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Chapter 1

“Oh my god, I can’t believe our wedding is only like 2 months away!” I exclaimed to my husband James as we drove toward my parent’s house for a barbecue. It was a beautiful, sunny day, and I was feeling on top of the world.

James turned to smile at me quickly, and then fixed his eyes back on the road. I knew he was quite excited about the wedding too, even though he didn’t often express it.

“When do you go for your next fitting?” He asked.

“Next Friday,” I replied. This would be my second wedding dress fitting, and there would be one more before the big day. “How come, babe? Were you wanting a sneak peek at the dress?” I asked, laughing.

“Oh no, it’s not that. I was just thinking the other day. Brad said his wife went to some crazy boot camp thing to get ready for their wedding,” he said, pulling into my parent’s driveway.

“Oh my god, I’ve heard of people doing that before. I mean I guess it makes sense, but I already go to the gym so I’m not too worried.”

“Well, I was thinking. I’m sure you want to look the best you can, right? Maybe it wouldn’t be a bad idea to get a personal trainer. Just so you know, you can look your best.”

His comments stung, but I figured his heart was in the right place, especially since it was just something he’d heard from Brad. I would have liked him to say that I did look my best, or that he was glad I wasn’t putting myself through all of that just for one day, but I was sure he was just looking out for me.

“I mean, I feel pretty confident already,” I said, and his face fell a bit. “Well, I guess I could go to something like that, but trainers are way too expensive,” I reasoned, backpedaling after seeing the look on his face.

“No worries, I’ll pay for the trainer. I saw they had them at your gym. Brad’s wife said that she used this one boot camp leader that totally toned her up.” He pulled out his phone and pulled up a confirmation email. “It turns out, she works at your gym. I booked you some sessions with her. I’ll forward you the dates. Just consider it an early wedding present,” he said, smiling.

I was a bit upset that he had gone ahead and booked something that I didn’t want. I didn’t think it was necessary, and I was already in a pretty good workout routine. I didn’t want to follow some boot camp diet and have some woman boss me around for money. But I knew it was what he wanted, and I didn’t want to argue right before the barbecue.

I put on a fake smile and grabbed his hand. “Okay babe, thanks for thinking of me,” I said, and gave him a quick peck on the lips.

“No problem. Trust me, babe. You’re going to look so good.”


Chapter 2

I’d meant to bring up that I didn’t want to go to the personal trainer, but James and I were both so busy that I ended up not having the time. Or when I did have the time, it wasn’t the right moment. Before I knew it, it was the day of the appointment, and James was at work.

I thought about canceling, but I knew he’d already paid for it, and that he would be upset if I didn’t go. I figured maybe he was right. Maybe I would get some better ideas from this new trainer. Maybe there were some things in my routine that I wasn’t doing right.

I drove to the gym, a big, square building with large glass windows. It was a huge place, and I’d picked this specific gym because not only did they have everything, but they also had some amazing bonuses. The change rooms were beautiful, with towel service and free sample bottles of shampoo and conditioner. It was extremely clean, and each change room had a sauna and a steam room, along with some hydro massage beds and even free tanning. I knew that during the really tough workouts, the ones I didn’t want to finish, I had something good waiting for me at the end. I was happy that James had at least gotten me a trainer at the gym I liked.

I scanned my card and headed towards the change room, and it started to sink in that I wasn’t here for a normal workout. Not only was I meeting a stranger, but she used to be the head of a boot camp. She would probably kick my ass by the time the night was over, and I wasn’t quite in the mood to be pushed too much, considering I was only here to make James happy.

I got changed into my favorite pink, tight gym shorts, and a black baggy t-shirt that I tied in a knot near my waist. I looked in the mirror for a moment at myself. I thought I looked pretty good, but I guess I’d see what these classes could do. I took a quick picture in the mirror to keep track of my progress and threw my hair up into a bun.

I walked back out to the main desk and talked to the secretary. I told him I had an appointment with a personal trainer, and he directed me down a hall to a waiting room. I’d never been to that part of the gym before, but I wasn’t too surprised considering the place was so huge.

I sat down on one of the black, leather chairs, and before I could pull out my phone to waste time, I heard a voice behind me.

“Hi! Lauren?” The voice asked, and I spun around in my seat. The woman I saw was definitely not who I was expecting. When I thought of ‘boot camp instructor’, I expected someone who looked really tough and with a stern voice, but she was the opposite. Her hair was long and wavy, hanging neatly in a ponytail, and she was just a bit shorter than I was, but around the same age as me, 27. She was absolutely gorgeous. She looked more like a model than a fitness instructor.

“Hello, Taylor?” I asked, and she nodded. I stood up out of my chair to shake her hand. I expected her to break my hand with a dominant handshake, but instead, her handshake was soft and gentle.

“Lauren, I’m so happy to meet you!” She started, her voice was cheery and sweet. “I think it would be best for us to sit down first and go over some of your fitness goals first.”

I agreed and she sat in the chair across from me, opening a small notepad. She was wearing a perfectly fitted matching set of black leggings and a sports bra with a marble design. I felt a bit under dressed in my baggy sweatshirt, but she didn’t seem to care.

“So, I see here that it was someone named James who booked your appointment, is that right?”

“Yes, that’s correct,” I replied, sitting up in my seat. “My fiance.”

“Aw, congrats on the engagement! When are you getting married?”

“Two months! It’s coming up so quickly.”

She smiled and made a note on her paper. “So I’m guessing you were wanting to tone up for the wedding?”

I sighed. “Yes, well. To be honest, it wasn’t my idea. But my husband thought it might be a good idea.” I realized it kind of sounded a bit bad. “I mean, I am happy about the classes, but I do have a workout routine already, and I’m quite happy with my body already. But he heard from a friend that took your class, and he thought it was a good idea…” I was trying to make it sound not so bad, but I was starting to ramble.

“Look, I totally get it, Lauren. I’ve seen tons of women before their weddings. Honestly, I think all of those women, including you, look amazing already. I know for a lot of people it makes them feel better to do a little extra before their wedding day, especially when their confidence is low.”

“But for someone like you, you’re already confident, and you really do look amazing. So I don’t know if I’d want to continue these classes unless you feel like you will get something out of them.”

“Thank you…you’re right,” I said, leaning back in my seat. “I mean I’m already here, and I know there is a lot I can learn from a professional like you anyways. Plus, the classes are already paid for anyway, so we might as well make the most of it.”

Taylor leaned forward slightly and put her hand on my knee, comforting me. “That’s the spirit, don’t worry babe. We will make this work.”

I trusted her when she said that, and I felt such a relief knowing that she wasn’t going to push me like James was. We spoke for a bit about my workout routine, my goals, and how far I’d come. She found a few areas of weakness in my plan and also suggested introducing some new fun workout activities to switch things up. I felt almost like I was speaking to a friend, and now I understood why her price was high.


Chapter 3

“TEN, ELEVEN, COME ON LAUREN, ONE MORE. PUSH!” Taylor yelled, and I pushed.

I was deadlifting a barbell and it was twenty pounds higher than what I was normally doing, but having her motivate me and push me made me do more than I thought I could. I was sweating, my face turning beet red, but I kept lifting, shaking through the pain until I finally heard her yell.

“TWELVE!” She exclaimed, and I dropped the barbell immediately, my blood pumping loudly into my ears, and my arms feeling big. “Good job, Lauren! Next, I’m going to get you to lay on your back, on the floor.”

Taylor was no joke. We’d only been going for 45 minutes, but I’d already beaten some of my records, even by a little bit. I was grateful that the trainer’s area of the gym was private. I laid on the floor as she’d said, panting, hoping that she would let me take a nap on the comfortable padded surface. She knelt beside me.

“Okay, do you mind if I touch you? I’m just going to guide you into the right position,” she asked, and I immediately shook my head.

“No, oh my god, I don’t mind at all,” I said, and she smiled.

I felt her grab my calf, and she pushed my leg upwards, bending my knee, my foot hovering in the air. She did the same to the other calf, and I felt my skin twitch under her touch. I hadn’t had anyone touch my skin in a while, as embarrassing as that was, as James and I had been a bit physically distant in the last few months.

“God, you are super toned. I can feel your muscle moving just when I touch your leg,” she said, and I felt myself blushing a bit.

“Thanks,” I replied, my knees still suspended.

She placed a hand gently on my stomach, pushing in. “Press your spine to the mat, the best you can,” she said. I felt a shiver run through my skin.

“Okay,” I said softly and did as she said.

“Good.” She moved her hand behind my neck now, lifting my head a bit and supporting it. “Just lift, just a bit, perfect.”

She pulled each of my wrists up above my chest and placed a medicine ball in between my hands. I held it, and she slipped her hands around mine and moved the ball from one of my sides to the other.

“Just like that, go back and forth, and you’re going to feel it in your abs. It seems silly but when it’s done I swear you’ll be burning,” she said, and her hands lingered on mine a bit longer than I’d expected. Or maybe it was in my head? I was listening to her, and doing the motions, but all of my attention was focused on her skin on mine that I realized I wasn’t speaking.

“Good,” I replied, feeling like my response didn’t quite fit.

“Good is right. I love that feeling,” she said, letting go of my hands. “That bit of pain that lets you know you did everything just right.”

“Me too,” I replied, doing the exercise the way she showed me. I felt the burning feeling, and I pushed through it, wanting to impress her. I bit my lip, and I felt her press down on my naval again, making sure I was only using my core.

“Good, Lauren. Perfect. You don’t even need me.”

But I did need her. I wanted her to help me more. I wanted her to keep guiding me and touching me. When I finished I couldn’t help but say the words on my tongue, hoping I wouldn’t sound strange. Her touch was so comforting, and I needed more, even if I needed to work hard to get it.

“Can you show me some more exercises? I always find it hard to get the right position.”

“You want more? Hm,” she thought for a moment. I’d thought maybe I was busted, maybe she would say she thought it was weird I wanted to be guided so specifically, but instead, she seemed excited by the idea. “Okay, I have an idea. Do you mind standing up?”

I stood up quickly, not taking the time to answer her.

“Maybe we should go over to the mirror. So you can see your form.”

We walked toward one of the floor-to-ceiling mirrors and I felt a bit embarrassed seeing myself. I looked a bit disheveled, my hair starting to spring out of the ponytail, my face still a bit red, and sweat glistening on my brow. Taylor stood behind me, and she was so close I could feel her breath. Even though I could see her I froze. It felt so intimate.

She put her hands on my waist and pulled me back slightly. I felt my ass graze lightly against her thigh, and I gulped when it happened but she didn’t seem to notice or care.

“So, you’re going to want to have your hips back, like this,” she said, still holding my waist. I stiffened under her touch. “And then I want you to stand up tall, perfect, see how your shoulders are forward a bit?” She asked, putting her hands on top of them. “I want you to just roll them back slightly. Great.”

I could smell Taylor’s sweet perfume, and I felt the warmth from her body.

“See how good your posture is?” She asked, and I nodded. “Now if you just spread your feet apart so they line up with your hips,” she said, and I felt her hands on my thighs. I gasped, opening my legs a bit, and I couldn’t believe how turned on I felt.

It had been so long since I’d had anyone this close to me, apart from sleeping beside James. We hadn’t had sex since a bit before the engagement, and that was about seven months ago. Nothing specific had happened, we just started to drift apart. His recent comments about wanting me to see a personal trainer made me think that maybe he wasn’t feeling as attracted to me, and maybe that’s why he wanted me to work out a bit more before the wedding.

Even though I’d been feeling a bit neglected lately, I knew that it wasn’t normal behavior to be turned on by my trainer’s friendly touch. I had always thought deep down that I might have been a bit attracted to women, but I was sure every woman had questioned their sexuality at some point. Even if I were attracted to women, I was engaged, and this feeling also shouldn’t have been acceptable. But at the same time, I knew it was just in my head. I wasn’t actually cheating.

I was so deep in thought, staring at us in the mirror, watching as Taylor flipped her long ponytail over her shoulder, that I didn’t realize I had started to lean back toward her. I felt her body pressed up against mine, her hips against my ass, and we both realized at the same time that I had leaned back, but neither one of us moved.

“You see how that feels? Does that feel better?” Taylor asked, her voice a bit lower and quieter than it had been previously. Her hands were still on my thighs, near my hips, frozen.

“Yes,” I replied. It felt as if my mouth was betraying me. “I think I need some more help.” As I spoke I felt her fingertips dig slightly into my hips, and I felt her press a bit more into my back. I breathed heavily, my body so desperate to be touched, and my pussy starting to tense with excitement.

I watched in the mirror as she moved her mouth close to my ear. “What exactly do you need help with? Do you need me to push you a bit harder?” She asked, her voice barely a whisper, sending shivers down my spine. Her hands moved on my thighs, dragging up and down so slowly I wasn’t sure at first that she was moving.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I felt a bit guilty, but I didn’t have time to process it as I stared at her in the mirror, her hands on my body. I placed my hands over hers, and I guided one hand up my stomach slowly, toward my breasts, and the other I moved toward my inner thigh. She watched as I moved her hands, eager to follow what I was doing when I heard a loud alarm.

We both jumped, and she bolted to the side of the room where a big red clock was fastened to the wall, and she turned off the alarm. We were both silent as she returned.

“I’m sorry,” Taylor said, facing me. “I have another appointment in like five minutes, or else… we could continue.”

“No, it’s totally okay,” I said, feeling a bit embarrassed. “I’m sorry, that was inappropriate of me.”

“Oh my god, Lauren. No, don’t worry about that at all. We can debrief on Friday when our next appointment is. Let me know if you implement any of the things we learned in your routine,” she placed her hand on my arm.

“Okay, thank you,” I said, placing my hand over hers. “I’ll see you on Friday.”

“Yes, good,” she replied as if she had been unsure that I would return.

We walked out of the room in silence, and before we parted ways I thanked her quickly. I walked back to the change rooms and as soon as I got to my locker I sat down on the bench in front of it, thinking about what had just happened. I sat for a moment, my stomach turning with guilt as I thought of how badly I’d wished she would have followed me into the room.


Chapter 4

Igot home from the gym, and James was waiting for me in the kitchen.

“Hey babe, how was your workout?” He asked excitedly. For some reason, I had half expected him to find out by the look on my face, but he didn’t look suspicious. I put on a fake smile.

“So good, she is so good at her job. She really pushed me. I’m glad you booked her.”

“Good, she’s going to have you in shape in no time,” he said, and I felt a pang of anger from his words. But I knew I had no right to be angry after whatever had happened between Taylor and me.

“Thanks, I’m just going to have a shower, I ate on the way home,” I said, lying.

“It’s okay, I ate earlier,” James said, finishing a glass of water and putting it in the dishwasher. “I’ll meet you in bed.”

I was feeling so horny from earlier, that I thought maybe James would want to have sex tonight. Especially after I had started my workout classes as he’d wanted. We hadn’t had sex in months. He never seemed quite interested, and I figured he was just stressed about the wedding so I didn’t push it. We usually didn’t talk about sex, but I made sure to make it very clear how badly I wanted him. I didn’t want to pressure him, but I was starting to feel self-conscious about it. I had a long shower, dried my hair, and slipped into a sexy pair of silky pajamas. I got into our big king-sized bed, where he lay awake reading, and I cuddled up next to him.

He inched away from me slightly, so I figured he wanted to read. I left him alone, and as soon as he was done and had turned off the light, I moved my hand over his stomach, rubbing my hands up his chest and then down his side. I expected him to roll toward me, but instead, he grabbed my hand and moved it back toward me, and rolled over, facing away from me.

I rolled onto my back, letting out a frustrated sigh, but he still hadn’t said anything, not even a goodnight. I had felt quite guilty, but the way he cast me aside so easily with no explanation made me not feel so bad. I let thoughts of Taylor’s hands on my body seep into my head, running my own hands up and down as if they were hers, pausing to rub at my nipples. I kept my mouth shut. As much as I wished I could put on a show for James, I knew it wouldn’t work. I’d tried it before.

I didn’t realize how tired I’d been, and I fell asleep before I could masturbate, imagining what would have happened if the alarm hadn’t interrupted Taylor and me.


The few days before my next appointment with Taylor seemed to drag on. I kept rehearsing in my head how I would apologize for my unprofessional behavior, after thinking long and hard about what had happened. I was about to get married, and I didn’t even know this woman, and I had come onto her during her job. It was inappropriate and I knew I needed to let her know I was sorry. I did feel remorse, but at the same time, I found myself having to shake the feeling of her hands on my hips out of my head quite often.

James made me feel lonely, and I needed to realize that it was my problem to deal with. I knew that in marriage there would be many times where sex would fade in and out, but it was the love that mattered, and I did love him, even though with our work schedules we didn’t get to see each other as often as before. It was life, and I knew I needed to be strong and get through it.

However, as I chose my outfit for the gym, I could feel myself getting a sick excitement from knowing I would be alone with Taylor once again. I shook it out of my head. I thought about wearing baggy sweatpants and a big shirt, messing up my hair and hoping she would want nothing to do with me anyways. But in the end, I found myself wearing the most revealing gym outfit that I owned. I put on a pair of black shorts that cut quite far up my thigh, and a black sports bra. I looked at myself in the mirror, telling myself over and over that it wasn’t sexy, but it was no different than what plenty of other girls wore to the gym. It wasn’t that I was dressing for Taylor, but I was dressing to blend in. I threw on a sweater and left home, ready for my next appointment.


Chapter 5

Ichecked in with the front desk after locking up my belongings, and I was directed once again to the waiting room. I waited for Taylor but it didn’t take long before I heard her familiar voice behind me.

“Hi Lauren,” she said, and I turned around, feeling the deja vu wash over me. This time she was wearing long, neon pink leggings and a white, cotton, cropped long sleeve shirt. Her makeup and hair looked just like last time, completely perfect.

“Taylor, it’s nice to see you,” I managed, feeling a bit nervous from her gaze. I knew we both shared something that was inappropriate, for me, my marriage, and for her, her job. However, she seemed just as casual and cheery as normal.

“I’m very happy you decided to come back,” she started, taking a seat in front of me. “I made sure to completely book the trainer’s gym for us this week, so we can get the most out of your workout. I did try to clear the schedule for the rest of the evening in case you wanted some extra assistance, but unfortunately, there is an appointment with another trainer shortly after us. But since we have the gym to ourselves for a while, I think it might be best if we debrief the last session there.”

I was shocked. I knew she was still speaking as if she was leaving things open for me to guide. I got the feeling that if I had asked for a regular workout, she would be okay with that too, but I appreciated her leaving the option open. For a moment I felt a bit confused. I’d assumed that she would come in and sternly speak to me about the inappropriate behavior I’d displayed last time, but instead, it seemed as if she was open to the idea of continuing what we had started. Did that mean that she had found me attractive? Attractive enough to risk her job?

Her gentle way of hinting at me made me feel a bit excited again, even though I knew that this was not something I could go through with. I thought for a moment, looking at her, before replying.

“Yes, that sounds good. I have a lot I would like to talk about during the debrief.” She nodded at me and stood up silently, motioning for me to follow her. We walked through the maze of hallways back to the trainer’s space, and she locked the door behind us.

The same space was before us, a smaller version of the gym I was used to upstairs. Taylor did a quick walk through, making sure we were alone, and then she led me over to the weight benches, where we had begun last time. She motioned for me to take a seat and I did, and she sat in front of me on the floor. She leaned back on her hands, her knees bent in front of her and her toes pointed toward me.

“So, debrief time,” she said with a smile, staring up at me. I found it hard not to look at her soft lips as she spoke. “Last time was very exciting, to say the least. I understand, however, that you probably have developed some reservations since we last met. I completely understand, and I want you to know that I am only here to support you, in any way you wish.”

I nodded, and I opened my mouth to speak, but she continued. “However, I do want you to know that this is not something I normally do. But I really find you very attractive. Between your eagerness to improve yourself, and your drive, plus your assets, I am quite good at separating my feelings from work, and I respect whatever your decision is, but I want you to know that you are a big exception.”

I gulped at her words. She spoke them so casually, stretched out before me, and I found it hard to recite the words I’d memorized before. All I could hear was her saying she found me attractive, and her words from the last session still rang in my head, asking me what she could do to help. Not only did it feel good to have someone want me, but I wanted her. Especially knowing that she was risking her job even by bringing up the last session.

“I… I know this is wrong,” I started, rubbing my sweaty palms on my legs. “I find you attractive too. But it’s not okay. I am engaged, I mean, sometimes I don’t feel like I am. He…well, he doesn’t make me feel….” I paused, swallowing hard as I found her eyes on me. “I don’t care that it’s wrong. It’s not about him, but… I just want you. That’s it.” I finished, feeling quite strange after rambling on. However, she looked at me like what I’d said was quite normal.

“I won’t say anything, Lauren, don’t worry.” She leaned forward, getting up on her knees in front of me. “If you’ll give me permission to, I can help you. Your secret’s safe with me.”

“Yes, Taylor. Please,” I said quietly, feeling goosebumps shiver through my skin. I was shocked at how quickly I had changed my mind and how weak my willpower was around Taylor. She sat up on her knees in front of me. The bench was quite close to the ground already, and I sat on it with my knees slightly bent upwards. I felt her hands around my knees lightly, and she pried them open slowly, watching me.

“I’ll just get you to open your knees slightly, perfect,” she said. She positioned me like last time, but this time her hands stayed glued to me, heavy and lingering as she rubbed up and down my calves.

“Now just lay back a bit,” she said, pressing underneath my chest. I laid back on the bench that was slightly tilted, grateful that she was taking the lead. “Good,” she said almost in a whisper.

She leaned in between my open legs and I felt her lips on my stomach as she moved her hands up and down my abdomen. I moved eagerly underneath her fingers, watching as she touched me. Her warm hands snaked up my body, and I felt her fingertips hooking underneath my sports bra.

My nipples felt so hard, pulsing beneath the tight fabric, but thankfully I didn’t have to wait long before she continued. She sucked lightly at my stomach, looking up at me as her hands pushed my bra up, my breasts slowly being revealed from underneath. I felt so turned on as they were exposed, and before she could continue pushing my bra up, I grabbed it and pulled it up over my head quickly, throwing it on the floor.

“Please, Taylor, I need you,” I said, hoping to ease her hesitation. It worked as she wasted no time taking one of my hard nipples into her mouth. I heard her moan around it as she sucked hard, her tongue running over my hard nub. I couldn’t help but cry out and arch my back, and I felt her hand shoot up and pinch my other nipple, rolling it between her fingers.

“Lauren,” she said in between licks. “Do you trust me?”

“Yes,” I moaned, watching as she swirled her tongue around my nipple. I had no reason to trust her, but I did.

She stood up and straddled my lap on the bench. I felt my hands instantly grasp her waist and pull her even closer. Her hands found my breasts quickly and I felt her fingers pinch my nipples as she watched my face react.

“Do you want it harder?” She asked with her lips on my neck.

“Yes, please, I’d like that,” I moaned. She pinched my nipples harder than James had been comfortable with, and I writhed underneath her. “Oh my god, yes, that feels so good. Harder, please,” I begged, and she obeyed, smiling.

“Mmm, you’re so hot when you moan,” she said, sucking and licking up my neck to my mouth. I felt her lips against mine, and she kissed me hard as she played with my nipples. I quickly grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it desperately up over her breasts, and I was so relieved to see she was naked underneath. I grabbed her breasts in my hands, running my fingertips over her nipples and she moaned into my mouth.

“Oh my god, Lauren,” she moaned and continued kissing me, licking at my tongue and biting my lips. She reached her hands to mine and moved them off of her breasts, and then I felt her lean down and rub her chest against mine. My skin was slick with sweat already, and so was hers. Her breasts slid over mine, her chest dragging against mine, and I moaned and ground my body up and down against her. Every time she passed over my nipples, the feeling radiated down toward my clit, and I felt it becoming harder and harder.

As if she had read my mind, I felt a rough hand snake over my chest and down my stomach and squeezed between the tight fabric of my shorts. Her fingers rubbed up and down my slit, pushing against my wet hole, and then she moved her soaked fingers up to my clit, rubbing rough circles against my hard nub.

I’d been feeling an equal amount of shame and desire up until the moment she made contact with my clit. Beforehand, I’d been considering calling it off, thinking of James’ face if he ever found out about this. I knew that Taylor had been in contact with him, maybe he had paid her to test me? Or maybe she would decide to tell him about this encounter, ruining my marriage before it even starts. I had no reason to trust her. I didn’t know anything about her, and she didn’t know me. But the moment she touched me all of my doubts escaped my head and suddenly I didn’t care. James could walk into the room and I wouldn’t blink an eye. I hadn’t realized how desperately I wanted to be with someone who wanted me too.

“Ohhh my god,” I gasped as she played with my hard clit. She moved her lips from mine down to my neck, kissing the skin slowly and sending shivers down my spine.

“I need to see you out of these,” she said, and I felt her move both of her hands up to the waistband of my shorts. She knelt in front of me and pulled my tight shorts off, her eyes burning into my skin as she revealed it. I was not a self-conscious person normally, but I’d never been this exposed with the lights on. I’d thought it would be mortifying, but because of the look on her face, it was empowering instead. I looked at her, feeling a bit lucky to have a woman as gorgeous as her, topless and undressing me. I felt like she was a bit out of my league, but she didn’t seem to feel that way.

“As you know, a bit of pain is a good thing, right?” She asked, her hands snaking their way up my thighs.

“Yes,” I said softly, my attention focused on her fingertips.

“I bet you like things a bit rough, don’t you? I bet you like when someone takes control.”

She was right, I’d always fantasized about someone being dominant with me. I’d always wanted James to push just a little bit more. I wanted him to fuck me harder, squeeze my nipples and handle me roughly and passionately. I wanted him to fully take control over me during sex. He seemed to enjoy doing that outside of the bedroom, pestering me to drop out of school when we had first met, telling me who I could and couldn’t be friends with, and doing stuff like signing me up for a personal trainer without my permission. As much as I loved him, sometimes it seemed as if he was the exact opposite of what I needed.

“Yes, you’re right, I do. At least, I’ve always wanted to, you know, have things a bit…rougher. Have someone take control of me,” I stumbled, feeling a bit embarrassed. “And just do you know, I’ve never done anything… like this. Like with a woman.”

She looked up at me from between my legs, and I could feel her fingers start to grip my thighs.

“Don’t worry, babe. I’ll take care of you. I’ll go easy on you, and you can let me know how you feel.” She gripped me even tighter, her short fingernails digging slightly around my thighs. “How does that feel?” She asked.

“So good,” I said, feeling the grip of her fingers radiate to my pussy. She turned me on so much, my mind going wild with the things I wanted her to do to me with her rough hands.

“Maybe it would feel good too if I made it so you couldn’t move? If I tied your hands together so that all you could do is let me take over and fuck you and make you cum? Does that sound good to you?” She asked, her eyes alight, flickering with ideas as she watched me.

“Oh my god, you would do that? That would be so hot.” I said, feeling a bit of disbelief. We both laughed and I watched as she started to look around.

“Hmm,” she said and stood up. I sat up on the bench as she walked around. Finally, she came back with a black, rubber jump rope.

“Lay back,” she said, her voice stern but still slightly soft. I did as she said and I felt her walk behind me. She grabbed both of my hands and brought them behind my back. She tightened the cord around my wrists and tied them together underneath the bench, not so tight that it would hurt, but tight enough that I couldn’t move much.

She leaned at my side with another rope and tied my feet to each other, my legs open. She ran the rope between my feet, not tying them tightly together, but looping it through the bench so that I could not move my ankles. My legs were forced open and my breasts jutted out in front of me with my arms tied back the way they were. My mind was going crazy with excitement, I’d never felt so turned on, and I felt like I would burst with anticipation as I felt her trail her finger all the way from my throat, down my chest and stomach down my thigh. I squirmed underneath her, breathing heavily.

I thought for a moment of what would happen if someone were to walk in. They’d see me tied to the bench, totally naked, and I wouldn’t be able to cover myself or hide. I’d probably be banned from the gym, and Taylor would probably lose her job. But I didn’t care. I wished I could at least see the clock so I knew how much time we had left, but I just hoped that Taylor was watching.

“How does that feel?” She asked, kneeling again in front of me.

“So good, I’m so fucking turned on,” I said, writhing in front of her.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that for you,” she said laughing. “And I want you to know, at any time if you aren’t into this, just let me know and we can stop everything, okay?”

I nodded, grateful that she had reassured me. Even though I was enjoying myself, knowing that I was still in control made me feel safe with her.

She put her hands on my thighs again, pushing them open even wider and gripping me tighter. Then I watched as she lowered her head and licked my pussy, slowly, making eye contact. She pushed her wet, stiffened tongue up over my clit causing me to throw my head back and moan lightly.

“Now remember, don’t make any noise, or else we might get caught,” she said, and I wished I could put my hand over my mouth. She continued licking, and I did everything in my power to stop my cries as she teased my clit with her tongue, flicking it back and forth making me thrust toward her with my hips.

Her hands moved from my thighs back to my ass, lifting me slightly off the seat toward her face. She grabbed me so hard I thought I could be bruised by her fingers, and my clit pulsed with the feeling of being grabbed so hard. I felt her soft lips around my clit and she started sucking hard, her wet tongue still occasionally flicking over me. She brought one hand out from under me and I could feel her press her fingers against my opening.

I knew I couldn’t make much noise but I did my best to beg her without being too loud, even though every word felt like it echoed.

“Please fuck me, Taylor, I need to be fucked please I’ll do anything you say,” I half-whispered. Immediately she pushed her fingers inside of me, and I bit my lip hard to quiet myself as I felt her fingers curl and move against my g-spot. She fingered me faster, flicking against my g-spot every time she fucked me, and I felt my mind going blank with pleasure. I squirmed against the restraints, my whole body tensing and shaking, and I could feel myself ready to cum harder than ever. I couldn’t believe that this much pleasure was possible.

I wanted nothing more than to scream as my orgasm ripped through me. All thoughts of James were entirely out of my head, all I could think of was how hot it was to see Taylor’s face between my legs, sucking and licking my clit even harder as I came. I could feel the vibrations from her mouth as she moaned while I came, and I wasn’t sure I could take any more against my sensitive clit. I twitched against her and she moved her mouth away from me. She continued fucking me slowly, watching me as her fingers in my sensitive pussy started making me even hornier.

“I bet you like cumming hard for me don’t you?” She asked, and I nodded. She stood up and leaned over me, still fingering me. “Tell me if I’m too hard,” she said, and I watched as she took my nipple into her mouth. First, she sucked hard, and then I felt her teeth lightly pinching.

“Oh my god, Taylor, harder, fuck,” I cried as the pleasure radiated through my whole body. She nibbled harder, and suddenly my pussy didn’t feel as sensitive. Instead, I was doing everything I could to bounce up and down on her fingers, making her fuck me even faster. I tried to rub my clit against her hand and she noticed and moved her thumb up to flick the hard nub.

I came again, even more easily, and I could feel my juices dripping down her hand and onto my legs. I was so surprised with how quickly I’d cum the second time, and I felt like I could keep going. She let go of my nipple and brought her hand up to my mouth.

“Open,” she said, and I did. She pushed her fingers into my mouth, and I sucked them eagerly, tasting myself on her. She watched me intently as I sucked, and I made sure to look her in the eye. I felt so dirty but I didn’t care. I moaned as she pushed her fingers into my mouth even more.

“God, you’re so hot,” she said, pulling her fingers out of my mouth. “I wish we had more time, but we’ve got about 3 minutes.”

“Oh my god, really?” I asked in disbelief, my heart skipping with panic. The session had flown by so quickly. “I wish we had more time. I know that’s wrong but I just, I need…”

“It’s okay,” she said, rubbing her thumb against my cheek. “Your secret is safe with me. We probably shouldn’t have done this, but I’m just so attracted to you,” She leaned in and kissed me softly and I kissed her back, and it felt so good to have her soft lips against mine. She pulled away shortly after. “If you don’t want to see me next time, or if you want to switch trainers or anything, I’ll give you my number and you can give me a text.”

I didn’t want a new trainer, I wanted her. It was so wrong of me, and I could feel myself starting to burn up with the feeling of guilt, even though I was so happy.

“I… I mean I don’t want…”

“Don’t worry,” she said, leaning back. “I mean you’re getting married, so I wouldn’t be offended. But I’m here for you, and I’d love to get to know you more if you wanted. Even just as friends, y’know?”

She untied me from the chair and gave me her number. I felt bad about what had happened, but I felt almost as bad that I wasn’t able to do to her what she did to me. I wanted so badly to let her use me, or tell me what to do, I just knew I wanted to be the one making her cum. I wanted to taste her and feel her hot skin against me. I got dressed and then hugged her, and I held on for too long, my hands rubbing down her back. She grabbed the sanitizer and wiped down the seat and jump ropes that she’d used to tie my hands. I got her number, feeling guiltier as reality set into me.

We said goodbye and I walked quickly to the change room. I thought of going home and having James hug me and smell her sweat on me. Would he know? I thought about if he finally did want to have sex, would he be able to tell that I’d cum so hard today, twice? I got into the shower at the gym, trying to scrub any clues off of me.

I couldn’t believe what had happened. I was so surprised at myself, and through my guilt I was almost a little bit proud, thinking of the times my friends had called me a prude. Now I had my own secret, but one that was a little too big. I thought again about whether or not this was some kind of setup by James. But it couldn’t be, right? I imagined he would have gotten me a male trainer if that were the case.

I dried myself off and drove home quickly, my stomach turning. I just needed to see James right away and make sure everything was normal. It was time to see how long I could keep such a big secret.


Chapter 6

Icame home from the gym and James’ car wasn’t in the driveway. For a moment I felt a bit of panic like he had found out about what had happened and left, but I told myself not to jump to conclusions. When I walked in the front door I noticed a note taped onto it.

Hey hun,

I had to go out, be home later.

James

I sighed with relief as this was a pretty normal note to get from him. He would do this a few times a month, and I always wondered why he wouldn’t send me a text. I always told him to just text me instead of leaving a note, but he’d say he didn’t want to disturb me. Whenever I asked what he was up to he usually said it was his brother or his dad needing help with something. I didn’t like to pry much, but I’d wished he would be more open with me.

But tonight I was happy to see the note. I made dinner and watched TV, checking my phone, but there were no messages from him. I fell asleep with the TV on in the living room and woke up a few hours later to him coming through the front door.

“Hey babe,” I said, rubbing my tired eyes. “Did you have a good night?”

“Why?” He asked. “Were you waiting up for me or something?” His voice sounded quite stern, almost like he was offended.

“No, I just fell asleep on the couch,” I replied. “I mean, I was hoping to see you tonight, but I wasn’t trying to wait up.”

He didn’t say anything and headed toward the kitchen. I normally wouldn’t ask where he’d been, as he was usually so vague, but I was a bit upset with how cold he was acting.

“Did you have a good night?” I asked, trying to approach him openly.

“Yep.”

“What did you get up to?”

“Not much,” he replied.

It was like having a conversation with a wall. I knew I was feeling guilty, and that I’d done something terrible tonight, but this wasn’t the first time he’d come home upset like this, for no reason.

“Okay,” I said and turned the tv off. He focused on his meal, not saying anything. I walked toward the stairs, and as I started up them I heard his voice.

“I went out with Brad,” he said, and I looked back and watched as he played with his food. “That’s it. It’s not like a big deal or anything. You can even ask him.”

“I trust you,” I said, but I didn’t feel like I did. But my empty words seemed to suffice. Besides, who was I to talk about trust, after what I had done?

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll be home for dinner tomorrow, we can catch up. Good night.”

I said goodnight back to him and then headed up to the bedroom. I got into bed and he didn’t come up the stairs until long after I fell asleep.

-

I had the next day off and James was at work. I needed to clear my head. I felt less guilty when I woke up, not that I was any less guilty, but I didn’t feel the same sickness in my stomach. James had already left by the time I crawled out of bed.

I couldn’t stop thinking about Taylor. I wondered what kinds of things she liked, what her favorite foods were, and what kind of music she liked. I wanted to ask her why she became a personal trainer, what state she’s from, and if she owned any pets. I wanted to get to know her, and I wanted her to get to know me. I kept looking at her number on my phone, thinking of what I would say if I messaged her, but I couldn’t.

I was mad at James. Even though it felt silly to be upset after what I’d done, I started thinking of all of the things that had happened over the years. There were a lot of things I’d wanted to do, but my relationship with him had changed those goals. I knew that it was a part of being in an engagement and marriage, but for some reason that day it felt like I’d suddenly woken up and looked around and realized I wasn’t where I thought I was.

My friends were his friends, I’d been encouraged to drop mine. He would only move close to his work, causing me to work from home, against my employer’s wishes. He’d told me I didn’t need to go to school, that it was a waste of time since he had an education so I didn’t need one. It didn’t happen all at once, but slowly over time, I realized I didn’t recognize my environment, this wasn’t me.

I kept thinking of Taylor, as I made coffee and tidied the house. I was so attracted to her, and I wondered if I really did like women. Was I bisexual? Or was I even into men at all? Of course, I’d found James attractive and I loved him so much, but Taylor made my whole body tingle just at the thought of her. I felt guilty that I found her even more attractive than James, but I figured it didn’t help that I was upset with him.

I also couldn’t believe what I let her do to me. I’d wanted James to be a bit kinkier, but we weren’t even sleeping together at all. But my first time meeting Taylor she found out exactly what I wanted, and gave it to me, better than I’d ever had before.

I realized James was lucky to have me. Apart from the incident the night before, I’d always been so loyal to him. I’d never asked too many questions, never argued with him, and I would always cook and clean so he didn’t have to even ask me. I barely spent any money, being as frugal as possible, and the only place I would go was the gym. I was so offended that he wouldn’t want to tell me how his night had been, unless he was hiding something like I had been.

I passed the day going back and forth, thinking of James and Taylor, and the upcoming wedding. Everything was planned and ready to go, and I couldn’t believe I was even thinking about looking at cancellation fees for the venue. I spent the rest of the day wondering how I could tell James that I was thinking about taking some more time.

I made a nice big dinner, and I figured I wouldn’t talk about anything. I was probably just jumping to conclusions, because of my own guilt. He had said we could catch up tonight, so I figured we could just be normal. I figured he might have just been a bit tired the night before. I’d give it a couple of days, see how the night went, and try my best to get back to how we usually were. I knew that everyone had their bad days and bad moods and that maybe I shouldn’t be so quick to follow my feelings of anger.

I skipped my normal gym routine to wait for him to come home. I dressed up a bit, putting on a silky, black dress to surprise him and did my makeup and hair, treating it as a date. I set the table and waited.

He was off work at 5 pm, and it was now 7 pm. I looked at my phone, but there was no message. I paced around a bit, feeling worried. I thought maybe something had happened to him. After all, he did say he would be home for dinner. I called him, and he answered the phone quickly.

“Um hi babe,” he said quickly. “I’m sorry, I can’t talk. I won’t be home until late tonight, something came up,” he said, vague as always. I tried to listen to the background but it was silent. “So have a good night, okay? I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Okay,” I replied, but I realized I was talking to dead air, as he’d hung up the phone. I was stunned. I wanted to call him back, ask for an explanation, or make him feel guilty by telling him I made a big dinner. But instead, as if on autopilot, I clicked the call button underneath Taylor’s name on my phone.

“Hello?” She asked, and instantly I felt my heart jump.

“Hey, it’s Lauren…”

“Hey, is everything okay?” She asked, sounding concerned.

“Yeah. Um, I was just wondering, are you free tonight?”

There was a pause for a moment, and I thought maybe I’d fucked up by calling her.

“Oh my god. For you? Of course,” she answered and I breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m at work right now, I have one more session and then if you want you can meet me here, and we can go to my house or something?”

“Yes, please. That would be amazing.”

She laughed. “You know, Lauren. I really didn’t expect you to call. If you want to swing by the gym at like 7:45 pm I’ll just finish up quickly and then we can go.”

I agreed, said goodbye, and I hung up the phone. Tonight James would be the one coming home to a note and no explanation.


Chapter 7

Ileft a note on the door for him, word for word what he had left for me the day before. My excitement and frustration made me feel on top of the world like I was possessed by the old me. The me that had enrolled in college, and moved out to the city by myself, bright-eyed and excited for the future. The old me that wouldn’t have changed for anybody.

I arrived at the gym on time and waited in the lobby. The receptionist looked at me a bit funny but then Taylor came out quickly and waved at me. She said something to the receptionist, and he stopped glancing at me. I watched as he closed up for the night, and the last of the gym-goers exited the building. The receptionist opened a panel by the door and turned half of the lights off.

Taylor ran out, “I’m so sorry Dan, I’m just running a bit late,” she said to him, and he shrugged.

“No big deal, just lock up when you’re done. You know the drill. Have a good night guys.” He waved and left the building, and Taylor locked the door behind him.

“I’m so sorry, my last session ran a bit late and I had to fill out all of the paperwork. It happens pretty often,” she said, laughing. She wore a tight grey set of leggings and a crop top, and I couldn’t help but stare at her toned stomach and her perfect breasts. Her long hair was pulled back into a ponytail and her makeup looked flawless.

“It’s okay,” I said. “Take your time, don’t rush.”

“Oh my god, thank you. I shouldn’t leave you out here, do you want to just follow me to the change rooms? Sorry, it’s kinda dark.”

I followed her to the half-lit change room and sat on a bench in front of her locker.

“You look so good by the way,” she said, smiling at me.

I felt myself blushing, grateful for my makeup hiding my warm cheeks. “So do you, I’m so happy to see you.”

She stood in front of me and pushed my hair behind my ear, looking down at me.

“Me too,” she smiled. “We’ll have to talk once we’re out of here, but I won’t be long changing.”

I paused for a moment, wondering how bold I could be. I felt like that strong person I was before James, extroverted and outgoing and I wondered what Lauren of five years ago would have done.

I reached up and placed my hands on her hips, feeling her warm skin beneath my hands. She put her hands on me, and I thought she might push me away like James had the other night, but instead, she moved my hands up and down, rubbing them against her.

“Mind if I help you change?” I asked.

“I’d love that,” she said, and I pulled her toward me slightly. I kissed and licked at her stomach, and I felt her hand at the back of my head, running her fingers through my hair. It felt so good to finally touch her how I wanted. I moved up slowly, snaking my fingers underneath the band of her sports bra and pushing it upwards, revealing her beautiful breasts. I sucked each of her nipples, watching her mouth open slightly as she watched me. I stood up, kissing up her chest and neck, and I moved my hands down to the waistband of her tight leggings.

“I want to pay you back… for yesterday,” I said, and she laughed.

“God there’s so many things I’d take as payment,” she said, pulling at my waist.

She turned me around, my back against the lockers, and I felt her body against mine. She kissed me, her tongue licking at my lips, and I opened my mouth letting her explore. I moved my hands down, pulling her leggings down and I grabbed her ass, pulling her even closer toward me as she kissed me. She moaned slightly, and I felt her hands rubbing at my nipples through my dress. It wasn’t long before she was lifting it by the hem and peeling it off of me before kicking her leggings off.

“There’s so much more I want to do to you now that there’s no timer,” she said laughing. “Although, I didn’t think we’d be doing them here.”

“Me neither,” I said, laughing. “Sorry.”

“If you’re really sorry, you’ll have to prove it to me,” her voice was so stern and commanding, and I felt myself once again melting like putty with her words.

“Just tell me what to do,” I said, still feeling her against me.

“I think maybe I should punish you for being so impatient,” she said, smiling. I felt her grab my ass, her fingers digging into it. I moaned, the hard grip making me feel my pussy pulsing. “You like that?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling her grip me even harder.

“How about if I make your ass so red and sore, that you can’t sit down without thinking about me?” She asked, and I felt my clit throbbing at her words.

“Yes please.” It was like she was a mind reader, knowing what I wanted more than I did.

“Come with me,” she said, and I followed her, wearing only my black, lacy panties and heels.

She led me to a part of the change room with counters lining the room and big mirrors, the perfect place to get ready after a workout.

“Have you ever been spanked before?” She asked, and I shook my head no. “If you don’t like anything at any time, just let me know, and I’ll stop right away, okay? I’ll start slow.”

“Okay, thank you,” I said, feeling so excited and turned on.

“Bend over the counter,” she said, her voice stern once again. I did as she said, my bare breasts touching the cool counter, and I realized I could see myself in the mirror in front of me and to the side, my ass up in the air.

“Hands behind your back,” she said, and I put them behind my back, feeling my breasts press even harder into the counter. I watched as she took out her hair tie and shook her long hair out. It seemed to fall perfectly around her face. I felt her put the tie around my wrists. It was something I could get out of if I wanted to but felt restrictive enough. I jumped when I felt her hand run along my ass.

I watched her in the mirror, and she looked at me smiling deviously. She pulled her hand back and I felt a hard smack. I felt it radiate through my body, my breasts and pussy reacting to the delicious stinging. I couldn’t help but moan.

“Oh my god, again, please,” I whined, and she laughed.

“You’re too easy,” she said, and I felt another smack, this time much harder.

Instantly I felt a sting radiate all over my skin, and it felt like it was pulsing. I’d closed my eyes and before I’d opened them, she hit me again in the same spot. I needed more, feeling so turned on and vulnerable. I needed anything, I just wanted her to touch me. She hit me again and then pinched the sore skin, and I heard her laugh as I squirmed. I could feel my wet pussy tensing desperately. She hit me one more time, and then I heard her speak.

“Nice and red, just like I wanted.” She dragged her hand down to my pussy, pushing them under my panties and she rubbed my slit up and down. I moaned loudly, opening my legs and sticking my ass out even more.

“Now every time you sit down this week, you’re going to think of me bending you over and rubbing your wet little pussy.” I felt her fingers, now slick from my wetness, rub over my clit, and I tensed, enjoying the feeling of her fingers. “I just hope I don’t get you in trouble.”

“I don’t care,” I moaned, rocking back against her hand. James normally didn’t see me naked anyway, but even if he did, at that moment, I didn’t care. All I could focus on was Taylor’s fingers, rubbing my clit.

She stopped as I was starting to feel tingling in my stomach, feeling my orgasm building. I moaned as she moved her hand away, my body relaxing.

“I think I’ll have to make you wait to cum. I think maybe it’s my turn,” she said and pulled my wrists so that I was standing. My legs shook underneath me, and I squirmed, my sensitive pussy still throbbing hard after being so close to cumming.

“I think you’re right,” I said, and I watched us in the mirror, just like our first session. Except for this time she was playing with my breasts, pinching my nipples and watching my face as I moaned and moved under her. I was hers at that moment and I knew I’d do anything she wanted.

“Get down on your knees,” she said, and I did as she said, grateful that the gym had been cleaned before it was closed. I knew however that I was so horny that I wouldn’t have cared anyway. “I want to use that pretty face of yours.”

“Yes please,” I said, looking up at her. “Use me. I want to taste you.”


Chapter 8

She put one leg up on the counter, opening her legs wide, and before she could instruct me I started licking her, moving my tongue all over her pussy, savoring her. I didn’t know what I was doing, but I knew what I would like. I pushed my tongue inside of her, lapping up her wetness, and I felt proud that I’d made her so wet. I pressed my tongue in and out of her, and I felt her thrusting against my mouth.

Then I licked up to her clit, and I felt her hand on the back of my head, guiding me. I put my tongue out and she held my head still and rubbed her clit against my tongue. I stiffened in and she moaned, grinding faster. Then she let go of me and I quickly took her clit in between my lips, sucking and licking at her quickly as she had done to me. I wished I could finger her, or touch myself, but I was still restrained so all I could do was wait. The more I sucked at her pussy, the more I felt turned on, and I couldn’t wait to make her feel how she made me feel.

I moaned against her clit, and watched as she jumped slightly from the feeling, so I did it again, humming and sucking her. I felt her hand tighten on my head again, her legs getting tense around my head.

“Oh, fuck, Lauren. Your fucking mouth feels so good. You like sucking my pussy?” She asked, and I moaned in response, unable to answer.

She was using me, and I’d never felt so turned on. My breasts bounced slightly as she held my hair firmly and pulled my face against her even more. I felt so wet I could burst, and even though my jaw hurt a bit I kept my mouth against her clit. I didn’t want to breathe, not wanting to disturb the sensation. Her moans got louder and louder, her grip even rougher, and she came hard, her body shaking. I tried to look up to watch her but I couldn’t see her. I kept at her clit, making sure she was done, and finally, I felt her pull her head away from me. I licked my lips as she looked down at me.

“Holy shit, Lauren,” she said, laughing. “God, I bet you want to cum don’t you? You must be so fucking wet.”

“Yes, I need to cum so badly. Please, Taylor,” I begged, sitting back on my heels.

She moved her thumb down to rub over my bottom lip. “I think you need a shower,” she said and helped me to stand. She kept my hands tied, and we walked toward the showers. I kicked my heels off, my legs shaking, feeling so turned on from head to toe.

She turned the shower on in the small stall, and we stepped into the warm water. She reached for the body wash that the gym provided, and poured it onto my chest. She rubbed me up and down, over my breasts and nipples, and down to my hips, her soapy hands gliding easily over my skin. I wanted to touch her soft wet skin, but I couldn’t. She moved against me, one of her legs between mine, and she rubbed her breasts back and forth over mine. I moaned and found myself thrusting against her soapy leg, rubbing my pussy against her skin.

“Go ahead, tell me what you want.”

“Taylor,” I started, my whole mind focused on grinding my pussy against her. “I need to cum, Taylor, please. I can’t wait- oh my god, fuck, I can’t wait any longer.” I was begging, my mind feeling numb to anything but my throbbing wet pussy against her warm, slick skin.

She moved her hand down to her leg and rubbed my clit, her hands slipping so easily over me. I moaned loudly, and it echoed in the showers but I didn’t care, I was so close to cumming already. She kept up the same speed, and I felt my legs shaking. I was so close but I wasn’t sure if I could cum standing up like this, unable to hold on. But then she leaned in and whispered in my ear.

“Well, are you going to cum for me, you little slut?” She asked, rolling my nipple between her thumb and forefinger with one hand and still rubbing me with the other. The way she spoke to me so dirty, whispering as she did this to me was enough to push me over the edge. I cried out, surprised by how intense my orgasm was. It felt like it lasted forever, especially when I heard her purr a “good…keep going” into my ear. I was shaking and moaning, thrusting over and over against her hand. I didn’t even know how I was still standing.

Finally, I was finished, and she moved her hand away from me, and moved up to my wet hair, pushing it back out of my face. I was catching my breath, and once I had she leaned in to kiss me, soft and gentle. I calmed down with her kiss, feeling my body glowing with happiness.

“Lauren, god, you’re so hot,” Taylor said as she broke the kiss, gasping. her hand made its way to my waist.

“You are too, I… I can’t thank you enough. You make me feel so good. I’ve never had this before.” I said, honestly. My whole body felt like it was glowing with blissful relief.

“You make me feel good. I don’t know if this is weird, but, well, I was hoping we could still hang out tonight if that’s okay with you,” she said, laughing. “I really want to get to know you more.”

“Of course, I’d love to. I’m free all night,” I said, smiling. “Literally, all night.”

I didn’t feel the same guilt I’d felt the day before. I felt like a new person, or better yet, like the old me. I didn’t know Taylor yet, but she had helped me realize that James wasn’t what I was looking for. I couldn’t believe I’d gone so quickly from picking flower arrangements to having an affair with a woman, not just any woman, but someone so kind and intuitive.

We got ready to leave, drying off together, getting dressed, and laughing our way out to her car. I couldn’t keep my hands off of her as she drove us back to her house. I waited for the familiar sick feeling of guilt to wash over me, but it didn’t. Instead, all I could think of was when and how I would tell James that the wedding was off.
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Dominated at the Doctor’s Office

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09Y9CLR9Y

“Jenny, I’d like for you to describe what we did last time,” Dr. Lovelace said. I was mortified. I looked over at Brittany and she had turned to face me. I’d expected her to laugh but instead, her face was quite serious. “Go ahead, Jenny, in detail.”

I took a deep breath. I could feel their eyes burning into me, both gorgeous women waiting for me to divulge my desires.

Jenny is a bit reserved and shy in the bedroom, so her best friend Brittany recommends a sensual therapist, Dr. Amanda Lovelace, for a bit of help. Jenny decides to make a hands-on appointment with the doctor and has her first ever mind-blowing experience with a woman, finding out that she likes to be dominated and told what to do. When Dr. Lovelace asks Jenny to bring along a partner for the next appointment, will her best friend Brittany be able to fit the role?

Dominated at the Doctor’s Office is a steamy 14,000-word story about Jenny and her best friend Brittany, exploring their naughty desires with Dr. Lovelace.
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Claimed by Lesbian Boss

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09WV9MC4X

“I’m the owner of the company you work for. The CEO,” Natasha said, her eyes narrowing in on me like I was her prey. “And you’re in luck because I need a new secretary. One that will be able to do as I say. I’ll have to put you through a series of tests today to make sure you’re qualified for exactly what I am asking. Do you think you’re ready for that?”

“Yes,” I answered, standing up straight. “Tell me what to do.”

After months of being single, Olivia decides to make an account on a dating app to look for someone to hook up with. She decides to meet up with an older anonymous and dominant, Natasha, after fantasizing about being with a woman for the first time. Little did she know, the 41-year-old Natasha turns out to be the CEO of the company Olivia works for, and she’s looking for a new, naughty secretary. Will Olivia be able to prove that she’s obedient enough for the job?

This 13,000-word short is a steamy first-time lesbian BDSM erotica romance about a younger employee, Olivia, falling for her older, dominating boss.
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