her bare skin. She could feel Jordan’s eyes raking down her petite frame, lingering on her shaved, pink pussy. Her clit throbbed under the weight of that gaze. Thank god the steam masked how wet she already was.

“Isn’t this perfect after a workout?” Jordan purred, her cat-blue eyes fixed on Lila.

“Definitely. Thanks for bringing me here.” Lila’s gaze flicked up and down Jordan’s glistening, naked body. She ached for her trainer to make a move but was too chicken to start it herself. Still, she shifted just enough to signal she was open, parting her thighs an inch wider.

“You did amazing today, honey. Really proud of you,” Jordan said softly.

“Th-thanks…” Lila stammered, her voice trembling as their eyes locked. Honey. The silence between them was heavy, electric — every inch of the sauna charged with raw sexual tension. Lila bit her lip, heat flooding her face and pussy all at once.

“You’re beautiful, Lila,” Jordan whispered. “You know that? Your body is amazing.”

Her clit pulsed hard, and she swallowed. Fuck. “Th-thanks…You are too…” she breathed, unable to hide the hunger in her tone. What is happening?

“So, tell me more about yourself,” Jordan continued, “Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, no boyfriend…”

“Girlfriend, maybe?”

“Uhm… no…”

Jordan’s eyes dipped, lingering on Lila’s swollen pink slit, then lifted again with a knowing smile. “Baby, you don’t have to be shy around me. I was like you once. I can tell what you’re feeling.”

Oh, shit. Lila’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her nipples stiff, cheeks glowing red. She’d never felt so naked, so exposed, or so turned on in her life. Jordan was so fucking sexy, and for the first time ever, Lila realized no guy on Earth could compete with this. Not with her.

“Oh…okay…” Lila didn’t know what to say. She smiled at Jordan.

Jordan leaned back against the wall, her voice dropping lower, sultry and sure. “You know what always helps me really relax after a hard workout?”

Lila’s lips parted. “Wh-what’s that?” she whispered.

“An orgasm.” Jordan’s eyes burned into her, unblinking.

A gush of heat and wetness surged between Lila’s thighs. She nearly moaned at the word alone.

“I…I bet.”

“Mhm…” Jordan’s voice curled around her like smoke. “You look like you need one, baby. You seem tense.”

Lila froze, wide-eyed, caught between fear and desperate craving. Holy fuck. Her hand twitched, falling to rest just above her mound as she squirmed in her seat. “Mhm…” was all she could manage, breathless, flustered, and achingly wet.

“Do you want some help?” Jordan said softly, “No one is in here…”

“Yess…” Lila squeaked, vaguely aware of her own voice. “I think I’d like that…”

Jordan leaned forward, elbows on her knees, never breaking eye contact. Slowly, deliberately, she slid her hand across the bench until her fingertips brushed against Lila’s bare thigh. “I can tell. I can always tell.”

Lila’s breath hitched. Oh my god. Oh my god. Her whole body shivered from that single touch. You sure fucking can, apparently, is what she wanted to say.

Jordan’s lips curved into a smirk. “See? You’re shaking already.”

“I-I can’t believe this is happening,” Lila whispered, her voice high and shaky. She instinctively spread her legs wider, her pussy glistening in the steam. “Don’t stop…Oh, shit…”

“You’d better believe it, baby,” Jordan murmured. Her hand traced higher, her nails grazing the inside of Lila’s thigh. “Because I’ve been thinking about peeling that towel off you since the second I saw you bend over on the mat.”

Lila whimpered, her nipples painfully hard, her clit throbbing. “Jordan…”

“Shh,” the trainer soothed, moving in closer, until their faces were inches apart. Her breath was hot, her eyes locked on Lila’s lips. “You want me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Lila gasped, the word tearing from her throat before she could even stop herself.

Jordan didn’t waste another second. She cupped the back of Lila’s neck, pulling her into a hungry, desperate kiss. Their lips crashed together, soft at first then harder, wetter, tongues tangling like they’d both been starving for this. Lila moaned into Jordan’s mouth, her whole body trembling.

Jordan pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips, “Fuck, you taste so sweet.”

“I can’t believe this,” Lila panted again, already grinding her hips forward, desperate for friction.

Jordan’s hand slipped between them, fingers gliding over the swollen heat of Lila’s bare pussy. The younger woman gasped, her head falling back against the wall, a broken moan spilling out. One touch, and Lila felt like she was close to cumming.

“You’re soaked,” Jordan growled, dragging two fingers slowly up and down her slippery slit. “God, baby, you’re dripping.”

“Jordan—oh my god—” Lila’s hips jerked, her body acting on instinct. Her thighs quivered as the trainer teased her, circling her clit but not yet pressing.

“You ever had another woman touch you like this before?” Jordan asked, her voice low, dirty, almost taunting.

“N-no,” Lila moaned. “Never—oh fuck—”

Jordan pressed harder, finally rolling Lila’s clit between her fingers. She cried out, her whole body jolting.

“That’s it,” Jordan whispered, eyes locked on her flushed, overwhelmed face. “Give it to me, baby. I want to see how fast I can make you cum.”

Jordan’s fingers slid higher on Lila’s thigh until they brushed against the swollen, slick heat of her pussy. Lila gasped, her whole body jolting, and then Jordan’s mouth was on hers again—hungry, rough, devouring.

Lila whimpered into the kiss, unable to help herself. Her hands reached up on instinct, grabbing at Jordan’s body, squeezing her firm waist, sliding down until she found the trainer’s perfect, muscular ass. She groped and clutched it, nails digging in, moaning as Jordan pressed her harder into the bench.

Jordan broke the kiss just long enough to murmur, “Fuck, you’re so eager,” before she lowered her head, taking Lila’s pert nipple between her lips.

“Oh…oh my… fuck…” Lila cried out, arching her back as Jordan’s tongue swirled over her hard nipple, sucking it into her mouth.

Jordan switched to the other one, sucking harder this time, her tongue rolling over it until Lila was writhing, her pussy clenching helplessly. Then Jordan’s hand slipped down, fingers spreading Lila’s lips apart, dragging slowly up her slit. Wetness coated her fingertips instantly.

Lila squirmed, moaning out, “Oh my god… oh my god…” as Jordan teased her, dipping just inside before spreading her pussy open, stroking the slick folds like she owned them.

Then Jordan pushed two fingers deep inside.

“Ahhh—!” Lila cried out, her thighs snapping shut around Jordan’s hand, her orgasm practically there already.

Jordan looked up at her, her mouth still wet from Lila’s nipple, eyes blazing. “You like that, baby? You want to cum for me?”

“Yes—fuck yes—oh please, Jordan—I’m so fucking wet—” Lila panted, smiling deliriously through the waves of arousal.

“Good,” Jordan purred, curling her fingers inside her. “Because I want to taste you.”

“Oh shit!” Lila squealed, her whole body shuddering. She can’t be serious… oh my god she is…

Jordan slid down between Lila’s spread thighs without hesitation, her strong hands hooking behind the younger woman’s knees and pushing them wide. Then her hot tongue was on her slit, licking her from bottom to top, pausing to circle her clit while her fingers pumped inside.

“Fuuuuuck,” Jordan groaned into her pussy. “You taste so goddamn sweet, baby.”

“Ohhhhhh my god—oh Jordan—please—I want to cum—I’m so close—fuckfuckfuck—”

Jordan’s tongue flicked mercilessly at her clit, faster, wetter, while her fingers plunged in and out of Lila’s dripping pussy. The 18-year-old’s head fell back against the wall, her moans echoing in the steam-filled sauna.

Then it hit her.

“Ohhhh FUCK!” Lila screamed, grinding her pussy against Jordan’s face as her orgasm tore through her. Her walls clamped down around Jordan’s fingers, her juices gushing onto the trainer’s tongue, her entire being convulsing as wave after wave ripped out of her.

“That’s it, good girl…” Jordan purred against her pussy. “Cum for me. Let it out.”

With a final shudder, Lila spasmed again, another gush flooding Jordan’s hand, her thighs shaking uncontrollably. She was on fire, overloaded, the orgasm rolling through her so intensely she almost couldn’t breathe.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck… oh my fucking god…” she sobbed, grinding harder, her clit throbbing under Jordan’s tongue.

When it finally eased, Lila slumped back against the bench, arms limp, chest heaving, eyes wide in disbelief. Her whole body glistened with sweat, her thighs sticky with cum.

Jordan sat back, wiping her wet face with a grin before licking her fingers clean. She looked down at the wrecked, trembling girl in front of her.

“How was that?” she teased, voice low and cocky. “Feeling better?”

The sauna still pulsed with heat, heavy with steam and the scent of sweat and sex. Lila slumped back against the bench, trembling, her pussy still twitching around the memory of Jordan’s fingers. She laughed. “That… Wow… I can’t… speak.”

She couldn’t fucking believe what had just happened. Her personal trainer had just given her a mind-melting orgasm in the sauna, in the middle of the women’s locker room. She felt like such a slut, but God, she fucking loved it.

Jordan slid up beside her, brushing damp hair from Lila’s flushed face, her smile slow and knowing. “I knew you needed this the second I laid eyes on you,” she murmured, thumb grazing Lila’s lip. “Don’t worry, baby. I can tell—you’re exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

Lila let out a shaky laugh, eyes wide. “I… I can’t believe this.”

Jordan kissed her softly, lingering just enough to make her heart skip. Then she pulled back, smirking. “We’d better get out of here before someone catches us. But I’m off work now…” She leaned closer, her breath hot against Lila’s ear. “And if you come to my place, baby, I can promise I’m not finished with you yet.”

Lila’s stomach flipped, her voice barely a whisper. “I’d… love to.”

They composed themselves quickly, tugging their towels back on and stepping out of the sauna. Just as they did, a couple women entered the locker room and an older lady shuffled right into the sauna.

“That was close,” Jordan chuckled under her breath, giving Lila’s ass a playful squeeze as they passed.

Lila was still trembling as she showered, the water washing over her overheated body, her mind replaying every filthy second. Afterward, they dressed, stealing glances at each other, both of them buzzing with the promise of what was coming next.

∞∞∞

The cool night air hit Lila’s flushed skin as they slipped out the gym’s side door, towels and gym bags in hand. Jordan led the way across the lot, stopping at a dark SUV tucked away in the far corner. The windows were tinted, the kind of car that promised privacy, and Lila’s pulse quickened just sliding into the passenger seat beside her. The drive was quiet but electric, every brush of Jordan’s hand on the gearshift making Lila’s thighs squeeze together.

Jordan’s apartment was only ten minutes away, a small but stylish place that smelled faintly of vanilla and cedar. Cozy, warm, and lived-in. As soon as the door clicked shut behind them, Jordan dropped her bag and turned, pinning Lila gently against the wall. Their mouths crashed together, tongues tangling, the hunger between them spilling out fast and hot.

Lila’s knees nearly gave when she tasted Jordan’s lips again, slick with heat and dominance. She wanted more—wanted to get on her knees, wanted to taste the trainer who had just undone her in the sauna—but Jordan’s hands were already in her hair, her body pressed tight. Jordan was in control, and Lila was more than ready to give herself over.

Jordan kissed her breathless, hands sliding under Lila’s shirt, palms roaming her trembling body. “Mmm… you feel so good,” she murmured against Lila’s mouth, her tongue teasing. Then she pulled back just enough to look her in the eye, her grin hungry. “I’m so wet for you, baby. Wanna taste?”

Lila’s breath hitched, her legs nearly giving. “Fuck yes…” she whispered, voice breaking with need.

Jordan smirked. “Good girl.” She grabbed Lila’s hand, guided it down over her stomach and between her legs, pressing it against the heat soaking through her leggings. The wetness was undeniable, scorching. Lila moaned, her cheeks burning, her pussy clenching.

“Fuck…” Lila gasped. She was feeling another woman’s pussy. Her hot, wet pussy. And she was going to taste it.

Jordan kissed her hard, biting her lip, then tugged her towards the couch. She peeled her leggings down in one swift move, thong sliding off with them, leaving her gloriously naked, her pussy glistening in the dim apartment light. She spread her legs and leaned back against the cushions, confident, inviting.

“On your knees, baby,” Jordan said, voice low, commanding.

Lila dropped down, heart hammering, her mouth watering at the sight of Jordan’s swollen slit. She leaned forward hesitantly, her lips brushing the slick folds, tasting the heat, the salt, the raw need.

“Mmm… that’s it,” Jordan purred, her hand threading into Lila’s hair. “Lick my pussy.”

Lila’s tongue pressed flat, dragging a long, trembling lick from Jordan’s dripping entrance to her throbbing clit. The taste exploded on her tongue—intoxicating, filthy, addictive. She moaned into her, diving back in, desperate to give Jordan the same mind-melting release she’d been given.

Jordan’s hips rolled, her grip tightening in Lila’s hair. “Fuck, yes… oh, baby, that tongue… just like that.” She gasped, head falling back, thighs squeezing Lila’s face. “You’re a natural. Don’t stop.”

Lila’s jaw ached, her tongue working harder, flicking Jordan’s swollen clit, circling, teasing, tasting every drop of her wetness. She slid a hand up Jordan’s thigh, holding her open, greedy to devour her.

“Ohhh fuck,” Jordan moaned, voice ragged, breath quickening. “God, I knew you’d be good at this… you’re making me cum already…”

The sound made Lila’s pussy gush; she doubled down, sucking Jordan’s clit into her mouth, tongue flicking mercilessly.

Jordan’s thighs shook, her body arching as she cried out, “Ohhh fuck, baby! Yes! I’m cumming—fuck!”

Her orgasm ripped through her, wetness spilling onto Lila’s tongue. Lila moaned into her, drinking her down, licking, sucking, not letting up until Jordan was trembling, gasping, utterly undone.

Finally, Jordan yanked Lila’s face up to hers, kissing her hard, tasting her own wetness on her lips. “Mmm… good girl,” she whispered against her mouth, smirking wickedly. “You have no idea how bad I want to keep you all night.”

“Then keep me.”

Jordan pulled back just long enough to smirk at Lila, her eyes dark with lust. “You’re so fucking perfect, baby,” she whispered, voice low and ragged. “Come here.”

Lila’s body practically flew across the couch, knees pressing into the cushions as Jordan guided her into position. They aligned, their wet, slick folds pressing together. Lila’s breath hitched instantly at the heat and friction.

“Ohhh… holy fuck…” Lila gasped as Jordan ground against her. “Oh my god, I… I can’t… this is…”

Jordan groaned, pinning Lila gently with one hand on her hip, keeping her close. “Shhh… I’ve got you, baby. You feel so good—so tight, so warm. You’re mine right now.” She began moving her hips in slow, steady circles, pressing her pussy hard against Lila’s, rubbing the apex of her clit against Lila’s swollen nub.

Lila’s head fell back against the couch, eyes fluttering closed. “I’m… I’m gonna… ohhhhhh… fuck…” Her body shook, drenched in sweat, slick from their previous heat. Every grind, every slide sent shockwaves straight to her brain. She felt like she was floating, suspended in pure ecstasy.

Jordan leaned closer, lips brushing Lila’s ear, her voice husky with need. “You’re such a good girl, baby… so wet for me… you feel amazing… you like this, don’t you?”

“Y-yes… oh god yes… holy fuck… I feel… I feel like I’m gonna melt…” Lila moaned, hips pressing back into Jordan, matching the rhythm instinctively. Her fingers dug into Jordan’s back, trying to anchor herself as waves of pleasure threatened to drown her.

Jordan’s grin was wicked. “Look at you… shaking like that… so beautiful. I could do this all night.” She pressed harder, grinding her hips, teasing their clits together, her fingers sliding to cup Lila’s ass, squeezing, lifting, pulling her closer.

Lila moaned, incoherent and breathless. “Ohhh… ohhh fuck… Jordan… I… I can’t… oh god… yes… yes…” Every word came out in gasps, moans, and shuddering whimpers. Her body felt electric, alive, and completely consumed by sensation.

“You like that, don’t you, baby? My pussy rubbing yours… huh?” Jordan whispered, voice dripping with lust. “You’re mine right now… mine… mine…”

“Y-yes… I’m yours… ohhh fuck… yes… yes…!” Lila’s body arched off the couch, thighs quivering, pussy throbbing, every nerve ending on fire. She felt like she was dissolving into the pleasure, every touch and rub amplified a hundredfold.

Jordan’s hips picked up, scissoring harder, faster, their bodies slick and glistening with sweat. “That’s it, baby… ride me… grind… yes… look at you… you’re perfect… so fucking perfect…” She nipped at Lila’s neck, whispering praise as her own pleasure built, muscles trembling.

Lila couldn’t form coherent words anymore. Her moans became screams, her hips moving instinctively, trying to stay in contact with Jordan’s heated, wet body. “Ohhh… ohhh god… I… I’m gonna… I’m… holy fuck… ohhhhhh!”

With a final, shuddering grind, they came together, Lila’s orgasm tearing through her like a tidal wave. Her pussy clenched around Jordan, spilling juices, her vision swimming, every nerve ending alight with bliss. Jordan followed, moaning into her shoulder, shivering, still grinding slowly as their sweaty, trembling bodies clung together.

They collapsed into each other, breathing hard, soaked, spent, and completely coated in each other’s heat.

Lila just lay there, heart hammering, body humming, unable to form words. She felt alive, euphoric, and completely addicted to Jordan’s touch.

∞∞∞

The morning light filtered softly through the blinds, casting warm stripes across the bed. Lila stirred, still tangled in the sheets, body humming from the previous night’s intensity. Every muscle ached in the best way, every nerve still alive with memory, and she couldn’t help but smile at the thought of Jordan pressed against her, slick and powerful.

Jordan was already awake, propped up on one elbow, watching Lila with a lazy, satisfied grin. “Morning, baby,” she murmured, voice low and velvety. Her fingers brushed Lila’s arm, tracing lazy patterns down to her wrist.

“Morning,” Lila whispered back, still catching her breath. She blinked, trying to process that the night before had really happened—and how every inch of her body still throbbed in memory.

Jordan chuckled softly, tilting her head. “You were incredible last night. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Lila’s cheeks warmed. “I… I can’t believe… everything…”

Jordan’s grin deepened, her gaze darkening with that familiar heat. She leaned closer, lips brushing Lila’s ear. “You know… I was thinking…” She let her fingers dance teasingly over Lila’s hip, over the damp silk of her skin. “I want to try something different with you today.”

Lila’s pulse jumped. “Different?”

“Yes, if you want,” Jordan whispered, voice low and teasing. She let her hand brush lower, a deliberate, tantalizing trail over Lila’s thigh. “Ever thought about trying… a strap-on?”

Lila’s eyes went wide, heat rushing to her cheeks. Her body tingled in anticipation and disbelief. “You… you mean… with you?”

Jordan laughed, “Duh,” then, she leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to Lila’s lips, slow and possessive. “I feel like we connected so well last night… I want to see what it’s like when I take it even further, baby. Do you want to?”

Lila’s chest heaved, her pulse pounding. “Oh… fuck… yes… I… I want to…”

Jordan smiled, wicked and confident. “Good. That’s my girl. You’re gonna make me so fucking happy, baby.” She rolled over, fingers grazing Lila’s soaked pussy, already feeling her hunger, teasing her before the real play even began.

Her grin was wicked as she sat up, reaching for the drawer at the side of the bed. Lila’s eyes followed every movement, heart hammering in her chest. Jordan pulled out a sleek strap-on, black leather with a smooth, slightly curved shaft. Her fingers traced the base, already slick and glistening, and Lila’s breath hitched. It looked so… real.

“Look at you… all soft and needy, still dripping from last night,” Jordan murmured, voice low and commanding. She shook the strap-on slightly, the base brushing against her own wet, glistening pussy, and Lila’s eyes widened. “You like watching me, don’t you? You’re so fucking hungry, baby.”

“Oh… oh god… yes…” Lila breathed, knees almost giving under her. Every nerve ending screamed, her body tingling with anticipation. She felt like she was floating, suspended between reality and a dream she couldn’t believe she was living.

Jordan slid the harness onto her hips, tightening the straps with practiced ease. The base pressed firmly against her own slick folds, grinding lightly, teasing her own clit as she adjusted it. “Mmm… feels good already… you’re gonna make me cum just from watching you,” she purred. Her hips rolled slightly, pressing the strap-on harder against her own wetness, and Lila’s knees buckled.

“Holy… fuck…” Lila whispered, hands gripping the sheets, eyes wide and unfocused. Her breath came in ragged gasps, body practically vibrating with need. “I… I can’t… I… ohhh…”

Jordan crawled toward her, hips swaying, hands sliding over Lila’s trembling thighs. “You’re mine right now, baby… mine… and I’m gonna take you so fucking hard, you’re not even gonna know your own name.” She pressed the tip of the strap-on to Lila’s slick folds, teasing the opening, dragging the base slowly over her clit before she whispered, “You feel how hard I am for you? You feel how wet you make me, baby?”

Lila shuddered, mouth slightly open, eyes glassy. “Oh… ohhh fuck… yes… yes… please… Jordan…” Her whole body was taut, buzzing, every nerve alive, every inch of her screaming for the contact. She could barely process that this was real.

Jordan laughed softly, low and sultry, pressing the strap-on just a whisper inside Lila. “That’s it, baby… you’re perfect. So fucking tight, so warm… you feel amazing.” She rolled her hips slightly, pressing the base into Lila’s clit, grinding both of them, and Lila moaned, a high, breathless sound that echoed around the small apartment.

“Ohhh… holy fuck… I… I can’t… oh my god… Jordan… yes… yes…” Lila’s hands tangled in Jordan’s hair, tugging her closer, rocking her hips to match the teasing grind. Every motion, every press of the strap-on into her, sent jolts of electricity straight to her core, her mind melting in waves of bliss.

Jordan’s voice was everywhere at once, teasing, praising, commanding. “Such a good girl, baby… so wet, so fucking perfect… ride me…” She ground harder, rolling the base against Lila’s clit, thrusting gently, making Lila tremble, moan, and nearly collapse under the sensation.

Lila was lost—utterly, completely lost. “Ohhh… ohhh… yes…Jordan… holy… fuck… I’m gonna… ohhh god…” Her back arched, pussy clenching, every stroke, every press of the strap-on grinding her into absolute ecstasy. Her mind felt like molten sugar, soft and burning, floating somewhere between delirium and bliss.

Jordan leaned down, pressing her mouth to Lila’s ear, whispering, “You’re mine… all mine… let go for me…”

And Lila did. She let go. Every ounce of control, every rational thought, dissolved as waves of orgasm ripped through her body. Her pussy clenched hard against the strap-on, juices spilling, every nerve firing, every muscle trembling. “Ohhh… fuck… yes… Jordan… ohhhh!”

Jordan’s hands roamed her body, pressing her closer, grinding again and again, bringing them both to a sweat-soaked, gasping, shuddering crescendo. Lila’s mind went blank, floating in a dreamworld of pure, overwhelming pleasure, utterly consumed by Jordan’s dominance and the ecstasy they were sharing.

When it was over, they both slumped against each other, bodies slick with sweat, sticky with shared juices, breathing heavy and shallow. Lila’s head rested against Jordan’s shoulder, heart pounding, still riding the aftershocks of the orgasmic chaos they’d just unleashed. Every inch of her tingled, her body humming with overstimulation and bliss.

Jordan’s arm circled Lila’s waist, holding her close. She pressed a soft kiss to the top of Lila’s head, brushing damp strands of hair from her flushed face. “You did so good,” she murmured, voice low and warm. “I knew you needed this the second I saw you at the gym. You’ve got no idea how much I wanted to show you… how good you’d be for me.”

Lila let out a shaky laugh, still breathless. “I… I can’t believe any of this. You’re… crazy! Wow, Jordan. I… I’ve never felt anything like that in my life.”

Jordan chuckled, leaning back slightly, both of them collapsing fully onto the couch in a tangle of limbs. “Oh, you’re crazy too, baby. And don’t worry… you’re mine now.” She stroked Lila’s hair, trailing a finger lightly down her spine, teasing, gentle. “I can tell already… you’re gonna be so much fun to train.”

Lila blushed, still riding the afterglow, a small, content smile tugging at her lips. “Training… right,” she whispered, voice soft and giggling. “You mean… working out?”

Jordan’s grin was wicked, but warm. “Oh, yes… working out. But you’re going to need… many more sessions, baby. And I think we both know those sessions are going to be… very hands-on.” She nudged Lila with her hip, teasing, playful, letting the weight of the moment be hot and heavy but light at the same time.

Lila rolled slightly, propping herself on one elbow, eyes sparkling despite the sticky sheen of sweat. “I… I think I can handle that,” she said, voice low and teasing, her fingers brushing across Jordan’s arm. “If the coach is… uh… very encouraging.”

Jordan laughed, a warm, low sound that rumbled through her chest. “Oh, I’ll be more than encouraging. You’re only getting started, and trust me… we’re going to have a lot of fun together.” She tugged Lila closer again, their bodies pressing, sticky and warm, hearts still racing, but the tension replaced with laughter and a sense of intimacy that left them both grinning like fools.

For a few quiet minutes, they just lay there, sweaty, sticky, utterly exhausted, and completely content in the chaos they’d created. Lila felt a rare lightness, a freedom in surrendering to Jordan’s dominance, but also a strange sense of safety, of belonging.

Jordan finally shifted slightly, brushing a damp lock of hair from Lila’s face and pressing a soft, lingering kiss to her lips. “Come on,” she murmured, voice teasing. “Let’s get cleaned up before the real world catches up to us.”

Lila groaned softly, still wrapped in the haze of heat and pleasure, but she let Jordan guide her to the bathroom. The warm water of the shower rinsed away the sweat and sticky evidence of their morning, and even under the gentle spray, the tension between them didn’t fade. Fingers brushed, hips nudged, playful teasing with every step, small sparks of laughter punctuating the intimacy.

Wrapped in towels afterward, Jordan pulled Lila close again on the couch, holding her tight. “You did amazing today,” she said softly, voice almost reverent.

Lila smiled, heart still pounding, warmth still buzzing through her veins. “Thanks…she whispered, brushing her hand over Jordan’s arm, a gentle, teasing touch that made Jordan grin. “I think that was one of the best nights of my life,” she murmured, a shiver of anticipation running through her.

Jordan chuckled, tightening her arms around Lila.

“Me too,” Jordan said, smirking. Their eyes met, mischievous and heated, and for the first time since meeting, Lila felt a rush of certainty: this was more than just a workout. This was the start of something dangerously addictive, fun, and entirely their own.

They collapsed back onto the couch, tangled, sticky, warm, utterly content. Laughter and soft kisses punctuated the quiet aftermath, and for Lila, it was a rare, dizzying feeling—freedom, excitement, and safety all at once. Jordan held her close, and for the first time in a long while, Lila felt completely, perfectly… at home.

The afternoon stretched lazily around them, and though nothing more needed to be said, both knew the playful, scorching energy between them was just the getting started. Many more sessions awaited, and for both, the promise of it was enough to make the future feel bright, exciting, and absolutely theirs.

Jordan and Lila lived happily ever after…

The End!
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