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PROLOGUE

The dark is absolute. The only sounds are the soft, rhythmic hum of the computer fan in the next room and the gentle, even sound of Tom’s breathing beside her. His arm is a warm, familiar weight across her waist, his hand resting possessively on the soft swell of her hip. It’s their usual position. A symbol of safety, of ownership, of love.

Ella stares at the ceiling, her eyes wide open.

Sleep is a distant country.

Her body is a map of a different territory, one charted just hours ago. Every subtle shift on the cotton sheets sends a fresh, aching reminder. Her inner thighs feel heavy, the muscles lax and weary. A deep, tender soreness lingers in the cradle of her hips, a phantom echo of being stretched wide. And her core… her pussy feels different. Not just sensitive, but altered. It’s a hollow, echoing emptiness, yet at the same time, it’s swollen, sensitized, as if every nerve ending is still reaching for a presence that is no longer there.

Tom. She thinks his name like a prayer, turning her head slightly on the pillow. In the faint blue light from the window, she can see the peaceful, boyish slope of his nose, the relaxed part of his lips. He looks innocent. He looks like home. A wave of guilt, hot and acidic, burns through her chest. What have I done?

She closes her eyes, but the darkness behind her lids is worse.

It’s filled with steam and tile. The stark, unforgiving light of a single bulb. The cool, unyielding vinyl of a bench pressed against her naked back.

Leon.

The memory doesn’t feel like a memory. It feels like a physical assault. It crashes over her with such visceral force she gasps silently, her stomach clenching.

She sees him standing over her, a mountain of calm, controlled power. The water sluicing down the dense, carved ridges of his chest and abdomen. The sheer, terrifying size of him, thick and heavy and already erect, a blatant challenge to everything she knew. She remembers the cool arrogance in his eyes as he turned and saw her. He didn’t cover himself. He presented himself.

And her body, her traitorous body, had responded before her mind could form a single coherent thought. A hot, immediate lurch of desire that had shamed and thrilled her in equal measure.

The scene flickers, shifts. Now she’s in the changing room, her back against the lockers, his mouth claiming hers. His hands, so big, so sure, peeling her clothes away. The feeling of smallness, of being completely contained by him. Then, the bench. The feel of his tongue, broad and demanding, on her clit, inside her, drawing out a climax that had felt like a seizure.

Her breath hitches in the quiet room. Tom mumbles something in his sleep and pulls her a fraction closer. His sweet, familiar scent surrounds her. It should be comforting. Instead, it feels like a cage.

The memory advances, merciless.

“Does your boyfriend have this?”

Leon’s voice, low and calm, as he placed her hand on the thick, veined column of his erection. The question wasn’t a taunt. It was a simple, devastating comparison. And in that moment, she hadn’t thought of Tom’s loving touch, his tender kisses, the way he looked at her like she was a miracle. She had only thought of the shocking, impossible girth under her palm. The answer was a physical truth, not an emotional one.

No. No, he doesn’t.

She had surrendered then. Not just her body, but her sense of self. She had begged for it. “More. Please, I need all of it.”

And he had given it to her.

The sensation of him pushing inside, bare, floods her now, as real as the bed beneath her. The slow, inexorable burn of the stretch. The shocking, profound fullness as he buried every impossible inch. It hadn’t been sex. It had been an occupation. A remaking. Her body had been forced to accept a new, brutal standard of what it could take, of what it could crave.

She shifts her legs, a tiny movement, and feels the dull, deep ache pulse between them. Aftershock. Her body remembers the exact shape of him. The way her inner walls had fluttered and clamped around that monumental girth, trying to hold on, trying to understand. The way he had fucked her with a deep, piston-like rhythm that had shaken her soul loose. And the climax… a rolling, continuous quake that had originated from the very core he was so thoroughly filling. It had been a surrender so complete it felt like annihilation.

Then, the final, unforgivable act. The hot, thick pulse of his release flooding her deepest places. The feeling of being marked, claimed in a way Tom’s condom-protected finishes never could. She had come again from that alone, from the sheer, degrading intimacy of it.

I’m a cheater. I’m a liar.

The guilt is a cold stone in her gut. She looks at Tom’s sleeping face again, and her eyes sting. She loves him. She does. He is her best friend, her safe harbour. Their life together is good, is warm.

But as she lies here, her body humming with the ghost of another man’s possession, a terrifying truth begins to crystallize in the dark.

It wasn’t just the physical difference. It was the power.

With Tom, sex is something she guides, she initiates, she controls. His pleasure is a gift she bestows, and his awe is her reward. It’s loving. It’s good.

With Leon… she had no control. From the moment she walked into that shower room, the power had been his. Calm, unshakeable, absolute. He hadn’t chased her. He hadn’t seduced her with pretty words. He had simply been—a force of nature—and she had been drawn into his gravity, willingly, helplessly. He had shown her what it was to be taken. Not led, not worshipped, but consumed.

And a part of her, a deep, hidden, shameful part, had loved it. Had needed it.

She tells herself it was a mistake. A one-time lapse in judgment. A moment of primal weakness she will bury forever. She will be a better girlfriend. She will pour all her love into Tom. She will forget.

But the problem is in the ache.

The problem is in the way her empty pussy clenches around nothing at the memory.

The problem is that she cannot un-feel what he made her feel. She cannot unknow the shocking contrast. She cannot pretend her body didn’t open for him like a flower for a brutal sun.

Tom stirs again, snuggling closer, his nose nuzzling her shoulder. He lets out a soft, contented sigh. He believes everything is normal.

Ella turns her head back to the ceiling, the truth settling over her like a lead blanket.

Leon didn’t chase her. He didn’t need to. He simply showed her a door she never knew existed, and she had walked through it without a second thought.

And now, as she lies in the bed she shares with the man she loves, a silent scream building in her throat, she realizes the most frightening thing of all.

Once was never going to be enough.


Chapter One

Ella woke slowly, wrapped in warmth.

For a moment she didn’t move. The room was quiet, washed in the soft grey light of a late morning creeping through the curtains. The city outside was waking lazily, distant traffic, the muffled rumble of buses, the low murmur of people already moving through their day.

Tom was still asleep beside her.

He was on his back, one arm thrown loosely over the pillow, the other resting across her waist like it had found its natural place there during the night. His breathing was slow and steady, his face relaxed in that unguarded way people only have when they feel completely safe.

Ella watched him for a while.

There was something about Tom when he slept that always softened her chest. His shaggy brown hair was a mess against the pillow, his boyish face peaceful, his mouth slightly parted. Without his usual quick smile and playful comments, he looked younger somehow.

Gentler.

Her fingers drifted lightly across his chest, tracing the familiar lines of him, the lean shape of his body she knew so well.

Tom stirred.

His eyes opened slowly and focused on her. For a second he looked confused, then the recognition came and his face broke into that easy, affectionate smile that had first drawn her to him years ago.

“Morning,” he murmured, his voice still thick with sleep.

“Morning,” she replied softly.

He pulled her a little closer without thinking, his arm tightening around her waist as if the movement were instinctive. His lips brushed her temple in a lazy kiss.

“Nice view to wake up to,” he said.

Ella laughed quietly.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m serious,” he said, his eyes drifting over her face in the warm, adoring way he always looked at her. “I wake up next to you every day and I still feel like I somehow hacked the system.”

She nudged his shoulder. “You’re such a geek.”

“IT professional,” he corrected. “Very different.”

But he was still smiling at her like she was something rare.

Tom always looked at her that way.

As if she were somehow out of his league. As if he had been unbelievably lucky the day she chose him.

Ella had heard it from his friends more than once over the years, the half-joking comments.

Mate… how did you manage that?

Tom always laughed it off.

But the truth was he really did feel like the luckiest man in the world.

And in moments like this, lying tangled in warm sheets on a quiet Saturday morning with sunlight beginning to spill across the bed, Ella could see exactly why.

They stayed like that for a while, drifting in and out of conversation, half-laughing about nothing in particular.

Eventually Tom stretched and sat up.

“Coffee?” he asked.

Ella smiled.

“Yes please.”



An hour later they were walking down the street together, hands loosely linked.

Saturday mornings in their neighbourhood had their own rhythm. The pavements were busier than usual but unhurried, couples strolling, families pushing prams, people lingering outside cafés with takeaway cups.

Ella breathed in the cool air as they walked.

She wore a light jacket over a fitted top and jeans, simple clothes that still seemed to sit perfectly on her athletic frame. Even dressed casually she was striking, the kind of woman people noticed without quite realising why. Years of training had given her a beautifully balanced physique; a toned, flat stomach, a narrow waist that curved naturally into the soft, round shape of her hips and the firm, heart-shaped line of her backside. Her long, shapely legs moved with easy strength, and beneath the fitted top her full, natural 34C breasts sat high on her chest, completing a silhouette that was both athletic and unmistakably feminine. She carried it all with an effortless confidence that came from knowing her body and being completely at ease in it.

Tom noticed the way people looked at her.

He always noticed.

Not in a jealous way.

More like quiet pride.

He squeezed her hand lightly.

“You realise every guy on this street is checking you out, right?”

Ella rolled her eyes.

“Oh please.”

“I’m serious,” he said. “It’s like a public service announcement for male neck injuries.”

She laughed and nudged him with her shoulder.

“You’re impossible.”

“Just observant.”

They reached the small artisan café at the corner. The warm smell of coffee and fresh bread drifted through the open doorway.

Inside it was cosy and bustling. People stood chatting while waiting for drinks, sunlight catching the glass counter where rows of pastries and loaves were laid out like edible sculptures.

Tom ordered their coffees while Ella wandered over to the bread display.

The baker had just brought out a tray of fresh sourdough.

The crusts were still warm.

Ella smiled and picked one up, turning it slightly in her hands.

“Tom,” she called softly.

He looked over from the counter.

“Look at this.”

“Bread?”

“Fresh bread.”

He grinned.

“Well now I’m convinced.”

They left the café a few minutes later carrying two takeaway cups and a warm loaf wrapped in brown paper.

The street had grown busier, the sun higher now, light catching the windows of the shops along the row.

Ella took a sip of her coffee.

It was good.

Simple.

Normal.

Exactly the kind of Saturday she loved.

They walked a little further to the small greengrocer they always used. Tom picked up vegetables while Ella added things to the basket.

Tom was already talking about dinner.

“Okay,” he said, holding up a bunch of herbs. “Hear me out. Pasta. Fresh tomatoes. Garlic. Maybe that wine we bought last week.”

Ella smiled at him.

“You’ve thought about this.”

“I’m a planner.”

“You’re an overthinker.”

“Strategic.”

She laughed again, shaking her head.

From the outside they looked like any other couple enjoying a quiet weekend morning.

Relaxed.

Happy.

Comfortable.

Ella told herself that was exactly what they were.

She tried not to think about the gym.

She tried not to think about the changing room.

She tried very hard not to think about Leon.

But every so often, without warning, a memory slipped through.

Steam.

Tile.

The heat of another body.

The feeling of being completely overwhelmed.

She pushed the thought away immediately.

Not today.

Today was simple.

Today was normal.

Tom slipped his arm around her shoulders as they left the shop, pulling her gently against his side.

“You know,” he said casually, “this might be my favourite kind of day.”

“What kind?”

“This one,” he said. “Just us. Nothing complicated.”

Ella smiled and rested her head briefly against his shoulder.

“Yes,” she said softly.

Nothing complicated.


Chapter Two

By early evening the flat was filled with the warm, comforting smell of garlic and tomatoes slowly cooking.

Tom stood at the stove, moving around the small kitchen with the quiet confidence of someone completely at home in the space. An apron hung loosely over his T-shirt, the faded words Code. Eat. Repeat. stretched slightly across the front. Ella had bought it for him as a joke years earlier, but he had adopted it with surprising seriousness. Whenever Tom cooked, the apron appeared.

Ella leaned against the counter with one hip resting lightly against the edge, a glass of wine in her hand as she watched him work. The kitchen wasn’t large, but Tom navigated it easily, reaching for utensils, stirring the pan, chopping herbs with the casual familiarity of someone who genuinely enjoyed the process.

“You know,” Ella said, swirling the wine lazily in her glass, “most people just throw pasta in a pan and call it dinner.”

Tom glanced back over his shoulder, feigning offence.

“Most people,” he said, “are culinary barbarians.”

Ella laughed softly.

“Food deserves respect,” he continued, turning back to the stove as he stirred the sauce with exaggerated care.

“You sound like a documentary narrator.”

Tom shrugged slightly.

“Good food deserves respect,” he amended.

Ella watched him for a moment, smiling quietly to herself.

Tom loved this part of life.

The small domestic rituals that made a place feel like home. Cooking. Planning meals. Taking simple ingredients and turning them into something thoughtful.

He had always been that way.

Even when they had first met at university, living in cramped student housing and surviving on whatever cheap groceries they could afford, Tom had still insisted on experimenting in the kitchen. Ella remembered watching him once in their tiny shared flat, trying to cook something ambitious with three pans and almost no counter space.

Ella had never cared that much about food.

For her it had always been simpler.

Fuel.

Something quick before work. A bowl of lentils, a handful of almonds, something light between sessions at the gym.

She loved movement. Energy. The constant interaction with people. The loud, social rhythm of the gym floor. Helping clients push themselves harder than they thought they could.

Tom thrived in quieter rhythms.

Coding.

Reading.

Cooking.

Building a life slowly and carefully.

The contrast between them had always worked.

She took another sip of wine, watching him add a handful of chopped herbs to the pan.

“Need help?” she asked.

Tom smiled without turning around.

“You’re helping.”

“I’m standing here drinking wine.”

“Moral support.”

She raised the glass slightly.

“Very important job.”

A few minutes later Tom finished plating the pasta, turning toward her with a bowl in each hand.

“Try that,” he said.

Ella took the fork he offered and tasted the sauce.

Her eyebrows lifted in surprise.

“Okay,” she admitted after a moment. “That’s actually amazing.”

Tom grinned immediately.

“Actually?”

“Well,” she said, pretending to consider it carefully, “I assumed you’d ruin it.”

“Unbelievable.”

They carried their bowls to the small table near the window and sat down together.

Outside, the evening had settled over the street. The glow of streetlights reflected softly on the pavement, and the occasional car passed with a low hum that barely disturbed the quiet.

It was the kind of calm evening that arrived easily when two people had been together long enough to simply exist comfortably beside one another.

Tom watched her as they ate.

He always did.

The way she moved fascinated him in ways he never quite got used to. Even in simple jeans and a fitted top she seemed to carry an effortless presence that drew the eye. Her athletic figure showed clearly in the warm light of the kitchen; the flat strength of her stomach, the narrow line of her waist, the long definition of her legs beneath the table. When she laughed, her bright blue eyes seemed to light up her whole face.

Sometimes Tom genuinely struggled to believe she had chosen him.

“You’re staring again,” Ella said, catching him mid-thought.

Tom didn’t even try to hide it.

“Can you blame me?”

She shook her head slightly, smiling as she looked down at her bowl.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“Very lucky,” he replied.

Ella looked back at him.

There was something disarmingly sincere about Tom’s love for her. It was open and uncomplicated in a way that always made her feel both cherished and slightly humbled.

That was one of the things she had always admired about him.

He loved her without hesitation.

Without calculation.

The conversation drifted easily between them as they finished dinner. Plans for the coming week. Work. A new client Ella had started training. Something Tom had read earlier that afternoon.

Normal things.

Comfortable things.

Yet somewhere in the back of her mind, a thought slipped quietly into place.

Uninvited.

Unwanted.

Leon.

The memory appeared suddenly, like a shadow passing across her thoughts.

Steam.

Tile.

The overwhelming physical presence of him.

Ella pushed the thought away immediately.

Not tonight.

Tonight was quiet.

Tonight was safe.

Tom reached across the table and squeezed her hand gently.

“You know,” he said casually, “this might be my favourite kind of evening.”

“What kind?” she asked.

“This one,” he said. “Just us. Nothing complicated.”

Ella smiled softly and returned the pressure of his hand.

“Yes,” she said.

Nothing complicated.

But even as she said it, part of her knew that somewhere beneath the quiet comfort of the evening, something had already changed.

And it wasn’t going away.


Chapter Three

The soft clatter of plates had faded, replaced by the low hum of the evening. The flat was warm; the lights dimmed to a golden glow. Tom was sprawled on the large sofa, a contented sigh escaping him as Ella curled into his side, her head on his chest. They talked in lazy circles, about a movie they might watch, a friend’s upcoming party, nothing that mattered. It was comfortable. It was them.

But inside Ella, a quiet war raged.

All day, she had fought to keep the memories at bay. The steam, the tile, the size. The feeling of being utterly remade. She had scrubbed her skin raw in the shower, but the phantom ache between her legs was a constant, shameful whisper. Now, with Tom’s arm around her, his heartbeat steady under her ear, she made a decision. She would reclaim this. She would remind herself, and him, of what they had. The intimacy, the playfulness, the power she held here.

She shifted, planting a soft kiss on his chest before untangling herself and standing up.

Tom looked up, a fond smile on his face. “Where you off to?”

Ella didn’t answer with words. She just looked at him, a slow, knowing smile curving her lips. She took a step back, positioning herself in the open space between the sofa and the coffee table, fully in his line of sight. This was their ritual. One she had created, one she controlled.

His smile softened, his eyes already darkening with understanding and desire.

She started with her top, a simple, soft grey sweatshirt. Her movements were deliberate, unhurried. She caught the hem, her fingers brushing the toned, flat plane of her stomach as she lifted it. The fabric whispered over her head, taking her ponytail with it in a blonde cascade. She stood before him in just her black, lace-trimmed sports bra. The firm, rounded curves of her 34C breasts were pushed together by the supportive fabric, the deep cleavage a stark contrast to the delicate lace.

Tom’s breath hitched, just slightly. She loved that sound.

Her hands went to the waistband of her loose cotton joggers. She hooked her thumbs in, and with a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she pushed them down over the swell of her ass. They pooled at her feet, revealing matching black boy-short panties that hugged the perfect, heart-shaped curve of her backside. She stepped out of the trousers, one long, sculpted leg at a time, the muscle definition in her calves and thighs catching the light.

She was a statue of feminine athleticism. Every line was purposeful, every curve a testament to discipline and sensuality. The slim waist, the gentle flare of her hips, the powerful, lean legs that seemed to go on forever.

Tom was utterly still, watching. His gaze was a physical touch, warm and worshipful. It was the look she craved, the look that made her feel like a goddess. This is enough, she told herself fiercely. This is everything.

With a slow, fluid motion, she reached behind her back and unclasped the sports bra. It fell away, and her breasts bounced free, full and heavy, the pink nipples already tight in the cool air. She let him look, let his eyes drink in the sight, before her hands slid down to the waistband of her panties.

This was the moment. The reveal he loved most.

She peeled the black cotton down, bending at the waist just enough to make it a performance. The soft, light blonde curls at the junction of her thighs came into view, then the smooth, bare skin of her inner thighs. She stepped out of the panties and stood fully naked before him, her arms loose at her sides, completely exposed.

The awe on Tom’s face was intoxicating. His lips were slightly parted, his chest rising and falling a little faster. He was hard; she could see the tent in his sweatpants. Mine, she thought, the possessive surge feeling like a lifeline.

Then, with a playful smile that felt almost real, she turned.

Slowly. Gracefully.

She placed one foot slightly forward, shifting her weight to accentuate the powerful lines of her legs and the sublime, rounded perfection of her ass. She glanced back over her shoulder, meeting his gaze. She saw the raw desire there, the hunger. He was captivated.

And for a second, she was too. The familiar thrill of exhibitionism, the safe power of being adored, washed over her.

But then, unbidden, another memory intruded.

Not of Tom’s awestruck gaze, but of a different pair of eyes, calm, assessing, arrogant, watching her from a shower stall. Not of this gentle, golden light, but of the stark, unforgiving bulb of a changing room. Her heart stuttered.

No.

She pushed the thought away, focusing on the curve of her own shoulder, the feel of the warm air on her naked skin. She turned back to face him, her smile firmly in place. She saw his hand move to his own waistband, eager to undress, to join her.

“Wait,” she said, her voice a little huskier than she intended. She walked toward him, her movements confident, the sway of her hips automatic. She stopped just in front of the sofa, looking down at him. “Just watch.”

She brought her hands to her body, not to hide it, but to present it. Her palms slid up the toned length of her thighs, over the feminine swell of her hips, her fingers tracing the indentations of her hip bones. She cupped her own breasts, her thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples, a soft sigh escaping her. She was putting on a show, but the touch felt good. It was a reminder. This is my body. This is for us.

Tom’s hands clenched on his knees. “Ella…” he breathed, the word thick with want.

She closed her eyes, letting her head fall back slightly, her hands drifting down over her flat stomach. She trailed her fingers through the soft blonde curls, then lower, until her fingertips just brushed her own folds. She was wet. She was always wet for him during this. But the slickness felt different tonight. It felt… desperate. A need to feel something beyond the hollow ache.

She opened her eyes and found Tom’s gaze locked on her fingers. The devotion there was absolute. It should have been enough. It had to be enough.

“Come here,” he whispered, his voice ragged.

She didn’t make him ask twice. She moved forward, climbing onto the sofa, straddling his lap. His hands immediately found her waist, his touch reverent. Her wetness soaked through his sweats, dampening him. She could feel his erection, solid and familiar, beneath the fabric.

She leaned down and kissed him, pouring every ounce of her determination into it. Her tongue sought his, her breasts pressed against his chest. She kissed him like she was trying to seal a crack, to fuse them back together.

His hands slid up her back, strong and sure. He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes searching hers. “I still can’t believe you’re mine.”

The words were a balm and a blade. She kissed him again to hide the tears that suddenly pricked her eyes. She rocked her hips against him, the friction through the fabric sending a spark through her. But it was a small spark. A match struck in a vast, dark room.

She needed more. She needed to feel him.

Her hands went to the waist of his sweats, tugging them down just enough to free his dick. It sprang up, thick with arousal, a solid 5.5 inches of him. She looked at it, this familiar, beloved part of the man she loved. And for a horrifying, fleeting second, her mind superimposed another image; thicker, heavier, veined, a terrifying standard of comparison that made Tom’s seem almost… boyish.

She banished the thought with a violence that shocked her. Reaching between them, she took him in hand, guiding him to her entrance. She held his gaze as she sank down, taking him inside in one slow, smooth motion.

He filled her. He did. It was a pleasant, warm stretch, a feeling of connection. Tom’s eyes rolled back in his head, a groan tearing from his throat. “God, Ella… you feel incredible.”

She began to move, rising and falling in a steady rhythm, her hands braced on his shoulders. She watched his face, the pleasure etched there, and she concentrated on the sensations. The glide of him in and out. The way her inner muscles clenched around him. It was good. It was.

But her body, that traitor, was quiet. Where there should have been a building fire, there was only a steady, pleasant warmth. The profound, mind-blowing fullness she had known just hours ago was a ghost in the room, mocking this gentle joining. Her hips moved, her breath quickened, but she was chasing a feeling that wasn’t there, in a body that had been recalibrated for a different scale.

Tom’s hands gripped her ass, his fingers kneading the firm, heart-shaped flesh as he helped lift her, driving himself deeper. “That’s it,” he urged, his voice guttural. “Ride me, babe. Use me.”

She obeyed, her movements becoming more frantic, not from building pleasure, but from a rising panic. Feel it. Just feel it like you used to. She leaned forward, crushing her breasts against his face, and he turned his head, taking a nipple into his hot, wet mouth. He sucked hard, and a jolt of sharper sensation went through her. Yes. She focused on that, on the pull of his mouth, the scrape of his teeth.

His thrusts became less coordinated, more desperate. She could feel the tension coiling in his belly. He was close. “I’m gonna come,” he gasped against her breast.

“Look at me,” she commanded, her voice husky.

He opened his eyes, glazed with pleasure, and looked up at her. In his gaze, she saw only love and awe. It was everything she had ever wanted. As he pulsed inside her, his release hot even through the condom, she clenched around him, forcing a moan from her own lips, faking the crest of a wave that for her, never truly broke.

He shuddered, collapsing back against the cushions, pulling her down with him so she lay sprawled on top of him, still impaled, his softening dick inside her. His arms wrapped around her, holding her close. “Wow,” he breathed into her hair. “Just… wow.”

Ella buried her face in the crook of his neck, the scent of him, of them, surrounding her. Her body was slick with sweat, sated in the way he could make it sated. But as she lay there, feeling him grow soft and slip from her, the emptiness rushed back in, deeper and more profound than before. She had tried to rebuild their love with her body, but all she had done was measure the distance between what was and what could never be again.


Chapter Four

Monday afternoons at the gym carried a calmer rhythm than the restless surge of weekday evenings. The rush of commuters and post-work crowds had faded, leaving behind the steady cadence of a few dedicated regulars moving between racks and machines. The muted thud of weights, the low hum of music, and the faint scent of rubber mats and metal plates filled the large open room.

Ella preferred training at this time.

It allowed her to focus.

No clients waiting for guidance, no interruptions, no constant conversations. Just the quiet discipline of lifting and the simple satisfaction of testing the limits of her own strength.

She stood beside the bench press station, rolling her shoulders once as she studied the barbell resting on the rack. The plates loaded on either side were heavier than her usual sets. For the past few weeks she had been working steadily toward this weight.

Personal best.

Her reflection caught briefly in the mirror across the room as she adjusted her stance. Even in simple gym clothes, Ella carried a natural presence that drew attention without effort. Her fitted training top followed the clean lines of her athletic body, revealing the firm shape of her natural breasts and the smooth definition of the toned stomach beneath the fabric. The waistband of her leggings curved around her narrow waist before following the soft sweep of her hips and the sculpted roundness of her ass. Years of training had shaped her long legs into strong, elegant lines that moved with effortless confidence.

It was a body built through discipline, but it was also undeniably feminine.

Ella had long ago become very comfortable in it.

She stepped toward the bench and lay back beneath the bar, positioning herself carefully. The cool metal frame pressed against her shoulders as she adjusted her grip.

Her fingers wrapped around the knurled steel.

She inhaled slowly.

“Going heavy today?”

The voice came from behind her.

Ella didn’t need to turn to recognise it.

Leon.

The simple sound of his voice stirred something sharp and unexpected in her chest. She kept her eyes fixed on the ceiling above her.

“Trying for a PB,” she said evenly.

There was a small pause.

Then Leon stepped closer.

“Want a spot?”

For a brief moment she considered declining. It would have been the easier choice.

But refusing would have been obvious.

“Sure,” she said.

Leon moved into position behind the bench.

Ella lifted the bar from the rack and began the first repetition.

The weight lowered slowly toward her chest.

Then she pressed it upward again.

Leon stood above her, ready to assist if needed, his hands hovering just beneath the bar.

From the bench, his presence seemed even larger.

His broad shoulders blocked part of the light above, casting a faint shadow across her field of vision each time she glanced up. The sheer size of him was difficult to ignore from this angle.

Leon’s physique was built for strength.

His shoulders were wide and densely muscled, tapering into a powerful chest and narrow waist that created the unmistakable V-shaped torso of someone who trained seriously. The fabric of his shirt stretched across his upper body as he leaned slightly forward, ready to help if the bar faltered.

The muscles across his back shifted subtly whenever he adjusted his stance.

His arms hung close to the bar, thick with strength. The forearms were particularly striking, cords of muscle beneath deep brown skin, faint veins visible when he flexed his grip.

Below that, his stance was solid and grounded, legs planted firmly on either side of the bench.

Leon looked like strength made visible.

Ella tried to focus on the lift.

Down.

Up.

Breathe.

The weight felt heavier with each repetition.

Yet something else was building inside her as well.

A slow warmth spreading low in her stomach.

She tried to ignore it.

But her thoughts betrayed her.

The image appeared before she could stop it.

Steam.

Tile.

Water running over dark skin.

Leon standing beneath the shower.

Naked.

The memory flashed so vividly that the bar slowed halfway through the rep.

“Easy,” Leon said calmly.

His hands moved slightly closer to the bar.

“You’ve got it.”

Ella pushed the weight upward again, locking her arms at the top of the movement.

“Rack it.”

She guided the bar back into the supports and sat up slowly.

Her breathing was heavier than it should have been.

Leon handed her the towel she had dropped beside the bench.

“Nice lift,” he said.

“Thanks.”

She wiped her hands and stood, rolling the tension from her shoulders as she tried to clear her mind.

Just a workout.

Just another day at the gym.

But Leon’s presence beside her made the room feel subtly different.

“Squats next?” he asked.

Ella nodded.

“Yeah.”

They walked together across the gym floor toward the squat rack.

Ella ducked beneath the bar and lifted it from the supports, the weight settling across her shoulders as she stepped back into position. The motion caused the muscles in her back and legs to shift smoothly beneath her clothing. Her body moved with the easy control of someone deeply familiar with her own strength, her narrow waist stabilising the load while her long legs adjusted into the correct stance.

She lowered into the first squat.

Down.

Then rose again.

Leon stepped closer.

“Hold on,” he said quietly.

Before she could react his hands came to rest firmly against her hips.

The contact was practical.

Professional.

Exactly the correction any trainer might give.

Yet the sensation of his large hands guiding her hips into a better position sent a sudden, unwelcome spark through her body.

“Shift back a little,” he said. “You’re leaning forward.”

His palms adjusted her stance slightly.

Ella felt the warmth of his touch through the thin fabric of her leggings.

“Better.”

She lowered into the next squat.

Down.

Up.

Her breathing steadied again, but now every movement came with an acute awareness of where Leon stood behind her.

His hands had already moved away, yet the memory of them remained.

And the image returned once again.

Steam.

Water.

The overwhelming physical presence of him.

Ella tightened her grip on the bar.

Focus.

Lift.

But no matter how hard she tried to centre her thoughts on the rhythm of the exercise, her body had already begun remembering something her mind was desperately trying to forget.


Chapter Five

The door to the staff changing room clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a silence that felt louder than the gym’s ambient noise. The air was cooler here, smelling of disinfectant and sweat-damp concrete. Ella’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic counter-rhythm to the heavy, even sound of Leon’s breathing just a few feet away.

He didn’t move toward her. He simply leaned back against a bank of lockers, his arms crossed over his broad, sweat-damp chest. The black fabric of his tank top was stretched taut across the dense slabs of his pectorals, the sleeves straining around his powerful biceps. His calm was a physical force, pressing in on her.

Ella stood frozen just inside the door, her own body humming with the aftermath of the workout, and with the memory of his hands on her hips. Her skin felt too tight, too hot beneath her leggings and sports bra. Just cool down and leave, she commanded herself. Tom is at home. You already made one catastrophic mistake. Don’t make it a pattern.

But her feet were rooted to the floor. Her eyes were locked on his.

“Good set,” Leon said, his voice a low rumble in the quiet room. It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact, and it encompassed more than the bench press.

“Thanks,” she managed, her voice thin. She forced herself to move, walking toward the bench in the centre of the room, trying to project normality. She could feel his gaze on her, tracking the swing of her hips, the flex of her long, toned legs with every step. It was a tangible weight.

She sat on the cool vinyl of the bench, bending one leg into a quad stretch. The movement pulled the fabric of her leggings tight across the round, firm curve of her ass. She kept her eyes on the floor, on the scuffed tiles between her feet. Breathe. Just stretch and go.

She heard him push off the lockers. Not a rushed movement, but a slow, deliberate shift of weight. His shadow fell over her, blocking the fluorescent light. Ella’s breath caught in her throat.

He stopped in front of her, so close his knees almost brushed hers. She was forced to look up, her head tilting back to meet his eyes. From this angle, he seemed to tower over her, his shoulders blocking out the world. The quiet confidence in his dark eyes held no question. It held certainty.

“Ella,” he said, just her name. It wasn’t a plea. It was a recognition.

All her resolve, all her guilt, crumbled in the face of that single, spoken word. A helpless, wanting sound escaped her lips. It was all the answer he needed.

He reached down, his hands, so big, so capable, cupping her face. His thumbs stroked her cheekbones. His touch wasn’t gentle; it was possessive. He tilted her face up further and bent down, his mouth covering hers.

The kiss was not like the frantic, hungry one in the changing room. This was deep, slow, and devastatingly deliberate. It was a claiming. His tongue slid past her lips, exploring her with a calm authority that made her toes curl in her trainers. Her hands flew up, her fingers clutching at the hard muscle of his forearms, not to push him away, but to anchor herself. The taste of him, clean sweat and mint, flooded her senses. Tom, her mind whimpered, but the thought was a distant, fading echo.

His hands left her face. One slid into her blonde ponytail, gripping it firmly at the root, tilting her head back to deepen the kiss. The other went to the hem of her tight training top. In one smooth motion, he broke the kiss just long enough to pull the fabric up and over her head, discarding it. The cool air hit her skin, pebbling her nipples instantly against the damp sports bra.

He didn’t pause. His fingers found the clasp at the back of her bra. A flick, and the tension released. He peeled the padded fabric away, and her full, 34C breasts spilled free, bouncing slightly with the motion. Leon’s gaze dropped, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight, the firm, pale mounds, the pink, taut peaks. A low groan vibrated in his chest.

Ella was burning, her mind a blank white noise of desire. Her own hands moved to his tank, tugging it upward. He helped, pulling it over his head and letting it fall. Her breath hitched. Up close, his torso was a masterpiece of power. The deep brown skin stretched over carved pectorals, a ridged abdomen, the deep V-lines cutting into the waist of his shorts. He was sheer, intimidating masculinity.

Her fingers fumbled with the drawstring of his training shorts. He let her, watching her struggle with that same calm intensity. She finally got them loose and pushed them down over the powerful thrust of his hips. His black boxer briefs followed, and then he was free.

Ella’s eyes widened. Even semi-erect, he was immense. Thick, heavy, and long, a deep black against his skin, prominent veins mapping its length. A primal thrill, laced with fear, shot through her core, making her clench emptily. Memories of that same cock splitting her open, filling her beyond reason, roared back.

As if reading her mind, he grew fully hard in front of her eyes, the thick shaft rising to its full, terrifying length, the broad, blunt head already glistening with a bead of moisture.

Wordlessly, his hand in her hair guided her downward, off the bench and onto her knees on the cool tile floor. The position felt shockingly natural, submissive. She looked up at him, at the proud, heavy weight of him bobbing just inches from her face. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils.

“You remember,” he stated.

She did. And she wanted it. The guilt was still there, a cold knot in her stomach, but it was smothered by a hotter, more urgent need. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the salty pearl from his tip. He tasted clean, potent. A shudder went through his powerful frame.

Emboldened, she opened her mouth wider, taking the broad head inside. It was a stretch for her lips immediately. She swirled her tongue around the corona, her hands coming up to wrap around the thick base. Her fingers couldn’t touch. The girth was unbelievable.

She began to bob her head, taking more of him inch by torturous inch. She worshipped him with her mouth, slurping, sucking, her cheeks hollowing. She focused entirely on the task, on the feel of that hot, smooth steel in her mouth, on the low, approving groans rumbling above her. Her own body was on fire, her nipples hard points, her pussy dripping, soaking through her leggings. She was a woman reduced to a single, desperate purpose: to please this cock.

After minutes that felt like hours, his hands tightened in her hair, stilling her. “Enough,” he growled, his voice thick.

He pulled her to her feet, his strength effortless. His hands went to her leggings, dragging them and her thong down her legs in one rough pull. She stepped out of them, now completely naked before him, every toned line, every soft curve exposed. Her flat stomach quivered, her perfect breasts heaved with her ragged breaths.

He turned her around, bending her forward over the same vinyl bench. Her palms flattened against the cool surface. She felt exposed, vulnerable, her heart-shaped ass presented to him, her wet folds open and ready. She heard him spit, a crude, wet sound, and then felt the hot slickness of it against her entrance.

The blunt, massive head of his cock pressed against her. Not pushing, just there. A promise. A threat. The sheer size of it against her sensitive flesh made her whimper. It felt impossible. It felt inevitable.

“Please,” she heard herself beg, the word torn from her, not knowing if she was asking him to stop or to continue.

He leaned over her, his powerful chest pressing against her back, his mouth at her ear. “This is what you came back for,” he whispered, the heat of his breath scalding her. “Tell me.”

She couldn’t lie. “Yes,” she sobbed, the last vestige of her resistance dissolving.

He shifted his hips, applying a steady, inexorable pressure. The broad crown began to stretch her, a slow, burning invasion that stole the air from her lungs. Her inner walls fluttered wildly, trying to accommodate, to accept. She was so wet, but he was so big. It was a fight her body was destined to lose, and the humiliation of that, the sheer erotic shock of it, made her drip even more.

He pushed forward another inch, the stretch deepening into a sweet, unbearable ache. She was full, so full already, and he wasn’t even halfway in. Her knuckles were white on the bench. Her mouth was open in a silent scream of pleasure-pain.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress. “Take it. All of it.”

He held himself there, buried to the hilt of what he’d so far given her, letting her feel the overwhelming fullness, letting her body cling to the impossible girth. The ache was already morphing into a deep, throbbing need for more. For the final, devastating inch that would complete her ruin.

He didn’t move.


Chapter Six

Now he fucks her.

The silent standstill shatters. Leon’s hips draw back, a slow, deliberate retreat that makes her gasp at the loss, and then he slams forward.

It’s not a gentle thrust. It’s a reclamation.

The remaining, impossible inch of him drives home, burying him to the root in one brutal, perfect stroke. Ella’s cry is torn from her lungs, a raw, animal sound that echoes off the tile. Her body bows over the bench, her back arching, as he fills her so completely, she feels him in her throat. The stretch is a white-hot brand, a sweet, searing pain that obliterates every other thought.

He doesn’t wait for her to adjust. He sets a relentless, deep rhythm, each piston-like thrust hammering into her core. The vinyl bench creaks under their combined weight. His powerful thighs slap against the backs of her own toned legs, the sound obscene and rhythmic. His hands are locked on her narrow waist, his fingers digging into her flesh, holding her in place to be used.

This is fucking, she thinks, her mind fragmenting. Not making love. Not the gentle, worshipful joining she knows with Tom. This is raw, primal, and devastatingly efficient. Each drive of his hips is a lesson in power, a reminder of the shocking disparity between what she had and what she’s taking now.

The fullness is beyond comprehension. Her inner walls, still sensitive and sore from his first possession, are forced to stretch anew, to cling to a girth that feels like it’s reshaping her from the inside. The friction is exquisite, a deep, grinding pleasure that sparks directly from her overstuffed core. Her own arousal gushes around his shaft, the wet, slick sounds filling the quiet room.

“Oh god… Leon,” she sobs, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth bench.

He grunts, a low, satisfied sound. His pace is merciless, deep and hard, each stroke aimed at the deepest part of her. The thick ridge of his cockhead drags over a spot inside her she didn’t know could feel so much, a place Tom’s average, loving size never quite reached. It’s a direct line to her pleasure centre, and with every impact, a shockwave of sensation radiates outward.

Her orgasm doesn’t build; it ambushes her. It starts as a deep, convulsive clench around his invading thickness, a desperate, involuntary spasm. Then it erupts, a cataclysm that rips through her with no warning. Her vision blanks. A silent scream locks in her chest as her body convulses over the bench, her pussy milking his cock in frantic, rhythmic pulses. The pleasure is so intense it borders on agony, a total surrender of her nervous system.

Leon doesn’t slow. He fucks her straight through the climax, his thrusts becoming even deeper, more possessive, as if he’s claiming the very contractions of her body. “That’s it,” he growls, his voice thick with strain. “Come on my cock. Again.”

And she does. As the first wave recedes, a second, sharper one crests almost immediately, triggered by the relentless, thick fullness and his commanding words. She shatters a second time, her juices flooding around him.

Only then does he still. With a final, deep grind that wrings a broken whimper from her lips, he pulls out completely.

The sudden emptiness is a physical shock, a void so profound it makes her knees buckle. She sags over the bench, spent and trembling, her slick thighs quivering. She hears him move behind her, the sound of his footsteps on the tile.

She turns her head, her vision blurry.

Leon has laid back on the cool floor, his powerful frame sprawled in a display of arrogant ease. One arm is bent behind his head. And there, rising from the dense thatch of hair at his groin, is his cock. It’s still fully, terrifyingly erect, glistening with her juices, thick and heavy and utterly unspent. It stands like a monument, pointing at the ceiling.

He looks at her, his dark eyes knowing. He doesn’t speak. He doesn’t need to.

Ella knows what he wants. And the terrifying, shameful truth is, she wants it too. She wants to feel that fullness again, from a different angle. She wants to watch his face as she takes him. The post-coital haze with Tom is gentle, sleepy. This is something else entirely. This is a continuation.

Her body moves without conscious instruction. She pushes herself up from the bench, her legs shaky. She stands over him, looking down at his magnificent, prone form, at the arrogant jut of his erection. Her pussy, sore and well-used, clenches greedily at the sight.

She straddles him, lowering herself with a slow, controlled grace that belies the frantic pounding of her heart. The broad head of his cock nudges against her dripping, swollen entrance. She looks into his eyes as she sinks down.

It’s a different kind of stretch. Deeper, more intimate. She has to take him inch by agonizing inch, her inner muscles fluttering in protest and welcome. She watches his face, sees the slight tightening of his jaw, the darkening of his eyes as her tight, wet heat sheathes him. When she’s fully seated, impaled to the hilt, she pauses, gasping, feeling impossibly full. She is in control of the pace, but he is in control of the sensation. The power is a dizzying, shared illusion.

Then she begins to ride him.

Her hands brace on the hard planes of his chest. Her powerful thighs, built by years of squats and lunges, flex as she lifts herself almost completely off him, then drops back down, taking him deep. She sets a slow, rolling rhythm, grinding her hips in a circular motion each time she bottoms out, ensuring every inch of her sensitive inner walls is rubbed by his thick shaft.

Leon’s hands come to her hips, not to guide her, but to feel the movement, to feel her body working to take him. His gaze burns into her, watching the bounce of her full breasts, the taut line of her stomach, the sweat-sheened flex of her shoulders.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his voice a rough scrape. “Perfect.”

The praise, so simple, so carnal, goes straight to her core. Her pace quickens. The slapping of her flesh against his fills the room. The coil of pleasure, never fully unwound, tightens again deep within her. This time, she feels his control begin to slip. His breathing grows ragged. The muscles of his abdomen tense beneath her. His grip on her hips tightens, his fingers pressing into the soft give of her flesh.

“I’m close,” he grunts, a warning and a promise.

“Me too,” she gasps, her movements becoming frantic, bouncing on him now, chasing the mutual peak.

His climax triggers hers. She feels the first hot, thick pulse deep inside her, and her own orgasm detonates around it. It’s less violent than the first two, but deeper, more satisfying, a rolling wave of pleasure that syncs perfectly with the rhythmic spurts of his release flooding her depths. She grinds down hard, milking him, feeling the incredible warmth spread inside her as she convulses around him.

She collapses forward, her sweaty body draping over his, her face buried in the crook of his neck. They are both still, the only sound their ragged, mingled breaths.

Slowly, he softens inside her. She feels him slip out, followed by a hot, wet trickle that spills from her well-used entrance onto his stomach and groin.

For a long moment, they just lie there. Then Leon shifts.

He looks down at the mess on his skin, the mix of his own pearly spend and her slickness, coating his softening cock and balls. He looks at her, his expression unreadable.

“Clean me,” he says. The command is quiet, absolute.

Ella’s heart stutters. There is no question of refusal. This is part of the ritual, the final act of submission. She pushes herself up, her body aching, and slides off him onto her knees on the hard floor beside his hip.

She doesn’t hesitate. She bends her head, her blonde hair falling around her face. Her tongue darts out, first tracing a path through the mess on the hard, flat plane of his lower abdomen. The taste is salty, musky, profoundly intimate; a taste of their combined sin. She licks him clean with slow, deliberate strokes, her eyes closed, focusing on the task.

She moves lower, her tongue swirling around the base of his now-limp cock, lapping up every drop. She takes his softness into her mouth, gently sucking, worshipping him even in his spent state. She cleans his heavy balls with the same devotion, her movements tender and thorough.


Chapter Seven

That Tuesday evening settled gently over the flat, the quiet warmth of the room still carrying the faint aroma of garlic and herbs from the dinner Tom had prepared. Cooking was always his domain, a ritual he seemed to enjoy as much as the meal itself. Now the dishes were washed and stacked neatly by the sink, the lights lowered to a softer glow, and the television murmured quietly in the background without either of them really paying attention.

Ella sat curled into the corner of the sofa, one long leg tucked beneath her while the other stretched lazily along the cushion. A glass of wine rested in her hand, the deep red catching the lamplight as she tilted it slowly. Even in the relaxed ease of the evening, she carried that effortless physical presence that always seemed to draw attention without her needing to try. Her body, shaped by years of training and discipline, held a natural harmony of strength and softness. The fabric of her loose lounge top still hinted at the firm curve of her breasts beneath it, while the relaxed shorts revealed the smooth, toned lines of her thighs. Her stomach remained flat and strong even in repose, tapering into the narrow waist that curved gently into the soft, round shape of her hips.

Tom sat beside her with the quiet comfort of someone completely at ease in his own home. One arm rested along the back of the sofa behind her shoulders; his body turned slightly toward her.

“You look tired,” Tom said after a moment, studying her face with a small, affectionate smile.

“Good tired,” Ella replied, sinking a little deeper into the sofa. “Long day at the gym.”

“Busy?” he asked.

She nodded lightly. “Back-to-back clients most of the afternoon.”

Tom chuckled softly. “You’re probably the only person I know who comes home from work more exhausted than if they’d spent the day in construction.”

Ella smiled faintly, lifting her glass for another sip.

“It’s a good kind of tired,” she said. “The gym’s been packed lately.”

Tom gave a soft laugh.

“I swear you must burn more calories at work than most people do in an entire week.”

Ella smiled faintly and took a sip of her wine.

For a moment they sat together in comfortable silence, the kind that came easily between people who had shared enough time and trust that conversation wasn’t always necessary.

Then Ella spoke again.

“The gym’s been busy lately,” she said casually.

Tom glanced toward her.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. Lots of new members.”

She paused, swirling the wine gently in her glass before continuing.

“And the guys have been… enthusiastic.”

Tom’s eyebrow lifted slightly.

“Enthusiastic?”

“You know what I mean,” she said with a small shrug. “Flirting. Trying to get extra attention during sessions.”

Tom laughed softly, leaning back against the sofa.

“I imagine that happens a lot.”

Ella turned her head slightly, watching his reaction.

“You’re not jealous?”

Tom looked genuinely amused by the question.

“Why would I be?”

She tilted her head.

“You don’t mind?”

He shook his head easily.

“Not really.”

Ella studied him for a moment, her bright blue eyes curious.

Tom shrugged again, relaxed.

“I mean… you’re gorgeous, Ella. Of course, men are going to notice you.”

His gaze drifted over her as he said it, not in a possessive way but with the open admiration he had never tried to hide. Even sitting there in casual clothes, she seemed to carry an almost effortless sensuality. Her posture, the long lines of her legs, the soft curve of her hips against the sofa cushion, everything about her seemed naturally balanced between strength and femininity.

Tom smiled quietly.

“You walk into a gym wearing those training clothes and half the room probably forgets why they came there.”

Ella laughed softly.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m realistic,” he replied.

He reached for his drink and took a small sip before adding,

“Besides… it’s kind of flattering.”

Ella blinked.

“Flattering?”

Tom nodded.

“Sure.”

He leaned his head back against the sofa.

“All these guys noticing you, flirting with you… and you still come home with me.”

The simple sincerity of it caught her slightly off guard.

Tom glanced toward her again, smiling.

“Feels like winning.”

Ella lowered her gaze briefly to the wine glass in her hand.

“So, it really doesn’t bother you?” she asked quietly.

Tom shook his head again.

“No.”

Then he added, almost thoughtfully,

“If anything, it just reminds me how lucky I am.”

Ella shifted slightly on the sofa, crossing her legs as she settled deeper into the cushions. The movement drew Tom’s eyes again without him meaning to notice. The easy confidence of her body had always affected him that way. The soft strength in the shape of her thighs, the gentle curve of her waist, the quiet assurance in the way she carried herself—it all seemed to radiate a kind of effortless allure.

Tom chuckled softly.

“See? Exactly my point.”

Ella rolled her eyes, though she couldn’t hide the small smile that followed.

“You’re impossible.”

“Just honest.”

The room fell quiet again for a moment, the soft murmur of the television filling the space between them.

Then Tom spoke again.

“So,” he said lightly, “who’s the worst one?”

Ella looked at him.

“What do you mean?”

“The flirting,” he said with a grin. “There must be some guy who tries harder than the others.”

She hesitated.

Only for a second.

Leon’s image appeared in her mind instantly.

She kept her voice casual.

“There’s a new trainer actually.”

Tom looked mildly curious.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. Started a few weeks ago.”

Tom leaned forward slightly, interested.

“What’s he like?”

Ella gave a small shrug.

“Big.”

Tom laughed.

“That’s not very specific.”

“I mean really big,” she said. “Like… ridiculously muscular.”

Tom grinned.

“Well, that sounds about right for a gym trainer.”

“More than usual,” she said quietly.

Tom chuckled again, shaking his head.

“Well, if a guy like that wants to flirt with you,” he said lightly, “I’m sure you can handle it.”

Ella studied his face once more.

“You really don’t mind?”

Tom smiled warmly.

“Babe… if some huge gym guy wants to flirt with you and you still come home with me…”

He lifted his shoulders in a small shrug.

“That just makes me feel even luckier.”

Ella leaned back against the sofa cushions, her thoughts moving quietly beneath the surface of the conversation.

Tom reached over and squeezed her hand gently.

“Anyway,” he added casually, “I trust you.”

Ella forced a soft smile.

“Yes,” she said.

He did trust her.

And that trust sat between them now, warm and unquestioning, as she slowly began to understand just how easily it might be shaped.

Ella tilted her head slightly, studying him for a moment as if considering something.

“So,” she said lightly, “you’ve seen the clothes I wear at the gym.”

Tom glanced at her with a faint smile. “Hard to miss.”

She shifted slightly on the sofa, crossing one long leg over the other. The movement was unconscious, but it drew his eyes all the same, the easy confidence of her body something he had never quite grown used to. The smooth line of her thighs, the gentle curve of her hips, the quiet strength in the way she carried herself, it all had a way of capturing attention.

Ella watched him notice.

“What if,” she continued casually, “that new trainer I mentioned… Leon… what if he was staring at my ass every time I bent over?”

Tom blinked once, amused.

“Does he?”

Ella lifted one shoulder in a small shrug. “Just hypothetically.”

Tom considered the idea for a moment, his expression thoughtful rather than bothered.

Then he smiled.

“Ella,” he said gently, “you’ve got a great ass.”

She laughed softly.

“I’m serious,” he continued. “If some guy at the gym didn’t notice that when you bent over, I’d assume he was either blind… or more likely staring at my ass instead.”

Ella couldn’t help smiling at that.

Tom simply leaned back again, completely relaxed.

And the ease of his reaction told her something important.

He truly wasn’t threatened by the idea at all.

Then what she said next caught Tom slightly off guard.

Ella watched him over the rim of her glass, the faintest hint of mischief in her expression.

“What if,” she said slowly, “I was checking out Leon’s ass?”

Tom blinked.

For a moment he simply stared at her, trying to decide whether she was serious or teasing him.

Then he laughed.

“You?” he said.

Ella raised an eyebrow.

“What?”

Tom shook his head, still smiling.

“I mean… I suppose that’s fair,” he admitted. “If the guy’s as ridiculously built as you say, it would be hard not to notice.”

Ella tilted her head slightly.

“So, you wouldn’t mind?”

Tom considered that for a second, leaning back into the sofa.

“Well,” he said thoughtfully, “I’d be lying if I said the idea didn’t make me a little curious.”

Ella’s lips curved faintly.

“Curious?”

Tom shrugged.

“I mean, if you’re going to have men at the gym staring at you all day,” he said lightly, “I guess it only seems fair you get to appreciate the scenery too.”

Ella laughed softly, but inside she felt something shift.

The door she had been quietly testing was not closing.

If anything, Tom had just pushed it a little further open himself.

Then Ella added, almost casually,

“Don’t get me wrong,” she said, her tone warm as she looked at him, “you’ve got a great ass.”

Tom raised an eyebrow, amused already.

“Do I now?”

Ella smiled faintly, shifting a little on the sofa as she continued.

“Of course you do. Yours is… cute. You know that. I like giving it a playful smack when I get the chance.”

Tom laughed softly.

“High praise.”

“But Leon’s…” she continued, letting the words hang for a moment as if she were choosing them carefully, “Leon’s is different.”

Tom’s expression grew curious.

“Different how?”

Ella lifted her shoulders in a small shrug, though her eyes stayed on him.

“It’s more… sculpted. You know. Gym muscle. The kind you sort of admire from a distance.”

She took another slow sip of her wine.

A little white lie, she thought quietly to herself.

Tom leaned back into the sofa cushions, considering that image for a moment.

“Well,” he said eventually, “I suppose that’s the difference between a guy who lifts weights all day and a guy who sits at a desk writing code.”

Ella smiled.

“But I like your ass,” she said lightly. “It suits you.”

Tom grinned.

“Good. I’d hate to think I was losing out to some gym guy’s backside.”

Ella laughed softly, though inside she could feel the subtle shift the conversation had taken.

Tom was still relaxed.

Still smiling.

Still completely unaware that the man they were now discussing so casually had already been far closer to her than Tom could possibly imagine.

Then Ella smiled at him, her expression softening.

“You’re so relaxed and trusting,” she said quietly. “I love you, babe.”

Tom’s grin widened at that, the warmth between them easy and familiar.

Ella took another sip of her wine before continuing, a playful glint returning to her eyes.

“You know,” she added, “if I caught you perving at one of the hot secretaries at your work…”

Tom laughed immediately. “There are no hot secretaries at my work.”

“Hypothetically,” she said, lifting a finger.

He held up his hands in surrender. “Alright. Hypothetically.”

Ella leaned a little closer toward him, her tone teasing now.

“Well,” she said, “I’d probably put you over my knee, pull your boxers down, and give that cute ass of yours a proper spanking.”

Tom burst out laughing.

“Wow,” he said, shaking his head. “That escalated quickly.”

“You’d deserve it,” she replied with a mock-serious expression.

Tom chuckled, clearly entertained by the idea.

“Good to know my fate if I ever admire the scenery at the office.”

Ella smiled, leaning back again, her body settling easily into the sofa.

Tom still looked relaxed.

Still amused.

And as the conversation drifted on, Ella quietly filed away another small discovery.

Tom didn’t react to jealousy the way many men did.

In fact, he seemed strangely comfortable with the idea that attraction and loyalty could exist side by side.

Ella leaned back into the sofa, the cushions soft behind her shoulders as the easy warmth of the evening settled again around them. Tom was still smiling, relaxed and untroubled, his arm resting comfortably along the back of the sofa behind her.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Ella studied him quietly over the rim of her glass.

And she could feel it.

A subtle shift.

Not in the room itself, but in the understanding, she was beginning to form about the shape of their relationship. Tom’s reaction to everything she had said had been exactly the same: amused, affectionate, trusting.

Completely unthreatened.

She felt a quiet confirmation settle into place in her thoughts.

Tom adored her.

He always had.

In their world together she was the stronger personality, the confident one, the one who teased and pushed and sometimes playfully dominated the dynamic between them.

She smiled faintly to herself.

In their private games she was the one who joked about putting him over her knee, about giving his “cute ass” the playful spanking he pretended to fear.

Tom laughed about it because it fit the comfortable rhythm of who they were together.

But another thought flickered quietly through her mind.

A very different image.

Leon.

The sheer physical power of him.

The broad strength of his shoulders, the dense muscle in his thighs when he trained, the calm authority in the way he moved through the gym.

The contrast was impossible to ignore.

With Tom, she was the one who held the playful power.

With Leon…

She knew instinctively it would never work that way.

And for reasons she didn’t fully understand yet, the thought sent a small, dangerous thrill through her.

Tom shifted beside her, squeezing her hand gently.

“You’re quiet,” he said.

Ella blinked, returning to the moment.

“Just thinking,” she replied softly.

Tom smiled and leaned back again, completely at ease.

Still trusting.

Still unaware of just how much the balance of her thoughts had already begun to change.


Chapter Eight

The following evening unfolded with the quiet familiarity that had always marked their life together. The small flat carried the lingering warmth of dinner, the soft scent of herbs and roasted vegetables drifting through the air long after the plates had been cleared away. Outside, the city had settled into night, the glow of streetlamps reflecting faintly against the windows while the distant murmur of traffic faded into a steady background hum.

Ella sat curled into the corner of the sofa, one long leg tucked beneath her while the other stretched comfortably along the cushions. Even in the relaxed intimacy of home she carried the same effortless sensual presence that had always followed her. Her body moved with the easy confidence of someone completely at ease within it. The soft fabric of her lounge top followed the gentle shape of her firm breasts and the smooth strength of her toned stomach beneath, while the loose shorts traced the curve of her hips before falling away along the long, athletic lines of her thighs. Years of training had given her body a natural harmony—strong, graceful, unmistakably feminine—and even in stillness she seemed quietly aware of the effect she had.

Tom noticed it without thinking.

He always did.

He sat beside her with the relaxed comfort of someone who had spent years in the same space, leaning back into the sofa with one arm draped casually along the backrest behind her shoulders.

“You know,” he said after a moment, glancing toward her with a small, amused smile, “I’m starting to think your gym is basically a social club for men trying to impress you.”

Ella laughed softly, the sound warm and unguarded.

“That’s a bit dramatic.”

“Is it?” Tom said. “You spend all day surrounded by people who want your attention.”

She lifted her glass and took a slow sip of wine, the corner of her mouth lifting faintly.

“Most of them are just trying not to collapse halfway through their workouts.”

Tom chuckled, shaking his head slightly.

“And this new trainer you mentioned,” he said, his voice light with curiosity. “The ridiculously muscular one.”

Ella glanced at him over the rim of her glass.

“Leon.”

“Right,” Tom said. “Leon.”

There was something playful in the way he said the name now, as if the idea of this mysterious figure amused him more than anything else.

“So,” he continued casually, “all the women at the gym fancy him?”

Ella shrugged slightly, though the faint smile that touched her lips suggested she already knew the answer.

“Well… it’s hard not to notice him.”

Tom laughed.

“That good, huh?”

Ella leaned back into the sofa cushions again, the movement stretching her long frame comfortably along the seat. The soft light of the lamp traced the graceful lines of her body as she settled, her narrow waist curving naturally into the gentle swell of her hips.

“He’s just very… built,” she said.

Tom smirked.

“You say that like it’s a public safety warning.”

She laughed again.

“I’m just saying people notice.”

Tom studied her expression for a moment, clearly entertained by the whole idea.

“And you notice him?” he asked.

Ella met his gaze easily.

“Well,” she said lightly, “it would be strange if I didn’t.”

Tom nodded slowly, as though picturing the scene in his mind.

“I suppose that’s fair,” he said. “If the guy looks like some kind of superhero walking around the gym, people are going to look.”

Ella smiled faintly.

“That’s pretty much the reaction everyone has.”

Tom leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on his knees as he thought about it.

“And the women there really like him?”

She nodded.

“Pretty much.”

Tom let out a quiet laugh.

“Well,” he said, “I can’t blame them.”

There was no tension in his voice, no jealousy, only mild curiosity and amusement.

Ella watched him carefully.

It fascinated her how easily he accepted the idea. Where another man might have bristled or grown defensive, Tom simply seemed entertained by the picture she was painting.

“And you?” he added suddenly, glancing back at her with a teasing smile.

Ella raised an eyebrow.

“What about me?”

Tom grinned.

“Do you fancy him too?”

Ella held his gaze for a moment.

Then she let out a quiet laugh, lifting one shoulder in an easy shrug.

“Well… like I said.”

Her voice remained light, almost playful.

“It’s hard not to notice him.”

Tom laughed again, completely relaxed.

“Fair enough.”

He leaned back into the sofa beside her, the conversation already drifting into something casual and comfortable again.

But as the evening settled quietly around them, something subtle had shifted.

For the first time, Leon was no longer just a passing mention from Ella’s workplace.

Now he existed in Tom’s imagination.

And Tom didn’t even realise it.

Ella let the quiet stretch for a moment before she spoke again, her tone shifting back into the same playful ease that had carried the conversation so far.

“You know what’s actually funny,” she said, turning slightly toward him.

Tom glanced at her with mild curiosity.

“What?”

Ella gave a small, amused shake of her head, as if the whole thing were faintly ridiculous.

“The girls at the gym,” she said. “They’ve all developed this… weird curiosity about him.”

Tom frowned slightly, though there was still a smile lingering at the corners of his mouth.

“What kind of curiosity?”

Ella laughed softly, lowering her voice as if sharing a piece of harmless gossip.

“You know how girls can be,” she said. “Once someone new shows up and looks like that, suddenly everyone starts speculating about… things.”

Tom watched her with growing amusement.

“Speculating about what?”

Ella lifted one shoulder in a small shrug.

“Well… about how big he might be.”

Tom blinked once, clearly not expecting that answer.

Ella laughed immediately, raising a hand as if to wave the idea away.

“I know, I know,” she said quickly. “It sounds ridiculous when you say it out loud.”

Tom let out a short laugh of his own.

“So, the women at your gym are all just… standing around discussing the guy’s anatomy?”

“Not standing around,” Ella said with mock seriousness. “That would be unprofessional.”

Tom chuckled.

“But yes,” she added with a grin, “there’s definitely a certain amount of… curiosity.”

Tom leaned back against the sofa, shaking his head in disbelief.

“I had no idea gym culture was this educational.”

Ella laughed again, clearly enjoying his reaction.

“Oh please,” she said. “You think guys don’t do the exact same thing when a new woman shows up looking amazing?”

Tom held up his hands in surrender.

“Fair point.”

Ella took another sip of her wine before continuing.

“It’s just one of those things women joke about,” she said. “Like some kind of silly mystery everyone pretends not to care about but secretly wonders about anyway.”

Tom smiled faintly, still amused by the whole idea.

“Well,” he said, “I suppose if the guy looks like some kind of superhero walking around the gym, people are bound to wonder about the rest of the package.”

Ella laughed softly.

“Exactly.”

For a moment they both smiled at the absurdity of it.

But beneath the easy humour of the conversation, Ella watched Tom carefully, noting once again how relaxed he remained, how easily he treated the subject as nothing more than harmless curiosity.

To him it was just another amusing story from her day.

And that reaction, more than anything else, told her how far she might be able to take these conversations.

Tom leaned back comfortably against the sofa, the amusement still lingering on his face as the conversation drifted along in that same easy, teasing rhythm.

Then a thought seemed to occur to him.

“So,” he said, glancing sideways at her, “did anybody actually try to check him out in the showers?”

Ella nearly choked on her wine.

She coughed suddenly, covering her mouth as she swallowed, the glass pausing halfway back toward the table.

Tom blinked in surprise.

“Whoa,” he laughed. “That was a strong reaction.”

Ella wiped the corner of her mouth quickly, trying to regain her composure.

“I just swallowed the wrong way,” she said, though her voice came out a little tighter than she intended.

Tom was still grinning.

“Well?” he asked, clearly entertained by the idea now. “Did anyone?”

Ella forced a small laugh, setting her glass down carefully.

“I don’t think people are quite that obvious,” she said.

Tom shrugged.

“You said everyone’s curious.”

“Yes,” Ella replied, trying to keep her tone light. “Curious, not insane.”

Tom chuckled.

“Fair enough.”

Ella leaned back again into the sofa cushions, smoothing her hair casually as if the moment hadn’t rattled her.

But inside, her pulse had quickened.

The memory had appeared instantly in her mind the moment he asked.

Steam.

Tile.

The quiet echo of water falling.

And herself standing just inside the door.

She pushed the thought away quickly.

Tom, completely unaware of the direction her thoughts had taken, stretched comfortably beside her.

“Well,” he said with a grin, “if the guy looks like you describe, I’m surprised the whole gym isn’t suddenly taking a lot more showers.”

Ella laughed softly, though she kept her eyes on her wine glass as she lifted it again.

Tom just shook his head, still amused.

To him it was nothing more than a harmless joke.

But to Ella, the question had come far closer to the truth than he could possibly realise.

Tom leaned back into the sofa cushions, still clearly amused by the whole line of conversation. The idea seemed to entertain him more the longer he thought about it.

“Hasn’t anybody just asked one of the male trainers?” he said after a moment. “You know… if they’ve seen what ‘size’ he is?”

Ella froze for the briefest instant.

Then she laughed, a little louder than she intended.

“Oh my god, Tom,” she said, shaking her head. “You can’t just go around asking people things like that.”

Tom grinned.

“Why not? Sounds like it would solve the mystery pretty quickly.”

Ella picked up her wine again, taking a small sip to steady herself.

“That would be unbelievably awkward,” she said. “Imagine someone just walking up to a colleague and asking, ‘So… have you checked out the new guy in the showers?’”

Tom chuckled at the image.

“Fair point.”

Ella leaned back again, her long legs stretching slightly as she settled into the sofa. The casual movement drew Tom’s eyes once more, the smooth strength of her body impossible for him to ignore even in the quiet comfort of the evening. Her posture carried the same easy confidence it always did; the graceful line of her thighs, the gentle curve of her hips, and the subtle rise of her chest beneath the soft fabric of her top reminding him again how effortlessly beautiful she was.

Ella felt the warmth of his gaze and allowed herself a faint smile, though inside her thoughts had begun drifting somewhere else entirely.

Despite the relaxed humour of their conversation, the subject they had been circling kept pulling her mind back to the same place.

Leon.

The memory rose unbidden, sharp and vivid in a way she couldn’t quite control. She could almost see the steam-filled showers again, the quiet echo of water against tile, the moment she had first realised just how imposing he was.

A sudden warmth spread low through her body at the thought, a slow heat pooling deep in her core before she could stop it.

She shifted slightly on the sofa, taking another sip of wine as if the simple motion might steady her thoughts.

Across from her, Tom remained completely relaxed, still smiling faintly at the conversation they had been having.

He had no idea how close his questions had come to the truth.

And Ella, watching him now, realised just how strange that felt.

“Well,” Tom added with a shrug, “I’m just saying… if everyone’s that curious, somebody must have wondered.”

Ella smiled faintly, though her mind had already flickered back to the moment in the gym that afternoon, the memory sharp and vivid.

Steam.

Tile.

The unmistakable outline of Leon beneath the falling water.

She pushed the thought away quickly.

“People joke about it,” she said lightly. “That’s as far as it goes.”

Tom nodded, still smiling to himself.

“Probably for the best.”

Ella lifted her glass again, hiding the small flicker of tension behind the motion.

To Tom it was still just a harmless conversation.

But every question he asked seemed to drift a little closer to something he didn’t yet realise he was circling.

The next question from Tom caught Ella slightly off guard again.

“Does that matter with girls?” he asked, his tone thoughtful rather than provocative. “You know… a man’s size. Do you think it makes a difference?”

Ella blinked once, the question hanging in the air between them longer than either of them expected.

She let out a small laugh, partly to buy herself a moment.

“That’s a very dangerous question,” she said lightly.

Tom grinned.

“I’m asking academically.”

“Of course you are.”

Ella shifted slightly on the sofa, drawing one knee up as she settled more comfortably against the cushions. The movement was easy and natural, but it once again drew Tom’s attention to the graceful strength of her body. Even relaxed, she carried that same effortless sensuality; the smooth lines of her long legs, the gentle curve of her waist, the soft rise of her chest beneath her top.

Ella noticed his glance and smiled faintly before answering.

“I think… it depends,” she said after a moment.

“On what?”

“On the person,” she replied. “On the connection. On a lot of things.”

Tom nodded slowly, listening.

“But?” he said, sensing there was more.

Ella tilted her head slightly, choosing her words carefully.

“Well… curiosity is definitely real,” she admitted with a small shrug. “Girls talk about it sometimes, usually in a joking way.”

Tom looked amused again.

“So, you do talk about it.”

“Occasionally,” she said with a laugh, “With the other girls.”

Tom leaned back again, clearly fascinated now.

“And what’s the verdict?” he asked.

Ella smiled softly into her glass before taking another sip.

“The verdict,” she said lightly, “is that confidence probably matters more than anything else.”

Tom seemed satisfied with that answer, though the thoughtful look on his face suggested the topic had genuinely caught his interest.

Across from him, Ella watched him quietly.

It was interesting how easily the conversation had wandered into territory most couples never touched.

And the more they talked about it, the more she realised something important.

Tom wasn’t uncomfortable.

If anything, he seemed curious.


Chapter Nine

The conversation lingered between them like a slow-burning spark.

Tom still leaned back comfortably on the sofa, though there was a thoughtful look in his eyes now. The topic had drifted somewhere unexpected, yet he didn’t seem uncomfortable with it. If anything, he appeared curious, almost fascinated by the direction Ella had taken.

Ella watched him carefully.

He was relaxed.

Too relaxed.

And the longer she studied his expression, the more she felt something shifting inside her again, that same subtle instinct she had noticed earlier. Tom trusted her completely. That trust gave her a kind of quiet authority in their relationship; one she had never really questioned before.

She leaned back deeper into the sofa, stretching her legs slightly along the cushions. The movement caused the fabric of her shorts to ride up along her thighs, revealing the smooth strength of her long legs. Tom noticed immediately, his eyes following the familiar lines of her body with the same open admiration he had always shown.

Ella caught the look and smiled faintly.

“Maybe you’re the curious one,” she said lightly.

Tom laughed.

“About what?”

Ella tilted her head, studying him with a playful glint in her eyes.

“Well,” she said, “you keep asking about Leon.”

Tom shrugged.

“You brought him up.”

“True.”

She swirled the wine in her glass slowly, letting the moment stretch before she continued.

“Maybe I should invite him over sometime.”

Tom blinked.

The idea seemed to surprise him.

“Invite him over?”

Ella nodded casually, as if the thought had just occurred to her.

“Sure,” she said. “Why not? You’re curious about him, the girls at the gym are curious about him… maybe we could settle the mystery.”

Tom stared at her for a second, trying to decide if she was serious or teasing him.

Ella laughed softly.

“I’m joking,” she said.

Tom let out a breath of amusement.

“Good,” he said, shaking his head.

But she wasn’t finished.

Ella leaned slightly toward him again, her tone still playful but her eyes watching him very closely.

“Unless,” she added lightly, “you actually are curious.”

Tom smiled uncertainly.

“About what?”

Ella lifted one shoulder in a small shrug.

“About the same thing everyone else is curious about.”

Tom laughed again, though there was now a hint of nervous amusement in it.

“You’re unbelievable.”

Ella grinned.

“Relax,” she said, nudging his knee with hers. “I’m just teasing you.”

Tom shook his head, still smiling.

But as the conversation drifted onward, something had undeniably shifted between them.

For the first time, the idea of Leon was no longer just an amusing story from the gym.

Now he was a presence inside their living room.

And Ella could see that Tom had started imagining him.

Ella lifted her glass, taking a slow sip before setting it down again.

“Well,” she said, her tone drifting into teasing mischief, “if you really wanted to satisfy that curiosity…”

Tom raised an eyebrow.

“Oh?”

She shrugged lightly.

“I suppose we could invite him over sometime.”

Tom blinked, unsure whether she was serious.

Ella continued before he could respond, her voice playful but her eyes watching him very closely.

And if you really wanted to know what all the fuss is about,” she added, her eyes glinting with mischief, “you could just sit there and find out for yourself what the difference actually is.”

Tom stared at her for a moment, unsure whether she was joking or pushing him deliberately.

Ella tilted her head slightly, the faint smile still playing on her lips.

“I mean,” she went on lightly, “maybe if I stood up and shook my round ass in front of him, the way you like to watch me sometimes… we’d get our answer pretty quickly.”

Tom blinked, caught between laughter and disbelief.

“You are unbelievable,” he said.

Ella laughed softly and leaned back again into the sofa cushions, her long legs stretching out along the seat as if the whole suggestion had been nothing more than a mischievous thought.

But she was watching him closely.

And what interested her most was that Tom didn’t look angry.

If anything, he looked intrigued.

Tom stared at her for a moment.

Then he laughed, though it came out half in disbelief.

“You are impossible.”

Ella laughed softly as well, leaning back again as if the whole suggestion were nothing more than a mischievous joke.

But she didn’t miss the fact that Tom didn’t dismiss the idea immediately.

And that alone told her something important.

Ella watched him for another moment, the faint smile still resting on her lips as she gauged his reaction. Tom had leaned back again, though the amusement in his expression had softened into something more thoughtful now. The conversation had drifted further than either of them might normally take it, yet he hadn’t pulled away from it.

Ella shifted slightly on the sofa, drawing one knee up beneath her as she turned a little more toward him. The movement carried the same effortless grace her body always seemed to possess, the smooth strength of her legs and the quiet confidence of her posture catching his eye again.

She noticed.

She always noticed.

Her smile widened just a little.

Then she said, lightly, almost as if the thought had only just occurred to her,

“Maybe…”

Tom looked at her.

Ella held his gaze, her voice still warm with teasing.

“Maybe you’d want to see me with him. Then you would know for yourself the difference.”

For a moment Tom simply stared at her.

Not angry.

Not shocked.

Just… processing the idea.

Ella’s smile remained gentle, almost playful, as though she had simply tossed the thought into the air to see where it might land.

The room fell quiet again for a second.

And in that quiet, Ella watched very carefully to see what Tom would do next.


Chapter Ten

Tom’s mouth opened, then closed. The silence stretched, a thin, humming wire between them on the sofa. Ella watched his face, the flicker of thoughts behind his hazel eyes. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t shutting her down. He was… thinking.

He’s thinking about it.

The realization hit her like a jolt of electricity, a sudden, hot rush that tightened her nipples and sent a pulse straight to her core. She shifted slightly on the cushion, feeling the dampness of her arousal against her leggings. This wasn’t the hollow, desperate need from before. This was a sharp, focused thrill. She had done this. With words.

She saw the moment his gaze flickered down, just for a second, to her chest. She was wearing a simple, tight-fitting black tank top, no bra. Her 34C breasts were full and prominent, the fabric stretching over the firm mounds, the peaks of her nipples clearly defined against the soft cotton. She’d dressed for comfort after the gym, but now she saw it as a tool. She watched his eyes trace the line of her collarbone, the swell of her cleavage.

And then her own gaze dropped. To his lap.

The soft, worn denim of his jeans was tented, unmistakably. A slender, but distinct, ridge pressed against the fabric. He’s hard.

A slow, mischievous smile spread across her face. All the earlier tension, the guilt, the emptiness, evaporated in the face of this new, delicious discovery. This was power of a different kind. Not the brute force of Leon’s possession, but a subtle, psychological domination that was entirely hers.

“Tom?” she said, her voice soft, teasing.

He blinked, dragging his eyes back to her face. A faint blush tinged his cheeks. “Hmm?”

She nodded slowly, deliberately, toward his lap. “Someone’s enjoying the conversation.”

Tom’s eyes went wide, then he laughed, a short, nervous sound. He shifted, trying to adjust himself subtly. “Shut up,” he said, but there was no heat in it. Only a kind of bewildered amusement.

“I’m serious,” Ella purred, uncurling her legs from beneath her. She planted her feet on the floor and stood up, moving with a lazy, feline grace. She positioned herself in the open space in front of the sofa, directly in his line of sight. “You’re getting turned on. Talking about the gym. About… Leon.”

She let the name hang in the air, watching his reaction. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. His hands, which had been resting on his thighs, clenched slightly. But the tent in his jeans didn’t subside. It seemed to grow more pronounced.

“It’s just… it’s a crazy idea,” Tom said, his voice a little rough. “It’s wild. That’s all.”

“Is it?” Ella took a slow step to the side, swaying her hips just enough to make the curve of her ass, hugged by her black leggings, catch the light. “Or is it… interesting?”

She saw his gaze follow the movement, saw his pupils darken. The air in the room changed, thickening with a playful, charged curiosity. She reached down, her fingers catching the hem of her tank top. She lifted it slowly, exposing the toned, flat plane of her stomach, the gentle indentations of her hip bones. She pulled it over her head and let it drop to the floor, standing before him in just her leggings and a simple, unpadded black sports bra.

Her breasts, freed from the tank, settled heavily against the bra’s fabric, the deep cleavage and the hard points of her nipples clearly visible. Tom’s breath hitched audibly. This was their dance, but the music had a new, dangerous rhythm.

“You liked me describing him, didn’t you?” Ella continued, her voice a low, hypnotic murmur. She reached behind her back, her fingers finding the clasp of her bra. A flick, and the tension released. She let the straps slide down her arms, catching the garment before it fell, holding it in front of her chest for a tantalizing moment. “A big, muscular guy. So different from the IT consultants you work with.”

She dropped the bra.

Her breasts bounced free, full and heavy, the pale, pink areolas tight and pebbled in the cool air. Tom’s lips parted. His hand twitched in his lap, as if he wanted to reach for himself.

“And you wondered,” she whispered, taking a step closer, now just a few feet from him. Her hands went to the waistband of her leggings. “You wondered, when I told you what the girls at the gym say… you wondered if it was true. About his… size.”

She hooked her thumbs into the elastic and began to push the tight fabric down, over the swell of her hips. She moved slowly, letting the movement be a performance. The soft, blonde curls at the apex of her thighs came into view, then the smooth, toned skin of her upper thighs. She stepped out of the leggings and her thin thong in one fluid motion, kicking them aside.

Now she was completely naked before him. Her body, a testament to her discipline, the firm, high breasts, the slim waist, the heart-shaped ass, the long, powerful legs, was on full display. But it wasn’t just her body now. It was a proposition.

Tom’s eyes devoured her. The awe was there, the worship she knew so well. But beneath it, she saw a new, hungry curiosity. He was seeing her not just as his Ella, but as a woman who existed in a world of other men. A woman other man desired. A woman who might…

“Maybe,” Tom said, his voice strained. He cleared his throat. “Maybe it’s… I don’t know. It’s hot that you’re so hot that other guys want you. Is that messed up?”

Ella’s heart hammered against her ribs. No. It’s perfect. “It’s honest,” she said, her smile widening. She took the final step, closing the distance between them. She stood over him, looking down at where his erection strained against his jeans. “Show me how honest.”

She knelt down, her knees sinking into the plush rug between his legs. She looked up at him, her blue eyes holding his. With deliberate slowness, she reached for the button of his jeans. Her fingers popped it open. The zipper hissed down.

She could see the shape of him clearly now, trapped behind the thin cotton of his boxer briefs. A slender, but proud, 5.5 inches of arousal. She palmed him through the fabric, feeling him jump at her touch. A soft groan escaped his lips.

“You’re imagining it, aren’t you?” she whispered, her hand stroking him gently. “You’re imagining me with him. A big, black, muscular guy. You’re wondering what I’d look like… taking him.”

Tom’s head fell back against the sofa cushion, his eyes squeezing shut. “Ella… fuck.”

“Tell me,” She urged, her voice a seductive command. She tugged his jeans and boxers down over his hips, freeing his cock. It sprang up, hard and eager, a familiar sight that now felt like a key to a new door. She took him in her hand, her fingers wrapping around his warm, velvety length. She gave him a slow, firm stroke, her thumb swirling over the moist head. “Tell me what you see in your head.”

He opened his eyes, his gaze burning into hers. His face was flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and intense arousal. “I see… you. In the gym. Maybe in the changing room. And he’s… he’s there. And he’s looking at you like… like I look at you. But different. Hungrier.”

Ella’s own breath caught. The image was vivid, immediate. She leaned forward, her lips brushing the tip of his cock. “And then what?”

“And then… I don’t know,” Tom gasped as she took just the head into her mouth, her tongue laving the sensitive slit. “He’d touch you. He’d want to… to feel if you’re as perfect as you look.”

She sucked gently, then released him with a soft pop. “And you’d watch?”

Tom’s chest was heaving. He looked utterly wrecked, consumed by the fantasy she was weaving. “Yes,” he breathed, the word a surrender. “I think… I’d want to watch.”

The admission hung between them, a seismic shift in the quiet of their living room. Ella felt a surge of dizzying power. This wasn’t about Leon anymore. Not really. It was about this, about unlocking a part of Tom she never knew existed, about controlling the narrative of her own desire and his.

She rose to her feet, her body a pale, beautiful silhouette against the lamplight. Without breaking eye contact, she climbed onto the sofa, straddling his lap. His hands immediately flew to her waist, his touch reverent and desperate. The head of his cock nudged against her wet, swollen folds.

She was dripping, her arousal slick and hot. The conversation, the teasing, the raw honesty, had ignited a fire in her that felt purer than the guilty hunger for Leon. This was a shared flame.

Ella paused, her breath hitching as she reached toward the side table. Her fingers brushed the small packet she’d placed there earlier, anticipation coiling tight in her belly. She picked up the condom, her movements deliberate, her eyes never leaving Tom’s face. His gaze flickered to her hand, then back up to her, his throat bobbing as he swallowed.

“Just… in case,” she whispered, her voice low and soft, the words brushing against his lips like a promise. She tore the wrapper open with a slow, deliberate precision, her hands steady despite the electric tension in the air. The scent of latex mingled with the heady musk of their arousal, adding another layer to the charged atmosphere.

She grasped his cock gently, her fingers warm and sure as she rolled the condom down his length. The smooth, cool texture of the latex contrasted with the heat of his skin, a teasing reminder of what was to come. Tom groaned softly, his hips jerking involuntarily as her thumb brushed over the sensitive tip. She smirked, her eyes dark with mischief and desire.

“Patience,” she murmured, her voice a sultry tease. She finished smoothing the condom down his shaft, her fingertips lingering just long enough to make him shiver. “We’re not done yet.”

Her hand trailed up his chest, over the rapid beat of his heart, until she cupped his face, pulling him closer. Their lips met in a hungry, desperate kiss, their breaths mingling as the last vestiges of hesitation melted away. She shifted, her hips aligning with his, the tip of his cock pressing against her slick, throbbing entrance.

She sank down, taking him inside her in one slow, deep motion, her body stretching to accommodate him, her breath hitching as she felt him fill her completely. Her hips moved gently, savouring the sensation, her hands resting on his shoulders for balance.

“Imagine,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need, “how Leon would feel. Big. Thick. Bare.” Her hips rolled, a slow, deliberate grind that drew a deep moan from Tom’s lips. “You’d watch, wouldn’t you? Watch me take him… raw. No condom. Just his skin against mine. His cock stretching me open.”

Tom’s hands tightened on her hips, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “Ella… fuck.”

She sank down, taking him fully inside her in one slow, deep, engulfing motion, her body trembling with pleasure as she rode him, her words painting a vivid picture in his mind.

“Later,” she murmured, her lips brushing his, “you’ll watch. You’ll see. But right now… just feel.”

Her hips moved in a steady, deliberate rhythm, her body enveloping him completely, their breaths mingling as the fantasy lingered between them, electric and undeniable.

“Now,” she breathed against his mouth, her voice trembling with need. “Feel me.”

“You can watch later,” she murmured, leaning close so her breasts brushed against his chest, her lips hovering over his. “Right now, you feel.”


Chapter Eleven

She felt him, all of him, snug and familiar inside her. The latex barrier was a faint, clinical reality against the heat of their joining. Ella braced her hands on Tom’s shoulders, her body a perfect, poised arc above him. She began to move, a slow, deliberate rise and fall, her powerful thighs controlling every inch of the slide.

But her words were the true instrument.

“You’d be right there,” she whispered, her voice a low, hypnotic thrum. She lifted herself almost completely off him, hovering just at his tip, letting him feel the cool air on his damp crown. “In a chair. Close enough to see everything.” She sank down, a slow, inexorable descent that made his eyes roll back. “You’d see his hands on my hips. Big, dark hands. Against my skin.”

She rocked forward, grinding her clit against the base of his shaft, drawing a ragged groan from him. Her own core clenched at the image, the memory of Leon’s grip so vivid it felt like a ghost touch.

“He wouldn’t be gentle,” she breathed, her pace quickening slightly, a steady, rhythmic bounce that made her full breasts sway hypnotically. Tom’s hands flew to them, his palms cupping the heavy weight, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. “He’d just… take. Because he could. Because I’d let him.” She leaned forward, her lips brushing his ear. “Because you’d be letting him.”

Tom’s hips jerked upward, driving himself deeper. “Ella…”

“Shhh,” she soothed, sitting up straight again, resuming her slow, torturous ride. “Just watch, in your head. Watch him stand behind me. Watch his cock, Tom. It’s so thick. So long. And black. A deep, beautiful black against my skin.” She emphasized each word with a deliberate clench of her inner muscles around his slender length, feeling him twitch in response. “He’d rub the head against me. Back and forth. Getting it slick with how wet I am for him. For you to see.”

She slowed again, almost to a stop, just a subtle, circular grind of her hips. She was edging them both, using the fantasy as the ultimate tease. Her own arousal was a slick, hot flood, the condom doing nothing to mute the intense friction of her walls gripping him.

“And then he’d push,” she murmured, her eyes locked on his, seeing the desperate fascination in his gaze. “Just the head at first. You’d see my body try to take it. You’d see me gasp. See my back arch.” She demonstrated, arching her own back now, pushing her chest out, her breasts becoming even more prominent. Tom’s hands squeezed them, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. “You’d see how much he stretches me, Tom. How my pretty little pussy has to open up for him. Wider than it ever does for you.”

The words were a direct, delicious cruelty. Tom moaned, a sound of pure, tortured arousal. His cock throbbed inside her.

“He’d go slow,” she continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper as she began to ride him in earnest, her hips pistoning faster. The slap of their flesh filled the room. “An inch. Then another. You’d watch it disappear into me. You’d see the strain on my face. The pleasure. You’d see my lips stretched tight around his girth.” She was panting now, her breath coming in short gasps, the physical act and the vivid narration merging into one overwhelming sensation. “And you’d be hard, Tom. So hard. Watching your girlfriend take a man like that. Taking his raw, bare cock. No rubber. Just his skin, hot and slick, inside me.”

“Fuck, Ella, I’m close,” he choked out, his hands scrambling to grip her hips, his knuckles white.

“Not yet,” she commanded, slowing her movements to a maddening, shallow grind. She clenched around him, a powerful, rhythmic squeeze that mimicked the pulsing of an orgasm. “You have to see him finish. You have to see him bury himself to the balls. Hear the sound his skin makes against my ass. See his stomach tighten as he starts to fuck me properly. Deep. Hard.”

She punctuated each word with a sharp, downward slam of her hips, taking him deep. Tom cried out, his body tensing beneath her.

“He’d own me, Tom. In front of you. You’d see him own me. And you’d love it.” Her voice broke, her own control slipping as the fantasy and the physical reality merged into a white-hot point of need. “You’d come just from watching, wouldn’t you? Just from seeing how full he makes me. How complete.”

That did it. The final, psychological push.

She felt the exact moment he shattered. His entire body went rigid. His eyes flew open, wide and unseeing, locked on hers. A raw, guttural shout was torn from his throat, a sound of utter abandon. Inside her, his cock jerked violently, pulsing again and again against the confines of the condom. The intensity of his climax was palpable, a seismic release that shook his frame.

The sight of it, the feel of it, the ultimate proof of his arousal at her fantasy, triggered her own release like a lightning strike.

Her internal muscles, already fluttering from the edging and the vivid imagery, convulsed in a series of brutal, exquisite spasms. Her pussy clamped down on his still-throbbing length, milking him with a fierce, possessive rhythm that drew his orgasm out. Her head fell back, a silent scream on her lips as pleasure, sharp and bright and utterly consuming, detonated at her core and radiated out to her fingertips and toes. It was deeper than any she’d had with him in weeks, powered by the dark, shared secret they were now weaving together.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged, syncopated breathing. Ella slumped forward, her sweaty forehead resting against his, her body still lightly trembling with aftershocks. She could feel his heart hammering against her chest.

Slowly, carefully, she lifted herself off him, his softened cock slipping out. She disposed of the condom, her movements automatic, her mind buzzing.

She lay down beside him on the sofa, their skin sticking together. Tom’s arm curled around her, pulling her close. He was spent, dazed, a look of profound awe and confusion on his handsome face.

“That was…” he began, his voice hoarse.

“Intense,” Ella finished for him, tracing a finger over his lips. She felt powerful. Sated. And dangerously curious. The door was not just open now; it had been blown off its hinges.

Tom’s eyes drifted shut, a post-coital exhaustion claiming him. Within minutes, his breathing evened out into sleep.

Ella lay awake, her body humming, her mind replaying the fantasy she’d spun. But now, the images had a new, concrete weight. He’d want to watch. The thought wasn’t frightening. It was exhilarating. It was an invitation.

She pictured it for real. Tom in a chair. Leon behind her. The first, thick, unprotected inch.

Her stomach fluttered, a fresh, hot pulse of arousal gathering between her legs. One encounter with Leon hadn’t been enough. And now, it seemed, one fantasy with Tom wouldn’t be either.


Epilogue

Later that night the flat was quiet again.

The living room lights had long been turned off, and the last warmth of the evening had faded into the cool stillness that comes after midnight. The only sound was the faint hum of the city outside and the soft rustle of sheets as they settled into bed.

Tom lay on his back, one arm draped loosely across Ella’s waist.

His breathing had slowed, though he wasn’t quite asleep yet. The exhaustion of the evening hung in his limbs, the heavy, contented feeling that always followed the most intense moments between them.

Ella lay beside him, staring at the ceiling.

The sheets rested lightly against her body, her skin still warm, her mind still restless.

She shifted slightly, turning her head toward him.

“Tom,” she murmured softly.

He made a small sound, half awake.

“Hmm?”

Ella hesitated for a moment, watching the relaxed shape of his face in the dim light.

Then she asked quietly,

“So… you want to watch?”

Tom blinked slowly, his brow creasing with sleepy confusion.

“Watch what?”

Ella’s lips curved faintly.

“You know,” she said softly. “Earlier.”

Tom let out a small breath, somewhere between a laugh and a sigh.

“Ella…”

He turned his head toward her, though his eyes were already drifting shut again.

“That was just… fantasy talk.”

She didn’t answer.

Tom shifted on the pillow, his voice thick with tiredness now.

“There’s no way I’d actually want to see you with another guy,” he said quietly. “It was just… the moment. You know.”

His arm tightened briefly around her waist.

“Just fantasy.”

Within seconds his breathing began to deepen again.

Sleep claimed him quickly.

Ella lay still beside him.

Her eyes remained open.

She could still feel the echo of the evening humming through her body, the memory of how intensely he had reacted, the way his voice had changed when the fantasy had taken hold of him.

Tom said it was just imagination.

Just something said in the heat of the moment.

But Ella had been watching him very carefully.

She had seen the way his body responded.

The way the idea had taken hold of him.

She had felt his climax; the intensity.

And lying there in the quiet darkness of their bedroom, she found herself smiling faintly.

Because deep down, she thought she knew the truth.

They were only one small step away.

Just one moment of curiosity… one invitation… one night where the fantasy didn’t stop at words.

Somewhere in the city, Leon was probably finishing his own evening, unaware of the quiet shift that had begun in someone else’s bed.

Ella closed her eyes slowly.

The thought of it sent a warm shiver through her.

One step.

That was all it would take.

And she had the feeling that sooner or later, they were both going to take it.




Book Three Teaser

It was supposed to stay a fantasy.

Something whispered in the dark between lovers.
Something said in the heat of the moment and forgotten the next morning.

But Ella knows better now.

Because fantasies have a dangerous way of becoming invitations.

Tom still tells himself it was only talk.
Only teasing.
Only the kind of wild idea couples sometimes play with when desire runs too hot.

But the image hasn’t left his mind.

Ella…
and the man from the gym.

Tall.
Powerful.
Watching her the way other men do.

Leon hasn’t asked for anything.

He doesn’t need to.

He already knows the effect he has on her.
He knows the way she looks at him when she thinks no one notices.
And more importantly…

He knows she’ll come back.

Now the line between curiosity and reality is beginning to blur.

Ella feels it every time she sees Leon across the gym floor.
Every time Tom’s eyes linger on her body just a little longer than before.
Every time the fantasy they shared creeps back into their conversations.

Because something has changed between them.

Desire has become a question.

A question neither of them can stop asking.

What would really happen…
if the fantasy became real?

Book Three pushes the boundaries further than ever before.

Curiosity becomes temptation.
Temptation becomes invitation.
And once the door is opened…

There may be no way to close it again.

Because some fantasies aren’t meant to stay in the dark.

Some are meant to be watched.
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