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Chapter 1

A Gym Membership

I never thought joining a gym would change my life.

It started simply enough — just another New Year’s resolution, another attempt to reclaim some part of myself that motherhood had buried under diaper changes and school runs. After two kids in four years, my body didn’t feel like mine anymore. My breasts, once perky and sensitive enough that Ethan couldn’t keep his hands off them, now sagged against my chest. The softness around my middle refused to budge no matter how many mommy-and-me yoga classes I dragged myself to. My sex drive had dwindled to a once-a-month obligation that left me feeling more relieved than satisfied when it was over.

“You’re still beautiful,” Ethan would tell me, but he wasn’t exactly tearing my clothes off anymore either. The truth was, I didn’t feel sexy, and that was affecting everything.

So I joined Elite Fitness, drawn by the promise of “personalized training programs” and “state-of-the-art equipment.” The membership fee made me gulp, but I figured it was an investment in myself. Something just for me, not for the kids or the house or my part-time bookkeeping job. Just for Lauren.

That’s where I met Darius.

I’ll never forget my first impression of him. He was standing near the front desk when I checked in, clipboard in hand, talking to another staff member. Even from across the lobby, he commanded attention — tall, easily six-foot-four, with shoulders that strained against his fitted black trainer’s shirt. His skin was a deep, rich brown that seemed to glow under the gym’s fluorescent lights. When he turned, I noticed the short beard framing his strong jaw and the way his dark eyes scanned the room with casual authority.

“Lauren Ellis?” he called out as I finished at the check-in counter.

I turned, surprised he knew my name already. “That’s me.”

“I’m Darius. I’ll be your orientation trainer today.” He extended a hand, and when I took it, mine disappeared completely in his large palm. The contrast between our skin was startling — his so dark against my pale, freckled forearm. “Ready to see what you’re working with?”

I laughed nervously, immediately feeling self-conscious in my baggy sweatpants and oversized college t-shirt. “I’m not sure ‘working with’ is the right term for what I’ve got going on here.”

His eyes traveled over me in a way that made my cheeks flush, not leering but assessing, like a sculptor studying a block of marble. “We’ll figure it out. Follow me.”

As we walked through the gym, I couldn’t help but notice how other women — and some men — watched him. There was an energy around him, a confidence that filled the space. He introduced me to different equipment, explained the membership benefits, and finally led me to a small room marked “Assessment.”

“This is where we start,” he said, closing the door behind us. “I need to get a baseline of your fitness level, see where we’re at.”

“What does that involve?” I asked, suddenly nervous in the enclosed space with him.

“Just some measurements, a few simple exercises. Nothing too strenuous.” He gestured to a scale in the corner. “Weight first, then we’ll do measurements.”

I stepped on the scale, feeling oddly exposed as he noted the number on his clipboard.

“One-forty-eight,” he said neutrally. “Now if you could remove your shoes and stand against the wall over there, I’ll get your height.”

I complied, watching as he pulled out a measuring tape. His fingers brushed my shoulder as he positioned me, and I felt an unexpected warmth spread through my body at his touch. What was wrong with me? I hadn’t reacted to a man’s touch like that since... well, since before I’d married Ethan.

“Five-foot-five,” he noted. “Now I need to take some body measurements. Is that okay?”

I hesitated. “You mean...?”

“Just your waist, hips, and bust,” he said smoothly. “It helps us track progress. I can have a female trainer do it if you’d be more comfortable.”

“No, that’s fine,” I said quickly, not wanting to seem difficult. “You’re the professional.”

I lifted my arms as he wrapped the measuring tape around my waist, his knuckles grazing the softness of my stomach. I sucked in automatically, embarrassed by the extra padding there.

“No need to do that,” he said, his breath warm against my ear. “I need accurate measurements.”

I forced myself to relax as he moved behind me, wrapping the tape around my hips. His hands were gentle but firm as he positioned it correctly.

“Forty inches,” he noted. “Now for the bust. Do you mind removing your sweatshirt?”

I felt a flutter of panic. I was wearing just a thin bralette underneath, nothing fancy or supportive. “Um...”

“Or I can measure over the shirt,” he offered, though something in his tone suggested he preferred otherwise.

“No, it’s fine,” I said, pulling the sweatshirt over my head and immediately crossing my arms over my chest. “Just... let’s get it over with.”

He approached me, and I could feel his eyes on my barely-contained breasts. The bralette was thin enough that my nipples, always sensitive, were visibly pressing against the fabric in the cool room.

“I need you to lower your arms,” he said softly.

Reluctantly, I dropped them to my sides, my face burning with embarrassment as he wrapped the tape measure around my chest. His knuckles brushed against the underside of my breasts, and I felt an involuntary shiver run through me.

“Thirty-eight inches,” he said, stepping back and making a note. “You’ve got a great foundation to work with here, Lauren.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled, quickly pulling my sweatshirt back on.

“Now for the physical assessment,” he continued, gesturing to the center of the room where there was an exercise mat. “I just need you to show me what you can do. Let’s start with some basic movements.”

For the next twenty minutes, I followed his instructions — squats, lunges, modified push-ups against the wall. With each exercise, he corrected my form with light touches to my waist, hips, or shoulders. Each point of contact seemed to send electricity through my body, awakening sensations I’d thought long dormant.

“Your glutes aren’t activating properly,” he said during the squats, his hand resting on my lower back. “You need to sit back more, like you’re about to sit in a chair that’s too far behind you.”

I tried to adjust, feeling his hand slide down to the curve of my ass. “Like this?”

“Getting there,” he said, his voice closer now. “Let me show you.”

Before I could react, he moved behind me, his chest against my back as he placed his hands on my hips. “Feel how I’m guiding you back? Your weight should be in your heels.”

I was acutely aware of his body against mine — the solid wall of muscle, the subtle scent of his cologne, the heat radiating from him. My breath caught in my throat as he guided me through another squat, his grip firm but not inappropriate.

“See?” he said, his mouth near my ear. “You can feel the difference, right?”

“Yes,” I whispered, suddenly realizing I was breathing heavily for reasons that had nothing to do with physical exertion.

“Good,” he said, stepping back. “Let’s try a few more on your own.”

When the assessment was finally over, I was relieved and strangely disappointed when he put professional distance between us again.

“Based on what I’ve seen,” he said, making final notes on his clipboard, “I’d recommend starting with three sessions per week. Focus on building core strength and overall conditioning before we move to more targeted work.”

“That sounds good,” I said, still feeling flustered from the physical contact during our exercises.

“Great. I have an opening on Tuesday and Thursday mornings at 9:30, and Saturday afternoons at 2:00. Does that work for you?”

I mentally checked my schedule. The kids would be at preschool Tuesday and Thursday, and Ethan usually took them to his parents on Saturday afternoons so I could have some “me time.” Perfect.

“I’ll take it,” I said.

“Excellent.” He finally looked up from his clipboard, his dark eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my stomach flutter. “I think we’re going to see great results together, Lauren.”

As I left the gym that day, I told myself the butterflies in my stomach were just excitement about finally taking steps to improve myself. I ignored the nagging voice in my head that suggested it might have had more to do with the way Darius’s hands had felt on my body, or the image of his strong arms that seemed burned into my memory.

It was just a gym membership, after all. Nothing was going to change.

I was so wrong.


Chapter 2

The First Session

Our first official training session was three days later, and I spent the entire time between the assessment and that appointment alternating between looking forward to it and feeling guilty for looking forward to it. I hadn’t mentioned Darius specifically to Ethan — just that I’d joined a gym and would be going three times a week.

“That’s great, babe,” Ethan had said over dinner, barely looking up from his phone. “The membership came out of our savings?”

“It’s an investment,” I’d replied defensively, watching him absently scroll through work emails while our two-year-old threw spaghetti onto the floor. “I need to do something for myself.”

“You deserve it,” he said automatically, but there was no real enthusiasm in his voice.

On Tuesday morning, I dropped the kids off at preschool with uncharacteristic eagerness, driving to the gym with music blaring — something I hadn’t done in years. In the locker room, I changed into workout clothes I’d bought specifically for this new endeavor — leggings that were tighter than I was used to and a sports top that showed more cleavage than I typically displayed in public. As I looked in the mirror, I felt simultaneously self-conscious and excited.

“You’re just going to work out,” I told my reflection sternly. “Nothing else.”

Darius was waiting for me in the same assessment room where we’d met before, looking even more imposing in workout gear that hugged every muscle. His eyes traveled over my new outfit with unmistakable appreciation.

“Ready to work, Lauren?” he asked, his voice carrying a hint of something that made my stomach clench.

“I’m ready,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

“Good. We’re going to start with some dynamic stretching, then move into a circuit I’ve designed for you.” He gestured to the mat on the floor. “Let’s begin with arm circles and leg swings to warm up.”

I followed his instructions, feeling his eyes on me as I moved through the stretches. There was something both clinical and intensely personal about the way he watched me — like he was studying every inch of my body with professional detachment while also seeing right through my clothes.

“Your flexibility isn’t bad,” he noted, stepping closer to demonstrate a deeper hamstring stretch. “But we can improve it. Like this.”

He moved behind me, placing one hand on my lower back and gently pressing down as I bent forward. “Let your arms hang loose. Breathe into the stretch.”

I felt the pressure of his hand, warm and firm through the thin material of my top. When I didn’t go as deep as he wanted, his other hand moved to my hip, guiding me further.

“There you go,” he murmured, his body close enough that I could feel heat radiating from him. “Hold that for ten seconds.”

I counted in my head, acutely aware of how his thumb was nearly touching the side of my breast, how his other hand had slipped slightly lower on my hip. This was crossing a line, wasn’t it? But it felt so good — the stretch, the pressure, the attention to my body after years of feeling invisible.

When I straightened up, his hands slid away, leaving trails of heat on my skin.

“Good,” he said, stepping back. “Now let’s move to the circuit.”

For the next hour, he put me through a series of exercises — squats, lunges, modified burpees, resistance band work. With each exercise, he provided hands-on correction, adjusting my form with touches that lingered just a second longer than necessary.

“You’re tensing your shoulders during the lunges,” he said, moving behind me and placing his hands on my traps. “Relax into it. Let me help.”

His thumbs pressed into the tight muscles at the base of my neck, and I couldn’t suppress a small moan at the relief. Immediately, I flushed, embarrassed by the sound that had escaped me.

“Right there, huh?” he said, his voice dropping lower. “You carry a lot of tension here.”

“It’s... the kids,” I stammered, trying to explain away my reaction.

“I understand,” he said, but his hands continued their work, kneading the tightness in my shoulders. “Moms never get a break, do they?”

His empathy was disarming. I found myself leaning slightly back into his touch, craving more of the pressure that was melting away knots I hadn’t even realized were there.

When he finally stepped away, I felt almost dizzy from the mix of physical exertion and something else — something warm and liquid pooling low in my belly.

“The circuit is done for today,” he said, consulting his watch. “We’ll finish with some core work and stretching.”

He guided me through planks and crunches, his hand occasionally resting on my stomach to “make sure I was engaging the right muscles.” Each touch sent jolts of awareness through me, awakening parts of my body that had been dormant for so long I’d almost forgotten they existed.

As we moved to the final stretches, he had me lie on my back, bringing one knee to my chest.

“Hold this,” he instructed, placing his hand over mine on my knee. “Let’s deepen the stretch.”

He pressed gently, his large hand covering mine completely. I could feel the calluses on his palm from years of lifting weights, the strength in his fingers. When he shifted to the other leg, his knuckles brushed against my inner thigh, and I gasped softly.

“Too much?” he asked, but his eyes held a knowing glint that suggested he knew exactly what he was doing.

“No,” I breathed, not wanting him to stop. “It’s fine.”

“Good,” he said, his voice huskier than before. “You’re making excellent progress for your first session.”

As we finished, he helped me up from the mat, his hand gripping mine longer than necessary. When our session ended, I felt simultaneously exhausted and energized — my muscles trembling with fatigue but my body humming with a different kind of energy.

“You did great today, Lauren,” he said as we walked toward the locker room. “I can already see improvements in your form.”

“Thank you,” I replied, trying to ignore the flutter of pleasure his praise caused.

“I’ll see you Thursday,” he said at the door. “Try to do some light stretching tomorrow if you’re sore.”

I nodded, unable to meet his intense gaze for too long. As I changed back into my regular clothes, I noticed with a mixture of shock and shame that my underwear was damp with arousal. I hadn’t been this turned on in years — certainly not from a workout.


Chapter 3

Fantasy

That night, when Ethan reached for me in bed, I responded with an enthusiasm that surprised us both. As he kissed me, his hand moving to my breast, I closed my eyes and imagined darker skin against mine, larger hands exploring my body.

“Someone’s in a good mood,” Ethan murmured against my neck, his fingers slipping beneath my panties.

I arched into his touch, but couldn’t help comparing his slender fingers to Darius’s thick, strong ones. When Ethan entered me, I stifled a sigh of disappointment at the familiar inadequacy of his size and stamina. Within minutes of his jackhammering, he was finished, rolling off me with a satisfied grunt while I lay staring at the ceiling, still aching with unfulfilled need.

“That was nice,” he said sleepily, already drifting toward sleep.

“Nice,” I echoed hollowly, my mind replaying every moment of Darius’s hands on my body during our training session. I slipped my own hand between my legs after Ethan’s breathing evened out, touching myself with desperate urgency as I imagined what might happen if Darius’s professional boundaries ever slipped completely.

I slid my hand beneath the waistband of my panties, gasping at how wet I still was. My fingers found my clit, already swollen and sensitive from earlier. I tried to keep quiet, not wanting to wake Ethan, but as my arousal built, soft whimpers escaped my throat.

In my mind, it was Darius touching me — his strong hands replacing mine, his dark skin a stark contrast against my pale thighs. I imagined him peeling off my leggings and panties, spreading my legs wide to admire the soft brown curls that covered my sex. Ethan preferred me shaved bare, but I’d let the hair grow back over the past year — too tired to maintain the constant grooming he wanted.

“Beautiful,” I imagined Darius saying, his voice deep and approving as he traced his fingers through my pubic hair. “Natural women turn me on.”

The fantasy made me bolder, my fingers slipping lower to circle my entrance, collecting the moisture there before returning to my clit. In my mind, Darius was leaning over me, his muscular body blocking out everything else as he lowered his head between my thighs.

I arched off the bed, pressing harder against my hand as I imagined his tongue replacing my fingers, lapping at my pussy with long, deliberate strokes. The thought of his ochre head buried between my snow-colored thighs, the contrast so vivid and wrong and exciting, pushed me closer to the edge.

“Fuck,” I whispered into the darkness, the forbidden nature of my fantasy only heightening my arousal. I was thinking of another man while lying next to my husband — a Black man, no less, when I’d never even fantasized about that before. The shame should have stopped me, but instead it burned hotter, fueling the fire building inside me.

My free hand moved to my breast under my nightshirt, squeezing the soft flesh as I imagined Darius’s mouth closing around my nipple. In reality, my breasts had lost some of their perkiness after breastfeeding two children, but in my fantasy, he worshipped them — licking and sucking with unrestrained appreciation.

As my orgasm approached, the fantasy intensified — Darius rising above me, his body hard and powerful as he positioned himself between my legs. In my mind, he was huge — thick and long in a way that made my eyes widen even in imagination. The thought of being stretched by him, filled completely for the first time in my life, was what finally pushed me over the edge.

I came with a muffled cry, clenching around my own fingers as waves of pleasure washed through me. It was stronger than any orgasm I’d had in years, leaving me trembling and breathless. As the sensations subsided, reality crashed back in — the soft snores of my husband beside me, the familiar ceiling above me, the sticky wetness between my thighs.

“What are you doing?” I whispered to myself, pulling my hand from my panties with shame. “You’re married. You have children.”

But as I turned onto my side, away from Ethan, I couldn’t help but wonder how many more sessions with Darius I could endure before my fantasies became reality. The thought should have frightened me, but instead, a fresh wave of arousal stirred low in my belly as I drifted off to sleep.

I was playing with fire, and deep down, I didn’t want to stop.


Chapter 4

Forbidden

The days between my first and second training session passed in a haze of domestic routine and secret longing. I found myself checking the clock constantly, counting down the hours until Thursday morning when I would see Darius again. At night, I lay next to my sleeping husband, replaying every touch, every correction, every moment of eye contact from our session together.

On Wednesday evening, as I was giving the kids their bath, Ethan came into the bathroom looking unusually thoughtful.

“So how’s the gym going?” he asked, leaning against the doorframe. “You seem... different this week. More energetic.”

“It’s good,” I said, keeping my eyes on our youngest who was splashing water everywhere. “The trainer is really knowledgeable.”

“Trainer?” Ethan’s eyebrows raised slightly. “I thought you were just using the gym on your own.”

“They offer a free orientation with a personal trainer,” I explained quickly, rinsing soap from our daughter’s hair. “Just to show you how to use the equipment properly.”

“And this trainer is working with you regularly?”

“Just for the first few weeks,” I said, avoiding his gaze. “To make sure I have good form and don’t hurt myself.”

“That makes sense,” he said, but there was something in his tone that made me glance up at him. He was studying me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he shook his head, smiling. “Just glad you’re enjoying it. You seem more... alive lately.”

If only you knew, I thought guiltily, turning back to the kids. If only you could see the way I’m obsessing over another man, it felt like a schoolyard crush, a small flame that kept me lit at all times.

That night, Ethan made a rare move to initiate sex after the children were asleep. As he kissed my neck and slid his hand under my nightgown, I tried to lose myself in the moment, but my mind kept drifting to fantasies of Darius — his strength, his confidence, the way his hands felt on my body.

When Ethan entered me, I closed my eyes and pretended it was someone else — someone bigger, stronger, more commanding. The fantasy worked better than it should have, and I found myself responding with an enthusiasm that clearly pleased my husband.

“Wow,” he gasped, thrusting into me with renewed vigor. “Whatever they’re doing at that gym, keep it up.”

I bit my lip to keep from laughing at the irony, focusing instead on the image of Darius above me, his skin glistening with sweat as he moved inside me with powerful, controlled strokes. In my fantasy, he was whispering filthy things in my ear — things Ethan would never say, things I barely dared think.

“You’re mine now,” imaginary Darius growled. “This tight white pussy belongs to me.”

The forbidden nature of the thought, the racial dynamics I’d never even considered before, sent a jolt of shame and arousal through me. I came suddenly, clenching around my husband’s inadequate cock while imagining being filled completely by something much larger.

Ethan followed moments later, collapsing onto me with a satisfied sigh. “That was amazing,” he murmured against my neck.

“Yeah,” I agreed, feeling a complicated mix of guilt and satisfaction. As he rolled off me and drifted toward sleep, I lay awake, staring at the ceiling and wondering what tomorrow’s session would bring.


Chapter 5

Better Form

Thursday morning couldn’t come soon enough. I dropped the kids off at preschool with uncharacteristic haste, nearly speeding to the gym. In the locker room, I changed into my workout clothes with trembling hands, my body already anticipating Darius’s touch.

When I entered the assessment room, he was already there, writing something on a whiteboard in the corner. He turned when he heard me enter, his face breaking into a smile that made my stomach flip.

“Lauren,” he said, his eyes sweeping over my body in a way that felt both professional and deeply personal. “Ready for day two?”

“Absolutely,” I replied, trying to match his confident tone.

“Good. I’ve been thinking about your form during some of the exercises yesterday,” he said, moving closer. “I want to focus on your glutes and hamstrings today — they’re key for overall strength and posture.”

I nodded, trying to focus on his words rather than the proximity of his body or the scent of his cologne that made me want to lean in closer.

“We’ll start with warm-ups,” he continued, gesturing to the mat. “Same as last time, but I’m going to adjust some of the stretches based on what I observed.”

The warm-up passed in a blur of touches and corrections, his hands lingering on my body just long enough to be memorable but not quite inappropriate. When we moved to the main workout, however, the intensity increased.

“Today we’re doing Romanian deadlifts,” he explained, demonstrating the movement with perfect form. “It’s great for hamstrings and glutes, but form is crucial to avoid injury.”

He handed me a pair of light dumbbells and positioned himself behind me as I attempted the exercise.

“Feet hip-width apart,” he instructed, his hands on my hips. “Slight bend in the knees, then hinge at the hips.”

As I bent forward, his hands slid from my hips to my lower back, guiding the movement. When I reached the bottom position, I felt him step closer, his thighs nearly touching mine.

“Good,” he said, his voice lower than before. “Now squeeze your glutes as you come up.”

I did as instructed, pressing back slightly as I returned to standing position. My ass brushed against the front of his shorts, and I froze, suddenly aware of what I had felt there — something undeniably hard and substantial.

Darius didn’t pull away. Instead, his hands remained on my hips as he said, “Again. Same movement.”

My heart pounded in my chest as I repeated the exercise, this time deliberately pressing back more firmly against him. The contact was brief but unmistakable — he was aroused, and from his size even through his workout clothes, he was significantly larger than my husband.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his breath warm against my neck. “You’re getting the hang of it.”

We continued with several more repetitions, each one a delicate dance of denial and acknowledgement. Neither of us commented on the obvious erection pressing against my ass, but it was there — a third presence in the room, growing more insistent with each passing minute.

When we finally moved on to other exercises, the tension remained, crackling between us like static electricity. Every touch seemed charged with meaning, every correction an excuse for prolonged contact.

During a set of glute bridges, with my hips raised off the mat, he knelt beside me and placed his hand on my stomach. “Keep your core engaged,” he instructed, his fingers splaying across my abdomen.

I struggled to follow his directions, hyperaware of his proximity and the way his eyes kept flicking from my face to where my breasts strained against my sports top.

“Your form is improving,” he said, his thumb tracing a small circle just below my navel. “But I think we need to increase the resistance.”

He moved away briefly, returning with a heavier dumbbell which he placed across my hips. The weight pressed down, making me more aware than ever of the space between my legs.

“Hold this position,” he directed, his hands moving to adjust the placement of the weight. “Ten seconds.”

I counted silently in my head, his hands so close to the most sensitive part of me that I could feel heat radiating from them. When I finally lowered my hips, his hands remained on my body for a moment longer than necessary.

“Good,” he said, his voice husky. “Let’s move to the next exercise.”

The rest of the session passed in a similar haze of barely-contained desire. Each exercise became an opportunity for him to touch me, to position my body, to demonstrate proper form with his hands guiding mine. By the time we reached the cool-down stretches, I was practically trembling with need.

“Let’s finish with a deep hip flexor stretch,” he said, having me kneel on the mat with one foot forward in a lunge position. “I’ll help you deepen it.”

He knelt behind me, his chest against my back as he placed his hands on my hips. “Lean forward,” he instructed, gently pressing me down.

As I stretched, I could feel every inch of him against me — his solid chest, his muscular thighs, and most damningly, the still-hard evidence of his desire pressed against my ass. This time, he didn’t pretend it wasn’t happening. Instead, his grip on my hips tightened slightly as he ground against me in the barest hint of a thrust.

I gasped, shocked but not unwilling. My body responded instantly, a rush of wetness between my thighs that I prayed wouldn’t be visible through my leggings.

“Darius,” I whispered, not sure if I was protesting or encouraging.

“You feel that?” he murmured in my ear, his voice low and intimate. “That’s what a real workout should feel like.”

His meaning was unmistakable, and the crude comparison to my husband sent a jolt of shame and excitement through me. I should have been offended, should have pushed him away and reported him to the gym management. Instead, I found myself pressing back against him, silently acknowledging what we both wanted.

The moment stretched, tense and delicious, before he finally released me and stood up. My legs felt unsteady as I rose to face him, my cheeks burning with a mixture of arousal and embarrassment.

“Same time Tuesday?” he asked, his professional mask slipping back into place as if nothing had happened.

I nodded, unable to trust my voice. As I gathered my things to leave, he stopped me with a hand on my arm.

“Lauren,” he said, his eyes intense as they met mine. “You’re doing great. I’m proud of how hard you’re working.”

The praise, combined with the lingering touch of his hand on my arm, sent a final shiver through me. “Thank you,” I managed, before fleeing to the safety of the locker room.

In the shower, I leaned against the cool tiles, the water cascading over my heated skin. My hand moved between my legs almost without conscious thought, finding my swollen clit with practiced ease. As I touched myself, memories of Darius’s hands, his body pressed against mine, his obvious arousal flooded my mind.

I came quickly, biting my lip to stifle a moan that would surely have drawn attention in the quiet locker room. The orgasm left me shaking and more confused than ever. What was happening to me? This wasn’t who I was — I was a wife, a mother, a respectable member of the community. I didn’t cheat. I didn’t fantasize about other men, especially not with such explicit, forbidden details.

But as I dried off and dressed to return home, I knew with sinking certainty that I would be back on Tuesday, and every session after that until this simmering tension between us boiled over into something undeniable.


Chapter 6

Something Different

The weekend passed in a fog of domestic duties and restless nights. Ethan noticed my distraction but attributed it to fatigue from my new workout routine. On Saturday night, after putting the kids to bed, he suggested we watch a movie together.

“You’ve been working so hard at the gym,” he said, pulling me close on the couch. “Why don’t we have some relaxing couple time?”

I felt a pang of guilt as I snuggled against him. Here was my loving husband, trying to connect with me, while my thoughts kept drifting to another man. To make matters worse, my body remained in a state of constant arousal from my session with Darius, making even Ethan’s innocent touch feel charged with possibility.

Halfway through the movie, his hand began to wander, sliding under my shirt to cup my breast. I suppressed a sigh, knowing where this would lead — to the usual unsatisfying encounter that left me wanting more.

But tonight, something shifted. Instead of passively accepting his advances, I found myself taking control. I straddled him on the couch, grinding down against his growing erection with deliberate movements.

“Whoa,” he laughed, surprised by my aggressiveness. “Not that I’m complaining, but what’s gotten into you?”

“Missed you,” I lied, leaning down to kiss him deeply as I continued to move against him. In my mind, it wasn’t Ethan beneath me but Darius — his powerful body, his confident hands on my hips.

When I couldn’t stand the teasing anymore, I stood up and stripped off my leggings and panties in one smooth motion. Ethan’s eyes widened at my boldness, his hands immediately reaching for me.

“I want to try something different,” I said, pushing him back against the couch. “Just... let me.”

I positioned myself above him, guiding him inside me with my hand. As he entered, I closed my eyes and pretended he was thicker, longer — that he filled me completely the way I imagined Darius would. The fantasy worked better than I expected, and soon I was riding him with abandon, chasing the pleasure I knew only my imagination could provide.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Ethan gasped, his hands gripping my hips. “You’re so wet.”

The thought that he could feel how aroused I was from another man should have shamed me, but instead it fueled my excitement. I increased my pace, my breasts bouncing with each movement as I chased an orgasm that remained just out of reach.

“Touch yourself,” I commanded, something I’d never said to him before. “I want to watch.”

Ethan’s eyes widened further, but he complied, moving one hand to where we were joined. The sight of him pleasuring himself while inside me pushed me closer to the edge.

“Tell me what you’re thinking about,” I demanded, my voice breathy.

“I... I’m thinking about you,” he stammered, clearly thrown by my uncharacteristic dominance.

“No,” I said sharply, leaning forward so my face was close to his. “Tell me the truth. What really turns you on?”

He hesitated, his eyes flickering with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Sometimes... sometimes I think about watching you with someone else,” he admitted quietly.

The confession shocked me to my core. Ethan had never expressed any interest in such things before, and I wasn’t sure how to respond. But in that moment, it was exactly what I needed to push me over the edge.

“Like who?” I pressed, still moving on him. “Who would you want to see me with?”

His face flushed with embarrassment, but he answered, “Someone... bigger than me. Someone who could... satisfy you properly. I know I haven’t been able to... I’ve never been great at sex.”

The words, so close to my own thoughts about Darius, sent a thrill through me. “Would you like that?” I purred, riding him harder. “Watching me get fucked by a real man?”

Ethan’s eyes squeezed shut, his hips bucking up to meet me as he groaned. The combination of his fantasy and my movements brought him to climax, his hands gripping my thighs tightly as he came inside me.

I continued moving on him, chasing my own release, but it remained elusive. When I finally gave up and climbed off him, he looked at me with a mixture of satisfaction and concern.

“That was... intense,” he said, reaching for me. “Are you okay?”

“Fine,” I lied, cuddling against him despite the lingering frustration between my legs. “Just needed that.”

As Ethan drifted off to sleep later that night, my mind raced with what he had revealed. Was it possible he sensed something was happening with Darius? Or was this just a coincidence — his own insecurities manifesting as a fantasy that happened to align with my reality?

Whatever the case, his admission had opened a door in my mind that I wasn’t sure could be closed again. The idea of Ethan watching while another man — specifically Darius — took me, satisfied me in ways he never could... it was wrong, twisted, and utterly irresistible.

In the darkness, I slid my hand between my thighs, touching myself to the forbidden fantasy of being fucked by Darius while my husband watched helplessly. This time, the orgasm came quickly, leaving me breathless and more confused than ever about the path I was treading.


Chapter 7

Spicing it Up

Monday passed in a haze of anticipation. I found myself going through the motions of my daily routine — making breakfast, taking the kids to school, working on my bookkeeping from home — but my mind was elsewhere, counting down the hours until my next session with Darius.

That evening, I made a decision that shocked me with its boldness. While Ethan was occupied with bath time for the kids, I slipped onto my computer and began browsing an adult website I’d heard mentioned in a mommy group chat — something about “spicing up your marriage.” What I was searching for had nothing to do with my marriage, though.

After some hesitant clicking, I found what I was looking for — a dildo that was marketed as “authentically molded” and “intensely realistic.” Most importantly, it was black and significantly larger than anything I’d ever experienced. The reviews mentioned its weight and girth with a mixture of awe and warning that only made me want it more.

I ordered it with overnight shipping, using our shared Amazon account but knowing Ethan never checked the purchase history. When I received the confirmation email, a rush of guilt and excitement flooded through me. This was crossing a line — fantasizing was one thing, but preparing to simulate what I imagined with Darius? That was something else entirely.

The package arrived Tuesday morning just before I left for the gym. I hid it in the bottom drawer of my nightstand, promising myself I would only use it to “prepare” myself — to understand what might happen if things progressed with Darius. It was a flimsy justification, but it was all I had.

At the gym, my hands trembled slightly as I changed into my workout clothes. Today I’d chosen my tightest leggings and a sports bra that left little to the imagination. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I barely recognized the woman staring back — her eyes bright with anticipation, her cheeks flushed with what could only be called premeditated desire. I hadn’t dressed this slutty in a decade, maybe more.

When I entered the assessment room, Darius was already there, writing on the whiteboard again. He turned at my entrance, his eyes immediately darkening as they swept over my outfit.

“Lauren,” he said, his voice deeper than usual. “Ready for today’s session?”

I nodded, stepping further into the room and closing the door behind me — something I’d never done before. The click of the latch sounded unnaturally loud in the quiet space.

“Today,” he continued, setting down his marker and moving toward me, “I want to focus on upper body strength. Your core is coming along nicely, but we need to build those shoulders and back muscles for overall balance.”

His professional tone was at odds with the intensity in his gaze. He approached me slowly, stopping just inside my personal space.

“You’re wearing something different today,” he observed, his hand moving to brush a strand of hair from my shoulder. His fingers lingered against my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

“Just wanted to... dress the part,” I managed, my voice breathier than I intended.

“It suits you,” he said, his eyes dropping briefly to my cleavage before returning to my face. “You should be proud of the body you’re building.”

The compliment, delivered in that low, intimate tone, made warmth spread through my chest. “Thank you,” I whispered.

He stepped back then, his professional demeanor snapping back into place. “Let’s start with some upper body stretches,” he said, gesturing to the mat.

As we moved through the warm-up exercises, his touches became more deliberate, more exploratory. When he corrected my form during arm circles, his hands ran the length of my arms from shoulder to wrist. During shoulder rolls, his palms pressed firmly against my upper back, lingering there a moment longer than necessary.

“I’m going to adjust your stretching routine today,” he said when we’d finished the basic warm-ups. “I noticed last time that your pectoral muscles are particularly tight — probably from hunching over while caring for little ones.”

He moved behind me as I sat on the mat, my legs crossed. “Lean back on your hands,” he instructed.

When I did, he knelt behind me, his powerful thighs bracketing my body. His hands found my shoulders, thumbs pressing into the tense muscles at the base of my neck.

“This might be intense,” he warned, beginning to knead the tightness there.

The pressure was exquisite, bordering on painful but releasing tension I hadn’t even realized I was carrying. I let my head fall forward, giving him better access as his strong fingers worked their magic.

“God, that feels amazing,” I breathed, unable to keep the pleasure from my voice.

“You carry so much tension here,” he murmured, his hands moving down to massage my shoulder blades. “We’ll need to make this a regular part of our sessions.”

The double meaning in his words hung in the air between us. As his hands continued their work, sliding lower to massage my upper back, I felt myself relaxing completely, leaning back against him.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice husky. “Let go of all that stress. You deserve to feel good.”

His hands moved to my sides, fingers grazing the sides of my breasts through my sports bra. I should have flinched away, should have said something to reestablish boundaries, but instead I found myself arching slightly into his touch.

When he finally pulled back, I almost whimpered at the loss of contact. “Let’s move to some resistance exercises,” he said, his voice slightly strained.

For the next hour, we worked through various upper body exercises — dumbbell presses, rows, flyes — each one an opportunity for him to position my body, to guide my movements with hands that seemed to find reasons to brush against my breasts, my stomach, the curve of my ass.

During a particularly challenging set of incline presses, he stood directly behind the bench where I lay, his crotch at eye level as he spotted me. I couldn’t help but notice the distinct bulge in his shorts, couldn’t resist stealing glances at it between repetitions.

“Eyes forward,” he corrected gently, but there was amusement in his tone. He knew exactly what I was looking at.

When we moved to the cool-down stretches, the tension between us had reached a breaking point. As I sat on the mat, stretching my arms across my body, Darius knelt in front of me, his hands guiding my movements.

“You’ve made incredible progress in just a few sessions,” he said, his voice low and intimate. “I can already see changes in your body.”

“Really?” I asked, both pleased and embarrassed by his scrutiny.

“Oh yeah,” he nodded, his eyes tracing the lines of my figure. “Your waist is getting smaller, your posture improving. And your confidence... that’s the most attractive change of all.”

His compliment made me flush with pleasure. “I feel different,” I admitted. “Stronger. More... aware of myself.”

“That’s exactly right,” he said, moving closer. “A woman who knows her own strength is irresistible.”

His face was inches from mine now, his breath warm on my lips. I should have pulled back, should have remembered my husband and children waiting for me at home, but instead I found myself leaning forward, drawn to him like a moth to flame.

The kiss, when it came, was soft at first — just a brushing of lips that sent electricity coursing through my body. But when I didn’t pull away, it deepened, becoming something hungry and desperate. His tongue slipped into my mouth, claiming me in a way that made my head swim.

I kissed him back with all the pent-up frustration and desire that had been building since our first session. My hands moved to his chest, feeling the hard muscles beneath his shirt, wanting nothing more than to feel his skin against mine.

When we finally broke apart, both breathing heavily, reality came crashing back. “I’m married,” I whispered, though the words sounded hollow even to my own ears.

“I know,” he said, his thumb gently stroking my cheek. “But your body doesn’t care about that. Neither does mine.”

He stood then, extending a hand to help me up. “We should finish your stretches,” he said, as if we hadn’t just crossed a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.

Numbly, I followed his instructions for the remaining stretches, my mind reeling from what had just happened. When the session ended, I gathered my things in a daze, unsure of how to act or what to say.

“Same time Thursday?” Darius asked at the door, his professional demeanor firmly back in place.

I nodded, unable to speak. As I turned to leave, his hand caught my arm, pulling me back slightly.

“Lauren,” he said, his voice dropping lower. “Think about what you want. What your body needs. I’ll be here when you’re ready to admit it.”

He released me then, and I fled to the locker room, my heart pounding with guilt and desire in equal measure.

In the shower, I leaned against the wall, the hot water cascading over me as I tried to process what had happened. I had kissed another man — passionately, wantonly. And worse, I wanted to do it again. I wanted more.

That night, after Ethan and the kids were asleep, I retrieved the package from my nightstand. Opening it in the dark bathroom, I stared at the dildo inside — thick, black, and intimidatingly large. It was heavier than I expected, with a realistic texture that made my stomach clench with anticipation.

Back in bed, with Ethan sleeping beside me, I slowly explored myself with the toy, gasping at how different it felt from my own fingers or my husband’s cock. It stretched me in ways I’d never experienced, filling me completely as I imagined it was Darius above me, taking what he wanted from my willing body.

The orgasm that crashed over me was powerful enough to make me bite my lip bloody to keep from crying out. As I lay there trembling, the toy still inside me, I knew there was no going back. I had crossed a threshold, and the only question now was how far I was willing to go.

Tomorrow, I would face Darius again, and this time, I wouldn’t be able to hide behind ignorance or denial. This time, I would have to choose — walk away and try to save my marriage, or surrender to the desire that was rapidly becoming an obsession.

Deep down, I already knew what I would choose.


Chapter 8

Playing With Toys

The next day passed in a haze of domestic routine and simmering anticipation. I went through the motions — feeding the kids, cleaning the house, answering emails for my bookkeeping clients — but my mind kept returning to the feel of Darius’s lips on mine, the weight of the dildo inside me, the forbidden thrill of crossing lines I’d never imagined I would.

That evening, as I was putting the kids to bed, Ethan appeared in the doorway of our daughter’s room, watching as I read her favorite bedtime story.

“You seem different lately,” he said when I’d finished and kissed her goodnight. “More... present, I guess? Like you’re really here with us in a way you haven’t been for a while.”

I felt a stab of guilt at his observation. He was right — I had been distant, lost in the fog of motherhood and dissatisfaction. But now I was present for an entirely different reason, my mind constantly preoccupied with thoughts of another man.

“The workouts are helping,” I said, which wasn’t exactly a lie. “I feel more energetic, more like myself.”

Ethan smiled, reaching out to take my hand as we walked to our son’s room. “I’m glad. You deserve to feel good about yourself.”

As we tucked in our son and said goodnight, I found myself studying my husband with new eyes. He was a good man — kind, responsible, caring. But standing there in his worn pajama pants and old college t-shirt, I couldn’t help but compare him to Darius’s powerful physique, his commanding presence.

Once the kids were asleep, Ethan suggested we watch TV together in the living room. I agreed, but my mind was already racing ahead to what I planned to do later. After an hour of some mindless sitcom, during which Ethan’s attention kept drifting to his phone, I made my move.

“Let’s go to bed,” I said, stretching dramatically. “I have an early morning tomorrow.”

In our bedroom, I changed into a lacy nightgown I hadn’t worn in months, watching Ethan’s reaction from the corner of my eye. He noticed, his eyebrows raising appreciatively as he shed his own clothes.

“Special occasion?” he asked, only half-joking.

“I just feel... sexy lately,” I replied, which was the understatement of the century. “Thought I’d act on it.”

As we climbed into bed, I decided to test the waters with something risky. “Remember what you said the other night?” I began, trailing my fingers down his chest. “About your fantasy?”

Ethan stiffened slightly, his eyes widening. “I... yeah?”

“Would you really want to watch me with someone else?” I pressed, my hand moving lower. “Someone who could... satisfy me better than you can?”

The crude question hung in the air between us, and for a moment I worried I’d gone too far. But then Ethan groaned, his cock twitching beneath my touch.

“Lauren,” he breathed, clearly torn between arousal and shame. “That’s not... I didn’t mean...”

“You did mean it,” I insisted, wrapping my hand around him and squeezing gently. “And it turns you on, doesn’t it? The thought of me with another man — a bigger, stronger man.”

He closed his eyes, his hips pushing up into my hand. “I shouldn’t want that,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “But... god help me, I do.”

The confirmation sent a rush of power through me. Here was my husband, admitting his inadequacy and his arousal at the thought of another man taking me. It was exactly what I needed to ease my own guilt.

“Show me,” I commanded, releasing his cock and reaching for the drawer where I’d hidden the dildo. “Show me what you want to see.”

Ethan’s eyes widened as I pulled out the large black toy, its imposing size suddenly looking even more intimidating in the light of our bedroom.

“Where did you get that?” he asked, his voice strained.

“I bought it,” I said matter-of-factly. “Thought we could... experiment with your fantasy.”

I positioned myself on the bed, spreading my legs shamelessly as I ran the dildo along my inner thighs. Ethan watched, transfixed, his hand moving to his own much smaller erection.

“Do you want to see me take it?” I teased, circling my clit with the thick head of the toy. “Do you want to watch me fuck myself with something this big?”

“Yes,” he breathed, his hand moving faster on his cock. “Fuck yes.”

The power was intoxicating. I pressed the dildo against my entrance, already wet from hours of anticipation. “It’s so much bigger than you,” I moaned, slowly working it inside me. “So much thicker.”

Ethan groaned, his eyes locked on where the black toy was disappearing into my body. “You look so hot like that,” he gasped. “So stretched.”

I began to move it in and out, finding a rhythm that had me panting with pleasure. “Imagine it’s a real cock,” I said, the words pouring out of me in a rush of forbidden excitement. “A big, black cock fucking me while you watch.”

“Fuck,” Ethan swore, his hand flying over his own dick. “Lauren, that’s so... god, I’m gonna come.”

“Not yet,” I commanded, slowing my movements. “I want you to watch me first. Watch me come on this big cock that isn’t yours.”

I clambered up onto my feet, positioning the rod beneath me so that I could ride it. I sunk down onto the fake cock, splaying my lips around it’s girth, and let out a moan that was only partially exaggerated for Ethan’s benefit. The fullness, the stretch, the pressure against spots inside me I hadn’t known existed — it was overwhelming in the best way.

As I rode the toy, my breasts bouncing with each movement, I kept up a stream of dirty talk that pushed both of us closer to the edge.

“This is what I need,” I panted, grinding down on the toy. “Something that can reach where your little cock never could.” I couldn’t believe the words streaming out my mouth.

Ethan whimpered at the insult, but his hand never slowed. If anything, he seemed more aroused by the humiliation.

“I bet you’d like to see this for real,” I continued, chasing my orgasm. “Watch a real man fuck your wife’s pussy.”

The image of Darius above me, his powerful body moving between my thighs, sent me hurtling toward climax. “Oh god,” I cried out as waves of pleasure crashed over me. “I’m coming! Coming all over this big black cock!”

As my body shuddered with release, Ethan finally let go, his come spurting onto his stomach as he watched me ride out my orgasm on the toy that represented everything he wasn’t.

For several moments afterward, the only sound in the room was our heavy breathing. I collapsed onto the bed beside my husband, the dildo still inside me, and stared at the ceiling in shock at what had just transpired.

“That was...” Ethan began, then trailed off, clearly unable to find words adequate to describe what we’d just experienced.

“Intense,” I supplied, my post-orgasmic haze beginning to clear and reality seeping back in.

“Yeah.” He turned his head to look at me. “Are you okay?”

I nodded slowly. “I think so. Are you?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted with a small laugh. “I’ve never been so turned on and so confused at the same time.”

As he got up to clean himself off, I carefully removed the dildo, feeling strangely empty without it. What had we just done? How would this change things between us? And most troubling of all — how could I possibly face Darius tomorrow knowing that my husband had just given his blessing, however tacitly, to the very thing I was tempted to do?


Chapter 9

Take It Out

Thursday morning arrived with a mix of dread and anticipation that had me nauseous as I drove to the gym. After last night’s roleplay session with Ethan, the lines between fantasy and reality had blurred beyond recognition. I had confessed a desire for another man — specifically, a well-endowed Black man — and my husband had found it arousing. What did that mean for what might happen today with Darius?

In the locker room, I changed with shaking hands, opting for leggings and a sports bra again but feeling more exposed than before. I stared at myself in the mirror, trying to see what Darius saw when he looked at me — a mother of two, soft in places she used to be firm, but with potential waiting to be unlocked.

When I entered the assessment room, Darius was already there, his back to me as he adjusted some equipment. He turned at my entrance, his eyes immediately darkening with recognition and something more.

“Lauren,” he said, his voice deeper than usual. “I wasn’t sure if you’d come back.”

I swallowed hard, closing the door behind me. “I almost didn’t.”

He crossed the room, stopping just in front of me. His height made me feel small and delicate by comparison. “But something brought you here anyway,” he observed, reaching out to tuck a stray hair behind my ear. “Tell me what that was.”

I shivered at his touch, my body responding instantly to his proximity. “I can’t stop thinking about you,” I admitted, the confession tumbling out before I could stop it. “About that kiss.”

His hand moved to cup my cheek, his thumb stroking my jawline. “And what else are you thinking about?” he pressed, his eyes searching mine.

“I... this is wrong,” I whispered, even as I leaned into his touch. “I’m married. I have children.”

“You’re also a woman with needs,” he countered, his voice gentle but firm. “Needs that aren’t being met at home. Am I wrong?”

I couldn’t deny it, couldn’t lie when he was looking at me with such understanding in his dark eyes. “No,” I admitted. “You’re not wrong.”

His other hand moved to my waist, pulling me closer. “Then what do you want to happen here today, Lauren? Be honest with me.”

The direct question disarmed me. I’d spent hours imagining scenarios, but now faced with the reality of choice, I faltered. “I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I’m scared.”

“Of what?” His hands continued their gentle exploration of my body, one moving to the small of my back, the other sliding down to rest on my hip.

“Of what this could mean,” I whispered. “Of how far it might go.”

Darius nodded, his expression thoughtful. “We can take it slow,” he offered. “Just explore a little. No one has to know but us.”

The suggestion was both a relief and a temptation. “What... what did you have in mind?”

A slow smile spread across his face. “How about we start with you getting more familiar with what you’ve been curious about?”

Before I could ask what he meant, he took my hand and guided it to the front of his shorts. Even through the fabric, I could feel the heat and size of him — already hard and waiting for my touch.

“Is this what you want?” he murmured, pressing my hand more firmly against his erection.

I nodded, unable to speak as my fingers instinctively curled around him, measuring his impressive length and girth. The contrast between this and what I was used to with Ethan was stark, almost comically so.

“I’ve never...” I began, then stopped, embarrassed to admit my inexperience despite my marriage.

“You’ve never felt anything like this before,” he finished for me, his voice rough with arousal. “I know.”

With gentle pressure, he guided me to sit on the edge of the massage table against the wall. He stood between my legs, looking down at me with an expression that mixed desire and tenderness.

“Take it out,” he instructed softly.

My hands trembled as I reached for the waistband of his shorts. This was my last chance to back away, to maintain some semblance of fidelity to my marriage vows. Instead, I slowly lowered his shorts and boxer briefs together, gasping audibly as his cock sprang free.

He was magnificent — longer and thicker than I’d even imagined, with a slight upward curve that seemed designed to hit all the right places. The head was darker than the shaft, already glistening with precum that made my mouth water.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, unable to look away.

“It’s yours if you want it,” he said, his voice husky. “Just touch it, Lauren. See how it feels in your hand.”

I wrapped my fingers around him, barely able to close my grip around his impressive girth. He felt alive in my hand — hot and pulsing with his heartbeat. As I began to stroke him tentatively, he let out a low groan that sent a rush of power through me.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, placing his hand over mine to guide my movements. “Tighter... yeah, just like that.”

The sensation of his cock in my hand was intoxicating — the weight of him, the velvet-soft skin over steel hardness, the way he throbbed with each pass of my fist. I became lost in the rhythm, in the power of giving pleasure to this magnificent man.

“You’re good at this,” Darius praised, his voice strained. “But your husband must be small if this impresses you so much.”

The mention of Ethan should have brought me back to reality, but instead it heightened my arousal. “He is,” I confessed, looking up at Darius with wide eyes. “Nowhere near as big as you.”

The admission seemed to please him greatly. “Poor little white boy,” he said with a shake of his head. “How does he ever satisfy you?”

“He doesn’t,” I whispered, the words feeling both shameful and liberating. “Not really.”

Darius’s hand moved from mine to cup my breast through my sports bra, his thumb finding my hardened nipple. “That’s about to change,” he promised, pinching gently. “I’m going to teach your body what real pleasure feels like.”

His declaration should have terrified me, but instead, I felt a rush of excitement that had me squeezing his cock more firmly. I wanted what he was offering, craved it with a desperation that surprised even me.

“I-I don’t think I’m ready for all that. Can I just use my hand today, feel you?” I asked, the question barely audible.

He smiled down at me, his eyes dark with lust. “I’m not one to rush,” he said. “Today, I’ll be happy with this beautiful hand wrapped around my cock. But soon, Lauren, I’m going to claim every part of you.”

The promise hung in the air between us as I continued stroking him, my movements growing more confident as his breathing grew more ragged. I was mesmerized by the sight of my pale hand sliding up and down his dark length, by the way his body tensed and relaxed with each stroke.

“Spit on it,” he commanded suddenly, his voice rough. “Make it wetter.”

I obeyed without hesitation, leaning forward to let saliva drip from my mouth onto his straining erection. The obscene act made me feel deliciously dirty, a far cry from the modest wife and mother I presented to the world.

“That’s it,” he groaned as I spread the moisture with my hand, the slick sounds filling the quiet room. “Faster now. I’m close.”

The knowledge that I could bring this powerful man to orgasm with just my hand thrilled me. I increased my pace, my other hand moving to cup his heavy balls, eliciting another deep groan.

“Fuck, yes,” he growled, his hips beginning to thrust into my grip. “You’re going to make me come, Lauren. You want that? You want to see me shoot all over you?”

The crude question should have shocked me, but instead it sent a fresh wave of arousal through my already heated body. “Yes,” I whispered, my eyes locked on the swollen head of his cock. “I want to see it.”

With a few final, powerful thrusts into my fist, Darius let out a guttural sound and came. The first spurt shot high into the air, landing on my sports bra in a thick, white rope. I gasped at the force of it, continuing to stroke him as pulse after pulse of hot cum coated my hand and forearm.

When he finally finished, I was left staring at the evidence of what I’d done — his spend covering my skin, dripping down onto my leggings. It was obscene and primal, marking me in a way that felt both shameful and incredibly exciting.

“Jesus,” Darius breathed, looking down at me with satisfaction. “That was better than I imagined.”

I wasn’t sure what to say, still processing the reality of what had just happened. As if reading my mind, Darius reached for a towel from a nearby shelf and gently began cleaning me up.

“We don’t have to talk about what this means right now,” he said softly as he wiped his release from my skin. “Just know that this changes nothing unless you want it to. We can still have our professional relationship if that’s what you choose.”

I looked up at him, surprised by the understanding in his eyes. “But... why would you let me decide?”

“Because a woman like you needs to choose her own path,” he replied, finishing with my hand and helping me down from the table. “And because I have no doubt that when you’re ready, you’ll choose what we both know you really want.”

He adjusted his clothing, his composure returning as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. “Same time Tuesday?” he asked, as casual as if he were asking about the weather.

I nodded numbly, my body still humming with arousal and confusion. As I gathered my things to leave, he stopped me with a hand on my arm.

“One more thing,” he said, his voice dropping lower. “When you get home today, if your husband touches you, I want you to think about how much better my hand felt than his. And when you’re alone later, touching yourself, I want you to imagine it’s me, always.”

With that, he released me and opened the door, his professional demeanor firmly back in place. I walked out on unsteady legs, my mind reeling from what had transpired and what had been promised.

In the car on the way home, I kept glancing down at my hands, still able to feel the weight of him, the heat of him. I was no longer just a wife and mother — I was a woman who had made a choice, who had taken pleasure outside her marriage vows. The guilt would come later, I was sure, but for now, all I felt was a dangerous sense of empowerment and a hunger for more.

When I arrived home, Ethan greeted me with a kiss that now felt chaste and inadequate. As his arms went around me, I couldn’t help but think of Darius’s strong hands on my body, of the way he had looked at me with naked desire rather than comfortable familiarity.

I had crossed a line today, but as I hugged my husband and heard my children playing in the other room, I knew it was only the first of many boundaries I would eventually break.

My transformation had begun.


Chapter 10

Going Through the Motions

That evening, I went through the motions of family dinner with a mind that refused to be present. The weight of what I’d done that morning sat heavily on my chest, a secret burning a hole through my composure. Every time Ethan spoke to me, every time my children laughed or called for “Mommy,” I felt a fresh wave of shame wash over me.

I was a fraud. A wife who had given another man pleasure mere hours after kissing her husband goodbye. A mother who had knelt before someone other than her children’s father, who had watched with fascination as his cum shot from his beautiful black cock and splashed across her skin.

After putting the kids to bed, I retreated to the bathroom, claiming a headache to avoid conversation with Ethan. Alone in front of the mirror, I stripped off my clothes and stared at my reflection with critical eyes. What had Darius seen in me? This soft-bodied mother with stretch marks and breasts that had lost their youthful perkiness?

My hand moved to my breast, fingers tracing the same path Darius’s had that morning. The memory of his touch sent an involuntary shiver through me, my body responding despite my mind’s protestations. I was disgusting — getting aroused again just thinking about it.

“Lauren?” Ethan’s voice came through the closed door. “Are you okay in there?”

“I’m fine,” I called back, quickly pulling on my pajamas. “Just tired from my workout.”

When I joined him in bed, he reached for me with gentle hands, his touch now feeling foreign after experiencing Darius’s confident, demanding caresses. As Ethan’s fingers traced my arm, I couldn’t help but compare — his light, hesitant touch versus Darius’s firm, purposeful handling.

“Your trainer must be really good,” Ethan murmured, nuzzling my neck. “You seem... younger, more vivacious than before.”

The irony of his words nearly choked me. If only he knew how alive I felt because his wife had wrapped her hand around another man’s cock that very morning.

“I think I’m just sleeping better from the exercise,” I lied, turning away from him slightly. “I’m actually exhausted tonight though.”

Ethan’s hand stilled on my hip. “Oh. Okay.” I could hear the disappointment in his voice, but also the resignation that had become all too common between us. Perhaps he had been looking forward to another show tonight.

As he rolled over, presumably to sleep, guilt crashed over me in waves. This man loved me, provided for me, gave me two beautiful children. And how had I repaid him? By sneaking off to a private room at the gym and bringing another man to orgasm with enthusiastic strokes of my hand.

The memory of Darius’s cock pulsing in my grip flashed vividly behind my closed eyelids. The way his cum had felt splashing hot against my skin, the masculine scent of him as he groaned in pleasure — it was all so fresh, so intoxicatingly real.

I slipped my hand beneath the waistband of my pajama bottoms, needing the release that only shame could bring. As my fingers found my already wet center, I tried to picture Ethan — to summon some semblance of wifely loyalty. But it was useless. The image in my mind was Darius, standing before me with that commanding presence, his dark eyes hooded with lust as he watched me pleasure him.

My fingers moved faster, chasing an orgasm that built with terrifying speed. The bathroom scene replayed in vivid detail — the moment I first exposed him, the shock of his size, the thrill of his praise as I stroked him.

“You’re a cheating whore,” I whispered to myself in the darkness, the degradation heightening my arousal. “A mother who should know better, who should be satisfied with what she has at home.”

But I wasn’t satisfied. Hadn’t been for years, if I was honest. And now, having tasted something different, something forbidden and intense, how could I ever go back?

I came with a muffled gasp, biting my lip to silence the cry that wanted to escape. The orgasm left me trembling and more conflicted than ever. As I lay there, heart racing and body humming, I knew with terrifying certainty that Tuesday couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter 11

Purgatory

The weekend stretched before me like a purgatory of domestic normalcy. Saturday morning found me at the park with the kids, pushing them on swings while other mothers chatted about schools and summer camps. I nodded along, contributing little, my mind elsewhere — specifically in a small assessment room where I had crossed an uncrossable line.

That night, after the children were asleep, Ethan approached me with a hopeful expression. “Would you want to... maybe use the toy again?” he asked, his cheeks flushing slightly.

I should have refused. Should have told him that we needed to talk about what had happened, about the dangerous path we were treading. Instead, I found myself nodding, my body already responding to the prospect.

In our bedroom, he watched with rapt attention as I retrieved the large black dildo from its hiding place. This time, as I stripped off my clothes, I didn’t pretend this was just about his fantasy. This was about mine.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” Ethan whispered as I ran the toy between my legs, coating it with my wetness.

“I’m thinking about him,” I confessed, the words feeling both liberating and devastating. “About how much bigger he is than you.”

Ethan’s sharp intake of breath was the only response I needed. I positioned myself on the bed, spreading my legs wantonly as I began to work the toy inside me. The stretch still bordered on uncomfortable, but I craved it — needed to feel what Darius might feel like when — not if, but when — we finally went all the way.

“Does it feel good?” Ethan asked, his hand already moving to his own cock.

“It feels incredible,” I moaned, closing my eyes to better imagine it was the real thing. “So much better than you.”

The cruel words spilled out before I could stop them, and for a moment, I feared I had gone too far. But Ethan’s groan of pleasure told me otherwise. He was getting off on my honest assessment of his inadequacy, just as I was getting off on the fantasy of betraying him completely.

“You could never satisfy me with this little dick,” I continued, emboldened by his reaction. “Not after knowing what this feels like.”

Ethan’s hand moved faster as I fucked myself with increasing abandon on the toy, my words becoming more venomous with each thrust.

“I belong to him now,” I panted, chasing my orgasm. “My pussy belongs to that big black cock. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Ethan hissed, his eyes fixed on where the dildo disappeared into my body. “Fuck, yes.”

The admission should have horrified me — my husband’s eager acceptance of his replacement in my marital bed. I had been pushed beyond reason now, my mind felt as if it had been taken control of by a succubus. “Stop touching yourself, I want you to lick me while I ride this dildo.” Ethan hesitated, and I glared at him. “Now, it’s my turn to be satisfied for once.” He rushed to follow my command. His mouth found my clit as I rode the toy, his tongue working with desperate energy. It was an unreal experience, this feeling of fullness, the big black toy swallowed up inside of me and my husband eagerly licking both it and me. I couldn’t remember the last time he ate me out. It wasn’t long before I came hard, crying out wordlessly as pleasure crashed over me. Ethan followed moments later, his cum spilling onto the sheets as he watched me convulse around the toy that represented his replacement.

Afterward, as we lay in silence, the reality of what had just transpired settled over me like a shroud. I had not only admitted to desiring another man but had actively used that desire to humiliate my husband for sexual gratification. And he had loved every degrading second.

What were we becoming?

Sunday passed in a haze of regret and anticipation. I attended church with my family, listening to sermons about fidelity and devotion with a growing sense of hypocrisy. When we returned home, I found myself counting the hours until my next session with Darius — until I could once again feel what it was like to be touched by someone who made me feel alive in ways I had almost forgotten were possible.

That night, as I lay in bed beside my sleeping husband, I made a silent promise to myself: I would end this before it went any further. Tuesday would be my last session with Darius. I would tell him it was a mistake, that I loved my family and couldn’t continue down this path.

But even as I made this resolution, my body throbbed with need at the mere thought of seeing him again. And in the deepest, most honest part of myself, I knew I was lying.


Chapter 12

Touch Me

Tuesday morning dawned gray and rainy, mirroring my turbulent mood. I drove to the gym with trembling hands, my resolution from Sunday night feeling flimsy and distant now that I was faced with reality.

In the locker room, I changed mechanically, my reflection in the mirror staring back at me with accusation. Who was this woman in the tight leggings and revealing sports top? This wasn’t the modest mother who had joined this gym just weeks ago with innocent intentions of reclaiming her pre-baby body.

“You don’t have to do this,” I whispered to my reflection. “You can walk away right now. Go back to your simple life with Ethan and the kids.”

But even as I said the words, I was already gathering my things and heading for the assessment room where Darius would be waiting.

He was there, as expected, his back turned as he wrote on the whiteboard. The sight of him — tall and powerful in his fitted trainer’s attire — sent an immediate rush of heat through my body, weakening my resolve before I had even spoken a word.

“Lauren,” he greeted me as I entered, turning with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “I wasn’t sure you’d come today.”

I closed the door behind me, the click of the latch sounding like a gunshot in the quiet room. “I almost didn’t,” I admitted.

He studied me for a moment, his gaze analytical and somehow knowing. “But here you are,” he observed. “Tell me what changed your mind.”

“I don’t know,” I lied, setting down my water bottle with hands that shook slightly. “Curiosity, maybe?”

Darius crossed the room, stopping just in front of me. “No,” he said softly, reaching out to lift my chin with his finger. “It’s more than curiosity. You came back because your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is still catching up.”

His touch sent electricity through me, my resolve crumbling like sand in his presence. “We can’t keep doing this,” I whispered, the words feeling hollow even to my own ears.

“Can’t we?” He leaned closer, his voice dropping lower. “Your husband doesn’t need to know. This can be our secret — something just for you.”

The temptation was overwhelming. A world where I could have my stable family life and this thrilling, forbidden pleasure on the side. It was wrong, dangerous, but god help me, I wanted it.

“Please,” I heard myself saying, my hand moving to his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath his shirt. “Please touch me.”

Darius smiled then, a knowing, predatory expression that should have frightened me but instead made my knees weak. “That’s what I wanted to hear,” he murmured, his hands moving to my waist.

He backed me against the wall, his body pressing against mine as his mouth found my neck. The contrast of his dark skin against my pale throat was stark and arousing, his lips sending waves of pleasure through my already sensitized body.

“You’re going to be my special project,” he whispered between kisses, his hands sliding under my sports top to cup my bare breasts. “I’m going to train this body to respond only to me.”

The declaration should have offended me, but instead, it sent a fresh surge of arousal to my core. His fingers found my nipples, rolling them expertly between thumb and forefinger until I was gasping and arching into his touch.

“So responsive,” he praised, his teeth grazing my earlobe. “Has your husband ever made you feel like this?”

“No,” I admitted breathlessly, my hands gripping his shoulders for support as his knee pressed between my thighs. “Never.”

“Of course not,” he said with confidence that wasn’t arrogance but simple fact. “He doesn’t know how to handle a woman like you.”

As if to prove his point, he slipped one hand from my breast, trailing down my stomach to the waistband of my leggings. His fingers paused there, teasing me with their proximity to where I needed them most.

“Tell me what you want,” he demanded, his mouth now at my ear.

I hesitated, the words feeling like another irrevocable line to cross. But the need was too great, the desire too overwhelming.

“I want you to touch me,” I finally gasped, pushing against his hand. “Please.”

“Good girl,” he murmured approvingly, his hand finally slipping beneath the fabric of my leggings and panties.

When his fingers found my wetness, we both groaned — me at the long-awaited contact, him at the evidence of my arousal. He circled my clit with expert precision, somehow knowing exactly how I liked to be touched without ever having done this before.

“Look how ready you are for me,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “So fucking wet for just my fingers.”

The crude words only heightened my pleasure, my hips moving instinctively to meet his touch. I was completely lost to sensation now, my moral objections drowned out by the exquisite feeling of being touched by someone who actually knew what they were doing.

“That’s it,” he encouraged as my breathing grew ragged. “Let go for me, Lauren. Show me how good I can make you feel.”

His fingers slid lower, teasing my entrance before pushing inside — first one, then two, filling me in a way that had me seeing stars. The fullness was nothing compared to what I knew he could offer, but it was still more than I was used to, more than I’d felt in years.

“Fuck,” I whimpered, my head falling back against the wall as he began to thrust his fingers in and out of me.

“You like that?” he asked, his thumb returning to my clit. “Imagine how much better my cock will feel stretching this tight little pussy.”

The mental image sent me spiraling toward orgasm, my body tensing as the pressure built to an almost unbearable level. Darius seemed to sense how close I was, increasing the pace of his movements, his mouth capturing mine in a deep, possessive kiss that claimed me completely.

When I came, it was with a muffled cry against his lips, my body shaking with waves of pleasure so intense I feared I might collapse. His arms held me up, supporting me as I rode out the most powerful orgasm of my life.

As the sensations gradually subsided, reality came crashing back. I was in a semi-public place, having just been brought to orgasm by a man who wasn’t my husband, my body still trembling with aftershocks of pleasure.

Darius slowly withdrew his hand, bringing his fingers — glistening with my arousal — to his lips. The sight of him tasting me, his eyes never leaving mine, was almost enough to ignite my desire all over again.

“Perfect,” he declared, his voice husky. “Just as sweet as I imagined.”

I watched, dazed and ashamed, as he adjusted my clothing back into place, his movements gentle but possessive. When he finished, he cupped my face in both hands, forcing me to meet his gaze.

“This is just the beginning,” he promised, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Next time, I’m going to taste that pretty pussy of yours. And soon, I’m going to fuck you in ways your husband never could.”

The explicit declaration should have horrified me, but instead, I felt a fresh wave of anticipation low in my belly. I was lost, completely under his spell, and the most terrifying part was that I didn’t want to be found.

As I left the assessment room on shaky legs, Darius simply smiled and moved on like nothing had happened. “Let’s begin your workout for the day.”

I nodded, my face flushed with the humiliation of what we had done and would do again.


Chapter 13

What Could Be

The rest of my day passed in a fog of shame and satisfaction. At home, I moved through my responsibilities on autopilot — feeding the kids, cleaning the kitchen, responding to work emails — but my mind kept replaying every moment with Darius.

That evening, as I tucked my children into bed, guilt gnawed at me with renewed ferocity. These innocent faces trusted me completely, depended on me for everything. And here I was, betraying their father, risking their stable home life for what? A few moments of intense pleasure?

When I joined Ethan in our bedroom later that night, he immediately sensed something was different.

“You’re quiet tonight,” he observed, putting down his tablet. “Everything okay?”

I nodded, unable to meet his eyes. “Just tired. Long workout.”

Ethan studied me for a moment before speaking again. “Lauren, if this training is too much — if it’s making you unhappy or stressed — we can find another option.”

The concern in his voice nearly broke me. Here was this good man, worried about my well-being while I was secretly meeting another man for sexual release during my supposed “workouts.”

“It’s not that,” I said quickly, not wanting him to pull me from the gym now that things had progressed so far. “The training is going great. I’m just sore and tired.”

“Okay,” he said, though he didn’t look entirely convinced. “Just know you can talk to me about anything, right?”

I nodded again, the lie tasting bitter on my tongue. Of course I couldn’t talk to him — how could I possibly confess that his wife was becoming obsessed with her personal trainer, that she had already let him finger her to orgasm and was eagerly anticipating what he would do next?

When Ethan reached for me later, I forced myself to respond, to kiss him and touch him as a wife should. But as he moved inside me with his familiar, inadequate strokes, all I could think about was Darius’s fingers, his promise to taste me, to fuck me properly. I thought back to how Ethan had looked under me, how good and full that dildo had felt. Sure, that was all fantasy, but what if Ethan really meant what he said? What if he wanted this too, truly?

I came — more from my own mental stimulation than anything Ethan was physically providing — and held him close as he finished moments later. As he drifted off to sleep, I lay awake, my body still humming with unsatisfied longing.

In the darkness, I made another promise to myself: I would end this before it destroyed everything. After the next session, I would quit the gym, block Darius’s number, and devote myself fully to my marriage again.

But even as I formed this resolution, I knew it was another lie. The truth was, I was already addicted — to the pleasure, to the feeling of being truly desired, to the forbidden thrill of betraying the life I had built.

And deep down, I had no intention of stopping until Darius had claimed every part of me that my husband never could. That’s how badly I wanted it, how desperately I needed it.

My transformation from faithful wife to cheating slut was complete, even if I hadn’t fully accepted it yet. But I would.


Chapter 14

Penance

The next two days crawled by with excruciating slowness. Every domestic task felt like penance for my sins — folding laundry, scrubbing countertops, reading bedtime stories to children who looked at me with eyes full of innocent trust I no longer deserved. Each time Ethan touched me, each time he called me “babe” or kissed my cheek, the guilt twisted sharper inside me.

I tried to reconnect with him — initiated sex on Wednesday night, made his favorite dinner, even suggested a family outing on Saturday. But it all felt hollow, like I was going through the motions of a life I no longer recognized as my own.

The worst moments were when my phone would buzz with a text message — never explicit, never incriminating, just simple check-ins from Darius about our upcoming session. “Looking forward to Thursday” or “Hope you’re recovering well.” Each message sent a jolt of excitement through me followed immediately by shame.

Ethan noticed my distraction. “Is work stressing you out?” he asked on Wednesday evening as I stared blankly at my phone for the third time that night.

“Just thinking about tomorrow’s training,” I lied smoothly, slipping the phone into my pocket. “We’re supposed to increase the weights.”

He nodded, accepting my explanation without question. How easy it was to deceive him, I thought with a fresh wave of self-loathing. This man who trusted me completely, who had no idea that while he sat here watching TV, I was counting down the hours until another man would have his hands — and soon, his mouth — between my legs.


Chapter 15

Ecstasy

Thursday morning arrived with a sense of inevitability. As I drove to the gym, I no longer pretended this would be my last session, that I would end things today. The lies I’d told myself had worn too thin, even for my own gullibility. I wanted this, needed this, despite knowing it could destroy everything.

In the locker room, I changed with mechanical precision, my body already anticipating what was to come. I had dressed more conservatively today — loose sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt that I hoped would somehow serve as protection against my own desires.

When I entered the assessment room, Darius was already there, leaning against the wall with arms crossed over his massive chest. His eyes swept over my concealing outfit with a knowing smirk.

“Trying to cover up what you came for?” he asked, pushing off the wall and approaching me.

“Just dressed for a workout,” I replied defensively, but my voice lacked conviction.

He stopped directly in front of me, so close I could feel the heat radiating from his body. “You know that doesn’t work with me anymore,” he said quietly, reaching out to lift the hem of my shirt. “I’ve seen what’s underneath. Felt it. Tasted it.”

The reminder made me shiver despite myself. He had indeed tasted me — in my fantasies every night since our last session, his mouth between my thighs, his tongue exploring places Ethan rarely ventured.

“What are we doing today?” I asked, trying to shift back to something resembling professionalism even as my body betrayed me with its obvious response to his proximity.

Darius smiled, a predator recognizing prey that had stopped running. “Today, we’re going to work on your core strength,” he said, his hands moving to my waist. “But first...”

He leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, “I believe I made a promise last time.”

Before I could respond, he kissed me — deeply, possessively, his tongue claiming my mouth with an authority that made my knees weak. My baggy clothes felt ridiculous now as his hands roamed my body, finding curves and softness that only seemed to increase his desire.

When he finally pulled back, we were both breathing heavily. “Lock the door,” he commanded softly.

I hesitated for only a second before turning and sliding the lock into place. The sound of the mechanism clicking shut was like the cocking of a gun — a point of no return that left me trembling with anticipation and fear.

“Good girl,” Darius praised, moving toward the massage table in the corner. “Take off your clothes and lie down here.”

The direct order should have offended me, but instead, it sent a rush of heat to my already aching center. Slowly, I pulled my shirt over my head, then shimmied out of my sweatpants. I kept my bra and panties on — some small attempt at modesty in this rapidly escalating situation.

“The rest,” Darius said, watching me with dark, hungry eyes. “I want you completely bare for me today.”

My hands shook as I unhooked my bra and slid my panties down my legs. Standing naked before him, I felt more vulnerable than I had ever been in my life — and more aroused. His appreciative gaze made me feel beautiful in a way I hadn’t experienced since before having children.

“Perfect,” he murmured, gesturing to the table. “On your back.”

I complied, the cool leather against my overheated skin making me gasp slightly. Darius moved around the table, his hands beginning what appeared to be a professional massage but quickly revealed itself as something much more intimate.

His strong fingers worked my shoulders first, then moved down my arms, pulling them above my head. When he reached my breasts, he didn’t pretend this was about muscle tension anymore. He cupped them appreciatively, his thumbs brushing over my nipples until they hardened to painful points.

“You have beautiful tits,” he said matter-of-factly, his tone making it a simple observation rather than flattery. “Your husband doesn’t appreciate them properly, does he?”

I shook my head, unable to speak as he continued his ministrations. It was true — Ethan’s interest in my breasts had waned significantly after breastfeeding, but Darius touched them with reverence and desire that made me feel desirable again.

“I’m going to enjoy watching these bounce while I fuck you,” he continued casually, as if discussing the weather rather than adultery. “They’ll look even better covered in my cum.”

The crude image sent a jolt of shame and excitement through me. This was so wrong — discussing my body in such terms, while my wedding rings sat on the table nearby, mocking my vows.

His hands moved lower, skimming over my stomach with surprising gentleness. “So soft,” he murmured, fingers tracing the stretch marks that had bothered me for years. “These tell the story of the life you’ve lived. But now they’ll mark the beginning of your new story.”

I closed my eyes, overwhelmed by the strange mix of degradation and worship in his touch. When his hands reached my thighs, I tensed involuntarily.

“Relax,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Spread your legs for me, Lauren. Let me see what belongs to me now.”

The possessive language should have outraged me, but instead it sent liquid heat pooling between my legs, soaking my brown curls. I did as he asked, opening myself to him in the most vulnerable position possible.

Darius made a sound of approval, moving to stand between my spread legs. “Look at this pretty pussy,” he said, his finger tracing my outer lips lightly. “Already so wet for me. Does your husband make you this wet, or is this just for me?”

“Just you,” I whispered, the admission feeling like a betrayal even as it thrilled me.

“Good answer.” He leaned down, his face now level with my most private place. “Because I made you a promise, and I always keep my promises.”

The first touch of his tongue against my clit was electric — a direct line of pleasure that had me arching off the table with a sharp cry. No one had ever gone down on me with such confident skill, such clear enjoyment of the act itself.

“Oh god,” I moaned as he continued, his tongue moving in slow, deliberate patterns that built tension throughout my entire body. My hands fisted at my sides, grasping at nothing as sensation overwhelmed me.

Darius wasn’t content to just lick — he explored me thoroughly, his mouth moving to every sensitive spot, his fingers joining in to penetrate me with a rhythm that had me gasping his name repeatedly.

“You taste better than I imagined,” he murmured against me, the vibration of his words adding to the sensations. “Sweet married pussy is my favorite.”

The crude language should have pulled me from the moment, but instead it pushed me closer to the edge. The taboo nature of what we were doing — in this semi-public place, while my family waited for me at home — only heightened every feeling.

When his tongue focused on my clit while two fingers curled inside me, finding a spot that made stars explode behind my eyelids, I knew I was lost.

“Darius,” I panted, my hips bucking against his face. “I’m going to... oh god, I’m...”

Suddenly he stopped and I felt a massive presence press up against my folds. I knew at once what was about to happen, I couldn’t allow it, but I couldn’t disappoint him. “No! Darius... not yet, I... I can’t.” He paused, his coffee eyes looking down at my heaving breasts. I knew what I had to do. I clambered to my knees and in an instant took him into my mouth.

The heady scent of him, his taste and smell, filled my senses as I slobbered up and down on his big, black cock. I was barely able to take a few inches but I gave it my all, even gagging and choking. He stretched the corners of my mouth so much I thought they would burst. He was so much bigger than Ethan, bigger than any of my ex’s, even. The humiliation only drove me to go deeper, the saliva from my gags made it easier to glide down. I pulled out his dick, my drool connecting my lips to the throbbing tip, and began to lap at his balls. “Good slut, that’s it,” he said, as I looked up at him with adoring eyes. He knew I belonged to him in this moment, no one else could have me like this.

“Look how you’ve taken to that big cock.” I moaned into his shaft as I continued my work. “Your husband must be so embarrassed, having a wife so unsatisfied she needs to come to me for release.” His words pierced me and my mind immediately conjured up the sight of Ethan watching me debase myself for him. I could imagine the tears running down his face, the confused erection pressing against his slacks.

“That’s it Lauren, think of your little hubby watching you be a whore for me. Imagine his tiny cock getting hard seeing you get used by a real man.” Even without touching myself I felt the heat rising, starting in my toes and climbing up my legs.

“Once we’re done, I’m going to have you go home and give him a big kiss. I want him to smell how much you loved it, I want him to taste my cum in his wife’s cheating mouth.”

That was all it took to send me over the edge, I screamed around Darius’s cock as my body wracked in pleasure. It felt like a tidal wave that kept crashing over me, my entire body shuddering with pleasure. Simultaneously, my mouth was flooded with Darius’ thick, salty seed.

As I finished cumming, Darius lifted me by the armpits and stood me up, leaning me against the massage table. He then reached behind him and produced his phone. I didn’t have time to question what was happening before he snapped a picture.

“That’s for later,” he said with a smile. I suddenly felt embarrassed, realizing what a mess I must have looked — mascara running down my face from tears, sweat matting my hair, and his saliva glistening on my chin. But instead of feeling unsexy I felt proud. I had never let loose like this before, not with anyone. I felt... desired.

I was so caught up in the moment I didn’t even notice Darius pulling out a tape measure and kneeling at my feet. “Hold still now,” he commanded as he measured my ankle. “6 inches,” he murmured as he made his way up. My breath caught in my throat when I realized what he was measuring.

“You have to understand,” he said looking up at me, “it’s not enough to train your body, you need the right equipment to perform well.” His hand cupped my dripping pussy, two fingers spreading my folds and exposing me fully to him. “That means this,” he continued, pressing the cold metal against my labia. I heard the tape extend and he clicked it into place.

“6.5 inches, and I haven’t even opened you up yet.” He chuckled, the sound vibrating against my cunt. His fingers began to rub in small circles, teasing me and keeping me wet. “Your husband’s tiny dick wouldn’t even reach your cervix.” He pressed a finger into me and I moaned involuntarily, my pussy aching to be filled again.

“I’ll bet he never gets this deep,” he whispered, adding a second finger and pushing hard into me. The sensation of fullness was overwhelming after how Darius had stretched me just minutes before.

“And he definitely can’t hit right here,” he added, curling his fingers and finding a spot inside me that made my vision blur with pleasure.

I couldn’t form words, could barely think as he expertly worked my body. All I knew was that everything he was saying was true — Ethan had never satisfied me like this, had never touched me with such confidence and knowledge of a woman’s body.

“You’re going to need special training to accommodate a real cock,” Darius continued, his voice low and hypnotic. “We’ll have to stretch this tight married pussy so it can take all of me.”

The thought should have frightened me — he was significantly larger than what I was used to, and even two of his fingers felt like a stretch. But instead, I found myself wanting it, craving the fullness that only he could provide.

“Please,” I heard myself say, the word escaping before I could stop it. “I want to... need to feel you inside me.”

Darius looked up from between my legs, a smile of victory on his face. “Soon,” he promised, withdrawing his fingers and leaving me empty and aching. “But not today. I want you thinking about it, wanting it, until our next session.”

He stood then, his obvious arousal straining against his shorts in a way that made my mouth water. “For now, consider this your core workout complete.” He handed me a bottle of water. “Drink. You’re going to be sore later.”

As I sat up and took the water, my body still trembling with unsatisfied need, he continued in a tone that left no room for argument. “Between now and Tuesday, I don’t want you letting your husband touch you. Your pussy belongs to me now, understand?”

The command shocked me — it was one thing to cheat, another to actively deny my husband. But I found myself nodding, the idea sending a fresh wave of arousal through me despite my post-orgasmic state.

“Yes,” I agreed softly, unable to meet his eyes. “I understand.”

“Good.” He moved to unlock the door, signaling our time was up. “I’ll text you with instructions for what to wear next time. Something that gives me easy access.”

The casual assumption that we would continue — that this wasn’t a one-time mistake but an ongoing arrangement — should have been my cue to end things. Instead, I felt relief that he wasn’t pushing me away, excitement about what “instructions” he might send.

As I dressed on shaky legs, Darius watched with unconcealed appreciation. “You’re going to make a perfect slut for me,” he said with satisfaction. “Eager, obedient, and so fucking responsive.”

The degrading compliment made me flush with shame and pride in equal measure. Who was this woman who felt honored to be called a “perfect slut”? Who looked forward to being told what to wear and when she could have sex with her own husband?

I didn’t recognize myself anymore. The faithful wife and devoted mother had been replaced by someone I barely understood — someone who craved the touch of another man, who got off on betrayal and submission.

As I left the assessment room and moved through the gym to the locker room, I felt every eye on me, certain they could see the truth written all over my flushed face. But no one stopped me or questioned me. To them, I was just another gym member finishing her workout.

If only they knew what kind of workout I’d really had — and how eagerly I anticipated the next one. My phone buzzed in my pocket as I reached my car. A message from Darius: “Thinking about that sweet pussy already. Tuesday can’t come soon enough.”


Chapter 16

Guilt

The drive home passed in a blur of shame and satisfaction. My body hummed with the memory of Darius’s mouth on me, his fingers inside me, his degrading praise still ringing in my ears. But with each mile closer to home, reality asserted itself more forcefully.

What was I doing? This wasn’t just flirting or a moment of weakness — I had actively cheated on my husband, had allowed another man to bring me to orgasm while my wedding rings sat just feet away, I had swallowed his cum... And I had promised to deny my husband my body, as if I had the right to make such decisions without his knowledge.

By the time I pulled into our driveway, guilt had settled heavy in my stomach. I sat in the car for several minutes, trying to compose myself before facing my family. How could I look Ethan in the eye after what I’d done? How could I kiss him with lips that had so recently been wrapped around Darius’s cock.

Inside, the normalcy of home life felt like an accusation. Lunch dishes in the sink, toys scattered across the living room floor, the sound of cartoons playing from the other room — these were the elements of a life I was risking for sexual gratification.

When Ethan emerged from his home office, smiling at me as he always did, I nearly broke down in tears. He was oblivious to the betrayal, thinking I had just finished another training session at the gym.

“Hey, how’d it go?” he asked, kissing my cheek casually.

“Good,” I managed, my voice barely steady. “Really good workout.”

He didn’t seem to notice my evasiveness or the way I flinched from his touch. “Great! You’re looking more toned already,” he added appreciatively, his eyes scanning my body in a way that suddenly felt intrusive rather than complimentary.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, pulling away slightly. “I think I need to shower though — I’m all sweaty.”

In the bathroom, I locked the door behind me and leaned against it, closing my eyes as the full weight of my actions crashed over me. What had started as innocent curiosity had spiraled into something dark and addictive. I had let another man touch me intimately, speak to me degradingly, and worse — I had loved every second of it.

As I stripped off my clothes and stepped into the shower, I could still feel Darius’s hands on my body, still hear his voice telling me how responsive I was, how much better he could satisfy me than my husband ever had. The water ran over my skin, but I couldn’t wash away the memory of his mouth between my legs or the shame of how eagerly I had spread myself for him.

I was becoming someone else — someone who lied to her husband, who risked her family for pleasure, who got off on being called a slut and promised to bigger cock. And the most terrifying part? A part of me didn’t want to stop, though I knew I had to.

As I emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a towel, I found Ethan waiting with an apologetic expression.

“Sorry to bug you,” he said, “but work needs me on a call. Can you handle dinner and bedtime?”

“Of course,” I replied, grateful for the distraction. “Go ahead.”

He disappeared back into his office, and I moved through the evening routine on autopilot. But as I read stories to my children and tucked them into their beds, each innocent touch and “I love you, Mommy” felt like a knife twisting in my conscience.

Later that night, when Ethan reached for me in bed, I pretended to be asleep. The thought of his hands on me after Darius’s expert touch was unbearable. How could I let my husband make love to me with a body that belonged increasingly to another man?

As Ethan’s breathing evened out beside me, I lay awake staring at the ceiling, my phone face down on the nightstand where Darius’s messages awaited. Tomorrow, I told myself. Tomorrow I would end this madness before it went any further.


Chapter 17

Resolve

Saturday morning, I woke early with a resolve that felt like steel in my chest. I quietly dressed and slipped out of the house before the kids were awake, driving to a nearby coffee shop where I could think without interruption.

Over lukewarm coffee, I made my plan. First, I would delete Darius’s number from my phone. Then I would email the gym to request a different trainer — any trainer but him. I would focus on my family, on rebuilding the connection with my husband that had somehow frayed over the years.

It was a good plan. A sensible plan. The kind of plan the old Lauren would have made without hesitation.

By Sunday evening, I had followed through on most of it. I had deleted Darius’s number, composed an email to the gym explaining that my schedule had changed and I needed to cancel further sessions, and spent the weekend being deliberately attentive to Ethan and the children.

But something was wrong. Despite doing all the “right” things, I felt restless and irritable. Every time Ethan touched me, I found myself comparing his hesitant caresses to Darius’s confident hands. When we had attempted sex on Saturday night, I had faked my orgasm as usual and rolled away afterward, staring at the ceiling as shame and frustration warred within me.

Monday morning, as I dropped the kids off at preschool, my phone buzzed in my purse. An unknown number flashed on the screen, but I knew instantly who it was before I even opened the message.

“Surprised you didn’t show this morning,” Darius had written. “Your pussy must be missing my tongue already.”

I stared at the words, my body responding traitorously to the mere memory of what he could do to me. With shaking fingers, I typed a reply: “This was a mistake. I can’t see you anymore. Please don’t contact me again.”

I hit send before I could change my mind, my heart racing with a mixture of regret and self-righteousness. I had done the right thing. The hard thing. I should feel proud.

Instead, as I drove home to start my workday, I felt hollow and unsatisfied. By mid-afternoon, I was checking my phone compulsively, half-hoping for another message from him, half-dreading it.

When Ethan came home that evening, I threw myself into domestic duties with manic energy — cleaning, cooking, helping with homework — anything to distract myself from the emptiness that had taken up residence inside me since ending things with Darius.

That night, as we climbed into bed, Ethan pulled me close. “You’ve been distant lately,” he said softly. “Is everything okay?”

I hesitated, the perfect opportunity to confess everything right there on my tongue. I could tell him about Darius, about what had happened in that assessment room, beg for his forgiveness and work on rebuilding our marriage.

But the words wouldn’t come. Because the truth was, even as I felt guilty for betraying him, a part of me resented him for not being enough — for never making me feel the way Darius had with just his hands and mouth.

“I’m fine,” I lied again, forcing a smile. “Just tired from the new workout routine.”

Ethan accepted this with a nod, but something in his expression suggested he didn’t quite believe me. As he rolled over to sleep, I stared at the dark ceiling, my hand moving instinctively to my phone.

Before I could stop myself, I had typed Darius’s number into the search bar. I deleted it quickly, my heart pounding. What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I let this go?

Tuesday morning arrived with a sick sense of anticipation. I shouldn’t be thinking about my missed training session. Shouldn’t be wondering what Darius was doing at that exact moment, who he might be touching instead of me. But I was. God help me, I was.

At 10:30 — precisely when our session would have been ending — my phone buzzed again. This time, the message included a photo: the massage table in the assessment room, empty except for a small object placed in the center. It took me a moment to realize what I was looking at — the black lace thong I had been wearing during our last session, which must have fallen from my gym bag when I left in such a hurry.

“I found something you forgot,” the accompanying text read. “I kept it safe for you, though I prefer this pussy bare when I eat it.”

I stared at the photo, my face burning with shame even as wetness pooled between my legs. The thought of him finding my underwear, holding it, taking the time to photograph it and send it to me — it was violating and thrilling in equal measure.

My fingers hovered over the keypad, torn between blocking his number for good and responding. In the end, I did neither, simply turning off my phone and shoving it in a drawer where I couldn’t see it.

That evening, Ethan seemed unusually attentive, suggesting we watch a movie together after the kids were asleep. As we curled up on the couch, he pulled me closer than usual.

“I know I haven’t been the most... attentive husband lately,” he began awkwardly. “Work has been stressful, and sometimes I forget what really matters.”

I stiffened slightly, unsure where this was going.

“I want you to know how much I appreciate you,” he continued, his hand moving to cup my breast through my shirt. “How attracted I still am to you.”

The touch that once would have sparked at least mild interest now felt almost repulsive. Not because of Ethan himself, but because of how inadequately it compared to Darius’s confident handling of my body.

“Thank you,” I murmured, trying to sound grateful rather than indifferent.

He took my response as encouragement, his hand becoming more insistent as he leaned in to kiss me. I forced myself to respond, opening my mouth to his tongue even as I mentally recoiled from the familiarity of it all.

When his hand moved beneath my shirt, fingers fumbling with my bra clasp, I gently pushed him away.

“Not tonight,” I said softly. “I’m really tired.”

Ethan looked hurt but tried to hide it with a nod. “Okay, sure. I understand.”

The disappointment in his eyes was another stab to my already bleeding conscience. Here was a man trying to reconnect with his wife, while I was secretly mourning the loss of my illicit lover.

As we went to bed in silence, I knew I couldn’t continue like this — living a double life where neither version of myself was truly satisfied. I had ended things with Darius, but I wasn’t embracing my marriage either. I was caught in some horrible middle ground, cheating without even getting the benefits of the affair anymore.

That night, for the first time in years, I seriously considered telling Ethan everything — not just about Darius but about all my resentments and frustrations that had built up over our marriage. Maybe honesty, painful as it would be, was the only path forward.

But as I lay awake next to his sleeping form, imagining his reaction to learning how thoroughly another man had satisfied me, how much larger and more skilled he was, I couldn’t bring myself to destroy him like that. Or myself.

So instead, I did what I had become so good at lately — I lied to myself and fell asleep dreaming of dark hands on my skin and whispered promises of what could never be mine.


Chapter 18

Resist

The next few days passed in a fog of depression and regret. I deleted Darius’s messages without reading them, ignored calls from unknown numbers, and threw myself into motherhood with a desperate energy that both exhausted and fulfilled me.

By Friday, I had almost convinced myself that I was moving on, that the intensity of my reaction to Darius had been a symptom of my dissatisfaction with myself rather than any special connection between us.

Then came Saturday morning, and the email that shattered my carefully constructed denial.

It was from the gym’s membership coordinator — a polite notice that my payment method had been declined and my membership would be suspended until I updated my information. At the bottom of the email was a forwarded message from Darius himself.

“I noticed Lauren cancelled our remaining sessions,” he had written to his supervisor. “She was making excellent progress in her training program, and I believe she would benefit from continuing. Perhaps you could reach out to see if there was a scheduling issue we could resolve? I’d hate to see her lose momentum when she was responding so well to our work together.”

The professional language masked an unmistakable challenge — he knew I was avoiding him and wasn’t willing to let me disappear without a fight. Worse, the reminder of how well I had responded to his “training” sent a fresh wave of longing through me that I couldn’t deny.

Ethan noticed my distraction as I stared at my phone at breakfast.

“Everything okay?” he asked, pouring more coffee into my mug.

“Yeah,” I said quickly, putting the phone face down. “Just some work stuff.”

The lie came easily now, which should have worried me more than it did. Throughout the day, as we took the kids to the park and ran errands together, I felt increasingly distant from this family life that had once been my entire world. I was going through the motions, playing a role I no longer fit.

That evening, after the children were asleep, I made an excuse about needing to finish some work and retreated to my small home office. With trembling fingers, I updated my payment information with the gym, then composed an email to Darius.

“My husband handles our finances,” I wrote. “The membership should be active again now. I’ll see you Tuesday for our regular session.”

I hit send before I could change my mind, my heart racing at what I had just done. There was no ambiguity now — I was choosing this, choosing him, over the moral high ground I had briefly occupied.

The response came almost immediately: “Looking forward to continuing your education, Lauren. Wear something that allows me easy access to what belongs to me.”

The possessive language sent heat coursing through me even as guilt twisted my stomach. But this time, the guilt felt different — less like a deterrent and more like part of the attraction. The wrongness of it all was becoming inseparable from the pleasure.

On Sunday, I found myself actually looking forward to Tuesday with an excitement that frightened me. I was calmer with the kids, more patient with Ethan, as if the knowledge that I would soon be seeing Darius again had given me something I had been missing.

That night, as Ethan made love to me with his usual gentle enthusiasm, I closed my eyes and pretended it was the last time I would ever have to endure his meager thrusts. Because after Tuesday, I knew nothing would ever be the same again.


Chapter 19

Joining

Tuesday morning arrived with the clarity of a turning point. As I drove to the gym, I didn’t bother pretending to myself about why I was there or what would happen. I had chosen this path, and now I would walk it without apology or regret — at least for today.

In the locker room, I dressed carefully in the outfit Darius had requested — a sports bra that pushed my breasts together and up, creating cleavage I rarely displayed, and leggings that hugged every curve of my ass. No panties, as he had instructed in a follow-up message yesterday. For the first time in ages, I shaved myself bare. The feeling of the fabric directly against my bare skin made me constantly aware of my body in a way that kept me half-aroused from the moment I left the house.

When I entered the assessment room, Darius was waiting by the door rather than writing on the whiteboard as usual. He closed and locked the door behind me without saying a word, his eyes scanning my outfit with obvious approval.

“Much better,” he said finally, stepping closer to run a finger along the neckline of my sports top. “I knew you couldn’t stay away, they never can.”

The knowing tone made me bristle slightly, but I refused to be embarrassed. “I’m here for my training,” I said, trying to sound professional. “That’s all.”

He smiled, clearly amused by my attempt at denial. “Of course you are,” he agreed, his hand moving to cup my breast through the thin material of my sports bra. “But we both know what kind of training you really want.”

Before I could respond, his mouth was on mine, kissing me with a hunger that erased any remaining pretense between us. I melted into him, my body responding instantly to his touch as if it had been starving for days — which, in a way, it had.

“I missed this sweet pussy,” he murmured against my lips, his hand sliding down to press against the dampness already forming between my legs. “Did you miss me too?”

I nodded, unable to lie when he was touching me like this, making me feel wanted in ways I hadn’t experienced in years. The shame was still there, lurking beneath the desire, but it only heightened every sensation.

“Say it,” he commanded, his fingers rubbing me through the thin fabric of my leggings. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you,” I whispered, the confession feeling like both surrender and victory. “I want to continue... everything.”

His satisfied smile was my reward. “Good girl,” he praised, stepping back and gesturing to the massage table. “Since missed a session, we should start with a thorough assessment of your progress.”

The professional language was a thin veneer for what we both knew was about to happen. As I lay back on the table, Darius stood between my spread legs, slowly stripping off his shirt to reveal the muscular chest and stomach I had only imagined until now.

“Your body responds beautifully to training,” he observed, his hands moving to my ankles and slowly sliding up my legs. “But today we need to work on your flexibility and endurance.”

His hands pushed my thighs further apart, his eyes locked on the wet spot that had formed at the crotch of my leggings. “Remove these,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

I lifted my hips, peeling the leggings down and off, leaving me completely exposed except for my sports bra. The cool air against my bare, wet heat made me gasp, but Darius’s appreciative gaze kept me from feeling self-conscious.

“Perfect,” he murmured, unfastening his pants. “You even shaved for me.”

It wasn’t a question, but I nodded anyway, watching with anticipation as he freed himself from his underwear. Even in my memories, I hadn’t done justice to how impressive he was — thick and long and beautifully proportioned, with prominent veins that promised intense sensations.

“You can look,” he said, noticing my stare. “In fact, I want you to look. I want you to see exactly what’s going to be inside this married pussy today.”

The crude language sent a shiver through me, equal parts arousal and fear. He was significantly larger than anything I had taken before, and the practical part of my brain wondered if I could physically accommodate him without pain.

“Don’t worry,” he said, as if reading my thoughts. “I’ll make sure you’re ready first.”

With that, he knelt between my legs and without warning, buried his face in my most intimate place. The sudden, intimate contact made me cry out, my hands instinctively moving to grip his short hair as his tongue began its thorough exploration.

“God,” I gasped as he licked and sucked with expert precision, apparently unaffected by my lack of grooming or any residual embarrassment about being so openly displayed. If anything, he seemed to enjoy the raw reality of me — not some polished version of femininity but the real thing, complete with imperfections.

He spent what felt like an eternity between my legs, bringing me to the edge multiple times before backing off, keeping me in a state of desperate need. By the time he finally let me come, I was babbling incoherently, my body so sensitized that even the air moving against my wet skin felt like additional stimulation.

As I lay there trembling, Darius stood and stripped off his remaining clothes, his impressive cock standing proudly against his stomach. He wrapped a hand around it, stroking slowly as he looked down at me.

“Your husband doesn’t deserve this pussy,” he said matter-of-factly, his other hand moving to spread my still-quivering folds. “Look how fucking ready you are for me. The fact that you returned tells me everything I’ll ever need to know about him.”

He notched the head of his cock at my entrance, making me gasp at the immediate stretch. Even just that small penetration felt more filling than my husband ever had.

“Please,” I whispered, not sure if I was begging him to continue or to stop.

Darius smiled, pushing forward slightly, just enough to stretch me further without fully entering. “Tell me what you want,” he commanded. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I want... I want you inside me,” I admitted, the words feeling like a final surrender. “Please, Darius. Fuck me.”

With a satisfied groan, he pushed forward in one smooth motion, burying himself to the hilt in my willing body. The sensation was overwhelming — a fullness that bordered on pain but quickly transformed into intense pleasure as my body adjusted to accommodate him.

“Oh fuck,” I cried out, my hands clutching at his shoulders as he held still, letting me adapt. “You’re so big.”

“And you’re so tight,” he countered, beginning to move with shallow thrusts that gradually increased in depth and speed. “This pussy was made for me.”

As he established a rhythm, all thoughts of my husband, my children, my life outside this room dissolved. There was only the incredible feeling of being filled so completely, of being taken by someone who knew exactly what they were doing.

Darius watched my face intently, apparently enjoying the range of emotions that played across it — pleasure, surprise, guilt, and ultimately, surrender. “That’s it,” he encouraged as my hips began to meet his thrusts. “Take what you need, Lauren. Show me how much you’ve missed this.”

The command unleashed something in me, and I began to move more actively beneath him, riding his impressive cock with increasing abandon. The wet sounds of our joining filled the room, obscenely loud in the quiet space, and I found I didn’t care. Let the whole gym hear what was happening in here — let them know that this faithful wife had become something else entirely.

When my orgasm approached, Darius recognized the signs immediately. “Come for me,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “Come all over this big black cock like the cheating slut you’ve become.”

The degradation pushed me over the edge, my body clenching around him as waves of pleasure washed through me, more intense than anything I had ever experienced. Darius followed moments later, his grip on my hips bruising as he buried himself deep inside me with a guttural groan.

In the aftermath, as we both struggled to catch our breath, reality began to seep back into my consciousness. I was lying on a massage table in a public gym, my body marked by another man’s release, my marriage vows completely forgotten in the pursuit of pleasure.

Darius seemed to read my thoughts, withdrawing carefully and reaching for a towel. “Don’t start overthinking this now,” he said, gently cleaning between my legs with surprising tenderness. “What happened here is exactly what you needed.”

I wasn’t so sure. As I sat up and began to dress, shame already replacing the bliss of moments ago, I wondered if I had just destroyed everything for a few minutes of incredible sex.

“I can’t keep doing this,” I whispered, more to myself than to him. “Ethan deserves better.”

Darius paused in pulling on his shirt, regarding me with an expression that was almost compassionate. “Your husband deserves honesty,” he said quietly. “But that doesn’t mean you stop living your truth. You’ve awakened something in yourself, Lauren. Ignoring it won’t make it go away.”

His words resonated uncomfortably with the truth I had been avoiding. I had changed, and no amount of pretending would change that fact.

“Thursday,” he said, his tone shifting back to professional. “Same time. We’ll work on your cardio endurance next.”

The casual assumption that I would return should have offended me, but instead, I found myself nodding. Because he was right — whatever this was, it wasn’t finished yet.

As I left the gym that day, walking slightly differently with the delicious soreness between my legs, I knew I had passed another point of no return. It was time to be honest with my husband, there’s simply no other way I could continue living with myself.


Chapter 20

Acceptance

That evening, as I prepared dinner for my family, I made a decision. After the children were asleep, I would tell Ethan everything — about Darius, about what had been happening during my training sessions, about how things had progressed far beyond anything I had ever intended.

The confession sat like a stone in my stomach throughout dinner, making it hard to eat or participate in the family conversation. Ethan noticed my distraction but misinterpreted it.

“Another tough workout?” he asked with a smile that made my heart ache. “You’re really committed to this new routine.”

I nodded, unable to meet his eyes. “Actually, there’s something I need to talk to you about after the kids are in bed,” I said, my voice barely steady. “Something important.”

His expression shifted slightly, concern replacing his casual demeanor. “Everything okay?”

“Just... we need to talk,” I managed, hoping he wouldn’t press further until we had privacy.

The hours that followed felt endless. As I bathed the kids and read them stories, my mind raced through various ways to begin the conversation. How could I possibly explain without destroying him? How could I ask for his forgiveness when I wasn’t even sure I wanted to stop seeing Darius?

When I finally joined Ethan in our bedroom, he was already waiting, sitting on the edge of the bed with a worried expression.

“What’s going on, Lauren?” he asked, patting the space beside him. “You’re scaring me.”

I sat down, keeping a careful distance between us as if that could somehow lessen the impact of what I was about to say. “I need to be completely honest with you,” I began, my hands twisting in my lap. “And I need you to just... listen until I’m finished, okay?”

He nodded slowly, his face paling slightly. “Okay.”

Taking a deep breath, I plunged ahead before I could lose my nerve. “My trainer at the gym — Darius — we’ve... things have happened between us.” The words came out in a rush, clumsy and incomplete.

Ethan stared at me, processing. “What kind of things?” he asked carefully.

“Everything,” I admitted, the single word feeling both like relief and condemnation. “Kissing, touching, and... today we had sex.”

The confession hung in the air between us, terrible and irreversible. I watched Ethan’s face, bracing for anger, for accusations, for the end of my marriage as I knew it.

Instead, after a long moment of silence, he asked quietly, “Why?”

The simple question threw me off guard. “At first, it was just... attraction,” I stammered. “He paid attention to me in ways I haven’t felt in years. But it became more than that. He makes me feel alive, Ethan. Desired in a way I’ve been missing for so long.”

My husband looked down at his hands, his fingers fidgeting with his wedding ring. When he finally spoke again, his voice was strained but not angry. “Is it over?”

The question caught me by surprise. “I... I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I told myself it would be, but—“

“You want to continue seeing him,” Ethan finished for me, still not meeting my eyes.

“I don’t know how to stop wanting this,” I whispered, shame burning my cheeks. “I know how horrible that sounds, how selfish and cruel. But when I’m with him, I feel like someone completely different — someone powerful and desirable instead of just... Mom.”

The vulnerability in my own voice surprised me. I hadn’t realized until this moment how much my identity as a mother had consumed me, how much I had missed feeling like a sexual being rather than just a caregiver.

Ethan finally looked up, his expression conflicted. “Do you love him?”

“No!” The answer came quickly and sincerely. “It’s not about love, Ethan. It’s about... physical satisfaction. And something darker that I’m ashamed to admit even to myself. It’s the same thing I see in your eyes when we play with that... dildo.”

The mention of our recent sexual exploration brought a flush to Ethan’s cheeks. “I thought that was just a fantasy,” he said quietly. “Something we both enjoyed pretending.”

“So did I,” I admitted. “But it’s become more than that for me. It’s like Darius has woken up this part of myself I didn’t know existed — a part that gets off on the taboo, on the power dynamic, on... on being with someone who isn’t you.”

The cruelty of my words made me wince, but I had committed to complete honesty now.

To my shock, Ethan’s expression shifted slightly — hurt still there, but something else mingling with it. Something that looked uncomfortably like arousal. “So what do you want to happen?” he asked, his voice huskier than before.

“I don’t know,” I whispered, suddenly uncertain of everything. “I don’t want to lose you or the kids. But I don’t know how to give up... whatever this is with him either.”

We sat in silence for several minutes, the weight of my confession settling between us like a third presence in the room. When Ethan finally spoke again, his words shocked me to my core.

“What if... what if you didn’t have to choose?” he said haltingly, his eyes fixed on the carpet. “What if we found a way to... incorporate this into our life?”

“I don’t understand,” I said, though a terrifying spark of hope flickered in my chest. “Are you saying you’d be okay with me continuing to see him?”

Ethan’s face burned crimson, but he nodded slowly. “Not just okay with it,” he admitted, the words seemingly torn from him. “The truth is... when you talked about him during sex, when you used that toy... it was the most turned on I’ve ever been. Seeing you so wild and passionate... it was like being with a different woman. A woman I’ve missed.”

The admission left me speechless. My husband — my kind, predictable Ethan — was suggesting he might accept my infidelity because it aroused him? It seemed impossible, yet there he was, waiting for my response with vulnerable hope in his eyes.

“Are you sure?” I asked carefully. “Because once we cross this line, there’s no going back to how things were.”

“I’m sure,” he nodded, though his hands still shook slightly. “I’d rather have an honest wife who comes home to me than a dishonest one who pretends everything is fine. And if this is what you need to feel alive again... then I want to be part of it, somehow.”

The magnitude of what he was offering settled over me — a path forward that included both my family and my newfound desires. But it came with its own complications, its own moral questions.

“We’d need rules,” I said slowly, my mind already racing with possibilities. “Boundaries that protect our family but still allow... this.”

Ethan nodded eagerly. “Anything you want. Just tell me what you need. But first, I want you to show me what happened, use the dildo.”

I stood, my heart pounding as I retrieved the black dildo from our nightstand. As I undressed under his watchful gaze, I felt a new dynamic emerging — one where my shame and desire could coexist, where my husband’s eyes on me would enhance rather than diminish my pleasure.

When I lay back on the bed, spreading my legs to begin, Ethan stopped me with a gentle hand on my thigh.

“No,” he said, his voice stronger now. “Tell me about it first. Tell me what he did to you today, exactly how it felt when he entered you for the first time.”

As I began to speak, describing in detail the scene in the assessment room, the feel of Darius’s body against mine, the moment of penetration and the incredible fullness that had followed, Ethan’s eyes glazed over with unmistakable arousal. For the first time since this had begun, I didn’t feel like I was betraying him — because he was here, present and participating in his own way.

The dildo in my hand suddenly became more than just a toy — it was a bridge between us, allowing me to share my experience with my husband while still honoring the reality of what had happened. And as Ethan watched, his hand moving to his own erection, I realized that our marriage wasn’t ending after all.

It was simply transforming into something we never could have imagined.


A note from the author
Thank you all so much for reading, there will be more to "cum"
What kinks, character points or anything else do you want to see included? Drop me a message!
It will take me some time to build the story further, the ending is still quite a ways off. Until next time,
Mary-Kate Kiley 🤍
Ps. I write mainly from my own experience with past boyfriends and my wonderful husband.
Feel free to email me at: mkkiley@proton.me
Also, be sure to sign up on my mailing list for updates and the occasional freebie.
Please remember to rate and review the work so I know if I'm meeting your needs or need to switch it up, it helps me a lot!
Thank you for all your support!❤️❤️❤️
mkkiley@proton.me
Join the mailing list:
https://mary-katekileysmut.eo.page/vbdj8
[image: QR code linking to the mailing list]


OEBPS/image_rsrcYT.jpg
PERSONALLY
TRAIN ED...

CUCKING MY HUSBAND -

J / 3 , i
s o | ¥ o a)
‘ % ! 2
/| 'y .
’ 7 \\\’ ) ,,
» 2 A > > :
: yy,) N ,\\\,
/ Y /
\\\
TRAINER
; |






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		A Gym Membership


    		The First Session


    		Fantasy


    		Forbidden


    		Better Form


    		Something Different


    		Spicing it Up


    		Playing With Toys


    		Take It Out


    		Going Through the Motions


    		Purgatory


    		Touch Me


    		What Could Be


    		Penance


    		Ecstasy


    		Guilt


    		Resolve


    		Resist


    		Joining


    		Acceptance


    		A note from the author


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96






OEBPS/image_rsrcYU.jpg





