

























Sweating with her Gym Crushes

Zoya Lane


It was nine o'clock at night in a Dallas suburb and the air outside was still thick enough to chew. The dashboard thermometer of Vanessa’s Corolla still read ninety four degrees. It wasn’t just hot. It was disrespectful.

She sat in the idling car with the air conditioning blasting directly onto her chest, trying to unstick her thighs from the seat. Mid-July in Texas meant you were sweating the moment you stepped out of the shower, but the dampness gathering at the base of her spine right now wasn't entirely due to the climate.

She checked her phone. 9:11 PM.

Four minutes until target acquisition.

Vanessa adjusted the rearview mirror, checking her mascara for the third time. She looked calm. She looked like a woman dedicated to fitness, a disciplined twenty-six-year-old coming to crush a late-night leg session. In reality, she was a woman on the brink of a nervous breakdown induced by a lack of vitamin D. And in this specific instance, the D did not stand for sunshine.

It had been ten months.

Ten months, three weeks, and four days since another human being had touched her with anything resembling intent. That was longer than her older sister’s pregnancy. She could have conceived, carried, and birthed a child in the time since she last had an orgasm that didn't require batteries. It was a drought so severe she felt like she was vibrating with it, a low-level hum of need that made her reckless.

Hence the outfit.

Sage green leggings, compressed tight enough to hold state secrets, and absolutely no underwear. It was a tactical risk. The fabric was tight enough to outline her shaved camel toe, and she knew it. The friction of the fabric against bare skin was making her walk a little differently.

"Get it together, Ness," she whispered to the empty car. "You're just going to do cardio. You aren't going to assault anyone. You're just looking." Still, she hoped her gym crushes would be there, like they were almost every night after nine. They were half the reason she worked out so regularly.

She killed the engine. The silence rushed in, followed immediately by the heat as she opened the door. It hit her like a physical blow, smelling of asphalt and exhaust. She marched toward the neon glow of the strip mall gym, her gym bag slung over one shoulder.

The automatic doors slid open, gifting her a blast of aggressive, industrial-grade air conditioning. The gym smelled of rubber mats, disinfectant spray, and testosterone. It was her favorite scent.

She scanned in at the front desk, offering a tight, polite smile to the teenager working the counter, then made a beeline for the cardio deck. She needed the high ground.

The StairMaster was the perfect vantage point. It was elevated, tucked in the back corner, and offered a panoramic view of the free weight section. Vanessa climbed on, set the machine to a pace that wouldn't leave her gasping for air, and waited.

At 9:15 PM exactly, the double doors opened.

Vanessa felt her heart rate monitor spike before she even took a step.

They walked in together, as they always did. A package deal.

First was Colton. He was impossible to miss. White, blonde buzz cut, and built like a golden retriever that had been fed nothing but trenbolone and quality protein for three years. He was massive. His shoulders were terrified of fitting through door frames. He wore one of those barely-there stringer tank tops that hung off his nipples, exposing a roadmap of veins and slab-thick muscle. He was grinning at something the other guy said, loud and taking up space.

Then there was Mateo.

If Colton was the sun, Mateo was the eclipse. He was mixed, with skin a few shades darker than Vanessa’s and hair black enough to absorb light. He was just as big as Colton but condensed, denser. He didn't bounce when he walked. He stalked. He wore an oversized black t-shirt that hid everything, which somehow made it worse. You just knew what was under there.

They stopped near the dumbbell rack. Colton laughed, slapping hands with a regular, while Mateo just nodded, his face serious, his eyes scanning the room.

Vanessa kept her legs moving, the rhythmic whoosh-step, whoosh-step of the machine drowning out the gym pop music. She watched them in the wall-to-wall mirrors. It was safe there. The reflection was a buffer zone.

"Is it greed?" she wondered, watching them drop their gym bags. "Am I a bad person because I don't want to choose?"

Most girls would pick a lane. You want the fun, loud jock or the intense, brooding stoic. Vanessa wanted to be the filling in the sandwich.

They moved to the bench press. This was her favorite part of the routine.

Mateo sat on the bench, leaning back. Colton stood behind him to spot. The casual intimacy of it made Vanessa’s mouth go dry. Colton leaned over, his crotch inches from Mateo’s head, grabbing the bar to help with the lift off. They moved in sync, communicating without words. A nod. A grunt.

One. Two. Three.

Vanessa watched the sweat beginning to darken the back of Mateo’s shirt. She imagined herself under that bar. She imagined the weight of them pressing her down into the vinyl.

She was staring. She knew she was staring. Usually, she was careful. She would look for three seconds, then check her phone. Look for two seconds, then wipe her forehead.

Tonight, the ten-month drought made her sloppy.

She didn't look away when Mateo racked the weight. She stayed locked on his reflection in the mirror.

And then he looked up.

It wasn't a casual glance. His dark eyes snapped directly to hers in the glass. He didn't look past her. He didn't scan the room. He locked on. The distance across the gym floor evaporated.

Vanessa froze. Her foot almost missed a step on the revolving stairs. Logic dictated she should look away immediately, pretend she was zoning out, maybe check the time on the wall.

She didn't. She couldn't.

Mateo didn't smile. He just held her gaze, heavy and knowing. Then, slowly, he nudged Colton’s leg with his knee.

He said something short. Colton looked up, his bright grin flashing in the mirror as he found her instantly.

They were both looking at her.

Colton said something else, laughing, and Mateo’s expression didn't change, but his eyes narrowed slightly. Assessing.

Heat flared up Vanessa’s neck, hotter than the Texas parking lot. She had been caught. The sniper in the tower had been spotted.

She hit the emergency stop on the StairMaster. The machine jerked to a halt.

"Okay," she breathed, grabbing her water bottle. "Abort mission. Relocate."

She needed to get off the pedestal. She needed to go do something where she didn't have a direct line of sight to her own humiliation. She hurried down the steps, intending to go to the locker room and maybe hide there until the apocalypse ended.

But her legs, trembling from a mix of adrenaline and arousal, carried her toward the machines instead.

She found herself at the hip abductor. The "sus" machine. The one where you sat with your legs spread wide and pushed outward against the pads.

"Oh god, Vanessa, really?" she chided herself. "Of all the machines?"

But it was open, and it was in the corner, away from the bench press. She sat down, dropped the pin to a heavy weight to justify her existence, and spread her legs. She grabbed the handles, staring aggressively at the floor, trying to regulate her breathing.

Just do the set. Do the set and leave.

She pushed her legs out. The muscles in her thighs screamed. She held it, squeezed, and brought them back in.

One rep.

She closed her eyes, trying to center herself.

"Form looks good," a deep voice rumbled from above her. "But you're rushing the eccentric."

Vanessa’s eyes snapped open.

Shadows blocked out the overhead fluorescent lights. Two very large, very wide shadows.

She looked up.

Colton was standing to her left, leaning casually against the leg press machine, a smirk playing on his lips that said he knew exactly what color her thoughts were. Mateo was on her right, standing closer, his arms crossed over his chest, biceps bulging against the black cotton.

They had boxed her in tight.

"We've seen you around," Colton said. His voice was lighter than Mateo’s, friendly but laced with something hungry. "You're here every night, except Sunday."

They knew her schedule. The realization sent a jolt straight to her groin. She wasn't just watching them. They were watching her.

"Yeah, I like to keep a schedule," Vanessa managed to say. Her voice sounded breathless, even to her own ears. She didn't release the tension on the machine, so her legs remained spread open, the resistance pads pressing against her outer thighs.

"Yeah?" Mateo spoke. His voice was a low gravel that vibrated in the floorboards. He looked down at her, his eyes tracking the line of her legs, stopping right where the fabric of her leggings strained against her inner thighs. "You working hard over here, Vanessa? Or were you just watching hard?"

He knew her name.

Vanessa gripped the handles of the seat. The air conditioner was blasting, but she was burning up. The polite society mask she usually wore crumbled under the weight of ten months of celibacy.

She looked Mateo dead in the eye.

"Maybe I like the view," she said.

Colton laughed, a sharp, delighted sound. "I told you, Matty. I told you she was fun."

"We'll see," Mateo said. He didn't look at Colton. He took a half-step closer to Vanessa, invading her personal space. “But she certainly looks fun.”

Vanessa hit the emergency stop on the StairMaster. The machine ground to a halt, leaving her high above the gym floor, looking down at the kingdom of iron and rubber.

Below her, the show had begun. Colton and Mateo were stripping the plates off a bar. The gym was dead silent, save for the heavy, metallic clank of forty-five-pound plates being moved.

Vanessa wiped a bead of sweat from her cleavage and made a decision. The StairMaster was safe. The StairMaster was for good girls who went home, drank a protein shake, and watched Netflix alone.

She wasn't being a good girl tonight. She was a woman in the middle of a ten-month sexual famine, and looking at the buffet was no longer enough. She needed to eat. Or at least put something in her mouth.

One of them, she told herself, stepping off the machine. I am going to fuck one of them tonight. I just have to figure out which one.

She reached the rack. "Hey guys," she said. Her voice was steady, breezy. "Mind if I work in next to you? The AC is better over here."

Colton looked up, a grin splitting his face. He was leaning against a racked barbell, his triceps flexing as he rested his weight. "All yours, Ness. We thought you were ghosting us for the cardio deck."

"Never," she said.

She started loading her bar. Just a plate on each side. 135 pounds. Respectable, but nothing compared to what they were moving. She paused to watch them.

It was Mateo’s turn. He stepped under the bar. There were four plates on each side. 405 pounds. The bar bowed slightly across his traps.

Vanessa stopped loading her own weight. She just stared. There was something undeniably, biologically overwhelming about the sheer disparity in strength. She was a fit woman, strong for her size, but Mateo was a different species. He squatted down, the fabric of his shorts straining against thighs thicker than her waist. He exploded up, moving four hundred pounds like it was cardboard.

The raw power of it made her clit throb. It was a primitive reaction: big man strong, me safe, me want.

Mateo racked the weight with a deafening rattle. He turned, his chest heaving, sweat glistening on his clavicles. He caught her staring.

"Light weight," he muttered, but his eyes were dark. He wasn't looking at her face. He was looking at her hips.

"You make it look annoyingly easy," Vanessa said, leaning against her own rack, popping her hip out. "It's unfair, really."

"Testosterone is a hell of a drug, although we are all natural here," Colton laughed. He moved to spot Mateo, slapping his back. "Your turn, Ness. Let's see your form." She thought she caught him eyeing her form.

This was it. The audition.

Vanessa stepped under her bar. The cold steel felt good against her traps. She un-racked it, stepping back. She knew exactly what she looked like. She knew that when she dipped down, the fabric of her leggings would stretch sheer over her glutes. She knew that without underwear, the cleft of her ass would be perfectly defined.

She took a breath and dropped into the squat. Deep. She held it at the bottom for a beat longer than necessary.

"Depth is good," Colton’s voice came from behind her. He was close. Closer than a casual observer should be. "But you're tucking your hips at the bottom. Losing power."

Vanessa drove up, exhaling sharply. "Am I?" she asked, breathless.

"Yeah," Mateo said. He had moved too. He was standing right next to the safety bars on her left. He was staring at her lower body with the intensity of a bomb disposal technician. "Do another one. Slow."

She went down again. This time, she felt the heat radiating off of them. They had flanked her.

"Hold it there," Mateo ordered.

She held it. Her quads burned. Her core shook.

"Right here," Mateo said. His hand touched her lower back.

It wasn't a grab. It was a correction. His large, rough palm flattened against her lumbar spine, his fingers splayed wide, just inches above the curve of her ass. The heat of his hand seeped through her tank top instantly.

"Don't round your back," he murmured. "Arch into my hand."

Vanessa obeyed. She arched. The movement pushed her ass out further, practically presenting herself to Colton, who was standing directly behind her.

"That's it," Colton whispered.

She could feel him there. He was standing in the spotting position, his hips dangerously close to her glutes. If she leaned back two inches, she would be grinding on him.

Which one? her mind raced. Colton was the golden retriever. He’d be fun. He’d be loud. But Mateo... Mateo’s hand was still on her back, heavy and possessive.

"You can come up," Mateo said, his voice dropping an octave.

Vanessa drove her heels into the floor and stood up, racking the bar. She didn't step away. She stayed inside the cage, trapped between the metal uprights and the two men.

She turned around. They weren't looking at the weights anymore.

Colton was leaning against the back of the rack, arms crossed, looking at her with a hunger that was almost polite, but barely. Mateo was standing right in front of her. He hadn't removed his hand from her back. He slid it around to her hip, his thumb hooking into the waistband of her leggings.

"You're not wearing anything under these, are you?" Mateo asked. It wasn't an accusation. It was a fact-check.

Vanessa’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at Colton, then back to Mateo. "It's laundry day," she lied, her voice trembling.

"Bullshit," Colton laughed softly. "You wanted us to look. Our attention."

"Did you look?" Vanessa challenged.

"We looked," Mateo confirmed. He squeezed her hip, pulling her a step closer. The gap between them vanished. She was pressed against his thigh. He was hard. Rock hard.

Vanessa looked up at him. She was overwhelmed by the size of him.

Her mind reeled. How could she possibly choose? If she picked Mateo, she lost the golden heat of Colton. If she picked Colton, she lost the dark intensity of Mateo. But she couldn't ask. She couldn't be the one to say, 'I want both of you.' She wanted them to say it. She wanted them to look at her, see the absolute ruin she was craving, and decide to share her. She wanted to be the slut, but she needed them to give her permission first.

"I can't decide," she whispered, the thought slipping out loud.

"Decide what?" Colton asked, stepping into the cage. Now she was truly boxed in.

"Which one of you I want to take home," Vanessa admitted. "It's been... a long time. I don't want to make the wrong choice."

The air in the gym seemed to freeze. Mateo stared down at her, a slow, arrogant smirk touching his lips. "You think you have to choose? Also I don’t think you need to drive all the way home to get what you need tonight."

Colton chuckled, moving behind her again, his chest pressing against her back. "You've got two hands, Vanessa," he whispered into her ear. "You've got a mouth and… more. The physiology works out. You’re practically built for it."

Vanessa’s knees went weak. The concept was greedy. It was impossible. It was perfect.

"Right here?" she breathed, looking around the empty gym.

“Locker room,” Mateo suggested.

They led her toward the Men's Locker Room.

Walking through that door felt like crossing a border. She imagined it as a mythological place of towels snapping, and long, girthy dicks flopping around casually. She was way too horny for her own good.

She stepped inside. The smell hit her first. It wasn't gross; it was aggressive cleanliness overlaid with primal funk. Old Spice, aerosol deodorant, and testosterone. It was a maze of grey metal lockers and wooden benches. And it was empty.

"So," Vanessa said, clutching her water bottle. "This is where the magic happens?"

"This is where we shower," Colton corrected, kicking off his lifting shoes. "But tonight? Yeah. Magic sounds about right."

They didn't rush. They moved with the casual efficiency of men who were comfortable in their own skin. Mateo sat on the bench in front of her. He pulled off his socks. He stood up and slid off his shorts.

As Mateo and Colton shoved their briefs down their massive thighs, stepping out of them in unison, there was absolutely no flopping.

They were both rock hard.

Mateo was thick, dark, and veined, curving slightly upward with trimmed dark hair. Colton was lighter, longer, and fully shaved, and bobbed impatiently as he straightened up. There was nothing casual about it. They were two heavy irons, racked and ready.

"See something you like?" Colton asked, hands on his hips.

"I..." Vanessa swallowed hard. "I thought... in locker rooms... things were usually... softer."

"Not when you're in the room, Ness," Mateo said.

He stepped toward her. He was the wall in front of her. "Come here," he murmured.

He reached out, cupping her face with both hands, tilting her head back. He kissed her, not with a peck, but with a devouring hunger. At the same time, a heavy warmth pressed against her back. Colton wrapped her up from behind. She felt the hard ridge of his cock grind against her ass through the thin spandex.

"We're going to show you how you don't need to choose," Mateo said. He let go of her breast and reached down, gripping his own cock, stroking himself just inches from her stomach.

Vanessa couldn't just watch. She reached out. Her hand wrapped around him. He was scorching hot. She squeezed, and felt his hips buck against her hand.

"Good grip," Mateo groaned. "Now let's get you free."

He reached for the straps of her sports bra, hooking his fingers under the band and peeling the tight, sweat-damp fabric upward. Vanessa raised her arms, desperate to be out of the compression. He yanked the bra over her head and tossed it onto the wet tiles.

Mateo dropped to his knees. He leaned forward and captured her left nipple in his mouth.

Vanessa cried out, her back arching. He sucked hard, treating her breast like it was the only source of hydration in the desert.

"He's got your top half," Colton whispered, his breath hot against her ear. "I've got your bottom."

His large hand slid down over the waistband of her leggings, tracking the center seam. He pressed his palm flat against her mound, right over the fabric. He found her clit through the sage green spandex and began to rub her, small, circular motions with the pad of his thumb. The pressure was intense, muffled slightly by the cloth but somehow more maddening because of it.

"Bench," Mateo ordered, his voice rough.

Colton guided her backward until the back of her knees hit the wood of the locker room bench. Vanessa sat down heavily.

"Legs up," Mateo said.

He grabbed her ankles and hooked them over his shoulders. He gripped the waistband of the leggings, her last line of defense, and began to peel them down. The fabric was soaked with sweat, clinging to her skin. Mateo dragged them down her calves and tossed them aside.

Vanessa lay back, completely exposed.

The fluorescent lights illuminated everything. Specifically, they illuminated the fact that she was completely bare. Smooth.

Mateo stared. His eyes tracked the smooth curve of her vulva. "You're stunning," he noted, his voice thick.

He leaned in, his face inches from her crotch.

Panic spiked in Vanessa’s chest. The reality of the gym hit her. It was one hundred and four degrees outside. She hadn't showered.

She clamped her hand down on his shoulder. "Wait. Mateo, don't. I'm sweaty. I'm not... I didn't shower before I came."

Mateo looked up at her, his dark eyes locking onto hers. He didn't look disgusted. He looked insulted.

"You think I want you sanitized?" he growled. He grabbed her hips. "I don't want soap, Vanessa. I want you." He inhaled deeply, his nose brushing against her slick folds. "I love the way you smell. You smell like work. Like sex."

"But…"

"Hush, sexy," he whispered. "Let me taste it."

He buried his face between her legs.

Vanessa’s back arched off the bench with a cry. He licked her, a long, broad stroke from the bottom up, gathering her essence. He groaned against her, getting off on her musk, the raw reality of her body.

She surrendered. Her head fell back. But she wasn't alone in the surrender.

Colton was there. He stepped between her arm and her torso, looming over her. She reached up and wrapped her hand around Colton’s erection. She pulled him down.

"Hungry girl," Colton groaned.

He bent his knees, lowering himself until he was perfectly aligned. Vanessa opened her mouth and took him in. He filled her completely, the taste of him salty and clean.

Colton’s hips snapped forward, driving into her throat. His hands came up to her chest, finding her bare breasts, squeezing them with possessive force. Mateo was below, his tongue working furiously on her clit. Colton was above, fucking her face, his fingers bruising her tits.

She was the focal point of their set. A sweaty, desperate, worshiped center. And for the first time in ten months, she felt completely, perfectly clean.

Mateo slid one thick finger inside her. Vanessa whimpered around Colton’s cock.

"So tight," Mateo mumbled. "You need more."

He pressed a second finger in. He curled them upward, hooking into the bundle of nerves behind her pubic bone.

That was the tipping point.

Her vision went white. Her body jerked violently, a spasm that started deep in her belly. She gagged slightly, pulling back, releasing Colton’s cock from her mouth with a wet pop.

"Oh god," she screamed.

She clamped her thighs down on Mateo’s head as the orgasm ripped through her. Mateo stayed right in the eye of the storm, drinking her release.

Finally, the tremors subsided. Mateo slowly withdrew his fingers. "Beautiful," he whispered. "You look... fuck, Ness."

Colton leaned down, kissing her forehead. "Total ruin. An orgasmal Personal Record."

Vanessa lay there, trying to catch her breath. But reality crept back in.

"Ow," she mumbled.

"What?" Mateo stood up.

"This bench. It is... objectively terrible."

Colton laughed, offering her a hand. "Industrial design. Not really built for threesomes."

He pulled her up. She stood on the cool tile, naked and exposed. "I wasn't lying earlier," she said, pushing a strand of hair out of her face. "I really do want a shower."

She looked at the frosted glass door at the far end of the locker room. Fantasy #42: The Communal Shower.

She reached out, taking Mateo’s hand with her left, and Colton’s with her right. "Come on. Join me."

They pushed through the swinging door into the shower bay. It was exactly as she had imagined. No stalls. No curtains. Just a long row of industrial shower heads. Vanessa yanked the lever of the center shower.

The water erupted. She stepped under it. Mateo turned on the shower head to her left. Colton turned on the one to her right.

Suddenly, the room was filled with the hiss of water and the thick, rising fog of steam.

Colton grabbed a bar of soap. "Allow me," he said. He began to lather his hands. He ran his soapy hands over her shoulders, down her arms.

"This," Vanessa sighed, "is much better than the bench."

"We're not done," Mateo said, stepping closer.

Standing between them under the spray, she was flanked by two absolute units. She reached out, grabbing them both. The soap lather on their skin made the friction incredible.

Vanessa sank to her knees.

The tile was wet and hard against her shins. She looked up, seeing their heads tipped back. She leaned forward and took Mateo into her mouth. He tasted of hot water and soap. She bobbed her head, swirling her tongue, while her right hand continued to stroke Colton.

She switched, moving between them with no rest period. A mouth-watering superset.

"If I make you cum," she shouted over the noise of the water, "Can we keep going? Or is the party over?"

Colton looked down, a wild grin on his face. "Ness, look at you. You really think we're going soft with you looking like that?"

"Try it," Mateo challenged. "Empty us out."

She went into overdrive. She took Colton into her mouth, sucking hard, and gripped Mateo with a ruthless, tight twisting motion.

Colton broke first. He groaned, hips snapping forward. He pulled out just in time, erupting, spurts of hot white release hitting her face, mixing with the shower water. Almost simultaneously, Mateo thrust into her grip, spilling over her knuckles, shooting up to land on her chest.

For a moment, she was covered in them. Then, the shower did its job. The heavy spray of hot water washed it away, leaving nothing but clean, wet skin.

Colton reached down and hauled her to her feet. He pressed a kiss to her neck.

"Clean slate," Colton whispered. "Now... about those showers..."

They walked out of the shower bay leaving a trail of wet footprints.

"Floor," Colton said. He grabbed a stack of fresh white towels and tossed them onto the tiles between the rows of lockers, creating a makeshift nest.

"Better than the bench," he grinned. He reached into his gym bag. The distinct crinkle of a foil wrapper tore through the quiet room.

"Get down, Ness," Colton said, rolling the latex down his length.

Vanessa dropped to her hands and knees on the pile of towels. She arched her back, sticking her hips high in the air.

Colton moved behind her. He gripped her hips and spread her cheeks.

"Ten months," Colton whispered. "Let's fix that."

He pushed slow. Vanessa gasped as he slid all the way in, pressing against her ass. He filled every empty space, claiming territory that had been abandoned for too long.

He began to move. Long, steady strokes.

Vanessa looked up. Mateo was standing in front of her, watching.

Vanessa reached out one hand, grabbing Mateo’s ankle. She tugged. "Don't just watch."

Mateo smirked and dropped to his knees. He was right there. Eye level.

"You got room for me?" Mateo asked.

"I have room," Vanessa promised. "I have so much room."

She leaned forward and opened her mouth. Mateo slid in.

The circuit was locked in. The ten-month drought was obliterated. She was filled from both ends, pinned between the two men she had spent weeks fantasizing about.

Colton picked up the pace behind her, the wet slap of his hips against her ass echoing in the locker room. In front, Mateo established a rhythm, fucking her mouth with the same intensity.

"Switch," Mateo grunted eventually.

Colton pulled out of her. Mateo withdrew from her mouth.

They swapped. Colton dropped to his knees, lining himself up with her face. He pressed the head of his cock against her lips. He tasted like latex and salt and her. She sucked him deep.

Behind her, Mateo gripped her hips and pushed inside. He was thicker, hitting her cervix on the first thrust.

They fell into a rhythm. A rotation. Over the next twenty minutes, time dissolved into a series of sets.

They switched again. And again.

At one point, Vanessa collapsed forward, her forehead resting on the damp towels. She reached down, sliding her hand between her legs.

"That's it," Mateo growled from above her, driving into her with relentless, heavy strokes. "Touch it."

She rubbed her clit, slick with their combined sweat. It didn't feel like objectification. It felt like care. They were servicing her engine.

"I'm close," Vanessa gasped. "Mateo, I'm close."

"Go," Mateo ordered. He reached down, covering her hand with his, adding his strength to her friction.

She broke.

Her body clamped down on him. She cried out, a raw sound of pure pleasure. The force of her climax set him off. Mateo groaned, burying his face in her neck as he emptied himself inside the condom.

But they weren't done. As soon as Mateo pulled out, gasping, Colton was there.

"Don't come down yet," Colton whispered.

He took Mateo’s place instantly. He slid into her while she was still pulsing. It was too much, and it was perfect.

"Ness," Colton shouted.

He slammed his hips against her buttocks one last time, finding his own peak. He collapsed forward, his heavy weight pressing her down into the towels. Mateo collapsed next to them.

For a long time, the only sound in the locker room was the ragged breathing of three people who had left absolutely everything on the floor. Vanessa lay sandwiched between them, crushed into the damp terry cloth, sticky, sore, and exhausted.

She closed her eyes.

Leg day was going to be hell tomorrow.

But it was definitely worth it.

"You good?" Mateo asked. His voice was rougher than usual.

"I think my soul left my body," Vanessa said. She reached for her leggings. Her hands were shaking so badly she fumbled the sage green fabric twice before getting a grip. "I think I might be dead. I think I reached failure. My soul has left the building."

Colton chuckled, bending down to snag his tank top from the corner. He used it to wipe the sweat from his face before pulling it back on. "You took that like a champ, Ness."

Ness. The nickname slid into the air comfortably, as if they had been doing this for months instead of twenty minutes.

Getting dressed was a logistical nightmare. Pulling compression leggings up over sweat-damp, sensitive skin required a level of dexterity she currently lacked. She hopped on one foot, nearly wiped out, and felt a large, steadying hand grab her elbow.

"Easy," Mateo said. He held her steady while she wriggled into the fabric. "Don't injure yourself leaving the scene of the crime."

Once the leggings were up, she felt slightly more human, though the absence of underwear was now a very distinct, very wet reality. She smoothed her hair, checking the mirror. Her face was flushed a deep, rosy pink. Her lips were swollen. She looked like she had just been ravaged by two bodybuilders because that is exactly what had happened.

"We gotta finish our workout anyway. Can't skip traps."

Vanessa stared at him. "You're going to keep working out?"

"You were amazing, but no reason to skip," Mateo shrugged, picking up a dumbbell from the rack in the corner. "Go on."

It was insane. It was perfect. They were psychopaths.

Vanessa grabbed her gym bag. She looked at them one last time; Colton grinning like the cat who got the cream, Mateo watching her with that intense, brooding heat.

"Bye," she squeaked.

She opened the door and slipped out.

The main gym floor assaulted her senses. The lights seemed brighter, the clanking of weights louder. She kept her head down, clutching her bag like a shield. She walked past the elliptical machines, terrified that her legs would give out and she would face-plant in front of the cardio bunnies.

Her walk was different. It wasn't the confident strut she had practiced in the parking lot. It was a wide-stanced, careful waddle. She felt full. She felt stretched. Every step sent a reminder of Mateo’s size and Colton’s tongue straight to her brain.

She passed the front desk.

"Have a good night," the teenager mumbled, not looking up from his phone.

"You too," Vanessa whispered.

The automatic doors slid open.

If the gym had been a refrigerator, the Texas night was a blast furnace. The heat hit her with physical force, a wall of one hundred and four degrees that instantly enveloped her. Usually, it was miserable. Tonight, it felt like a warm blanket.

She walked to her Corolla, the asphalt radiating heat through the soles of her sneakers. The parking lot was mostly empty now, just her car and a massive black pickup truck she assumed belonged to the boys.

She collapsed into the driver’s seat. The steering wheel was still hot to the touch.

Vanessa didn't start the car immediately. She just sat there, staring out the windshield at the neon sign of the gym. Her body was humming. The ten-month drought wasn't just over; it had been washed away in a flood.

She felt crazy. She felt reckless. She felt incredible.

Her phone buzzed in the cupholder.

The screen lit up. A text message from an unknown number.

She picked it up, swiping the screen.

Unknown Number: Leg day tomorrow. Don't be late.

A second message followed immediately.

Unknown Number: And wear spandex shorts. Nothing under. - C

Vanessa stared at the screen. A laugh bubbled up in her chest, starting low and erupting into the quiet car. She laughed until she was wheezing, leaning her forehead against the hot steering wheel.

She saved the number as "Gym Bros."

She put the car in reverse, the AC finally kicking in to cool the sweat on her face. As she pulled out of the lot, she glanced in her rearview mirror. Through the glass front of the gym, she could just make out two figures in the free weight section. One was spotting the other on the incline press.

They were actually finishing their workout.

Vanessa shook her head, turned up the radio, and drove home. She had to hydrate. She had a big day tomorrow.

Leg day.

A Note from Zoya Lane

Hey gorgeous,

Thanks for racking your weights and joining us in the locker room. I hope you’re feeling thoroughly worked out, slightly flushed, and maybe looking at the bench press with a whole new appreciation. (Who needs a treadmill when the cardio is that intense?)

If Vanessa, Colton, and Mateo made you sweat, squirm in your seat, or consider canceling your rest day, do a girl a favor and tell a friend, or better yet, leave a review. Reviews keep these wicked little stories alive and give me an excuse to pour a post-workout glass of wine and write the next rep.

When you’re ready for another set, I have other juicy confessions waiting for you:

●        The Accidentally Shared Suite: One room, one bed, two strangers.

●        No Vacancy: A woman, a broken-down Prius, and two men to the rescue... but all the hotels in town are booked! You know what happens next.

●      My First Threesome Experiment: Another tale of two men, one curious woman, and the delightful chaos of saying yes to temptation, this one set at University.

Until then, stay curious, stay hydrated (seriously, you need it), and remember: never skip leg day.

Love, Zoya Lane
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