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Prologue

Ella’s arms lifted, the hem of her vest rising, revealing the smooth, toned plane of her stomach inch by tantalizing inch. Tom’s breath caught in his throat, his eyes fixed on the strip of pale skin. The fabric passed over the firm swell of her 34C breasts, and for a moment they were hidden, then freed, bouncing slightly as she pulled the vest over her head and tossed it aside.

She stood before him, topless, her nipples already hard and pebbled in the cool air of the living room. A slow, confident smile played on her lips as she watched his face, watched the awe and raw hunger dawn in his eyes. She didn’t speak. She let her body do the talking.

Her hands went to the waistband of her gym shorts. With a deliberate slowness, she hooked her thumbs into the elastic and began to push them down, over the gentle curve of her hips. The soft, blonde curls at the apex of her thighs came into view, then the tiny black triangle of her thong. She pushed everything down in one fluid motion, stepping out of the shorts and the scrap of fabric with a dancer’s grace.

Naked, she was a vision. The morning light from the window traced the perfect lines of her physique, the high, firm breasts, the narrow, flat stomach, the feminine swell of her hips leading to the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass. Her long, shapely legs seemed to go on forever, muscles defined but soft, utterly feminine.

She looked over her shoulder at him, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief and promise. That smile widened, and then she turned and walked, unhurried, toward the bedroom. The sway of her hips was hypnotic, each step a deliberate celebration of her form. Tom watched, utterly captivated, as the perfect globes of her backside moved, clenching softly with each step. He was hard, painfully so, trapped in his jeans. He couldn’t do anything but follow that incredible ass.

In the bedroom, she was already climbing onto the bed, settling on her knees in the centre. She watched him enter, her gaze dropping to the obvious bulge in his pants. “Come here,” she said, her voice a low, warm command.

Tom fumbled with his belt, his fingers clumsy with need. He shoved his jeans and boxers down, his dick springing free, standing at attention, a solid, respectable 5.5 inches of eager flesh. Ella’s eyes darkened with approval as she looked at it. It was familiar. It was his. And right now, it was everything she wanted.

She reached for him as he neared the bed, her hand wrapping around his length. Her touch was warm, sure. She gave him a slow, firm stroke, her thumb brushing over the slick head. A soft groan escaped him. “I love how much you want me,” she whispered, leaning forward to brush her lips against his.

“Always,” he breathed, his hands coming up to cup her face, then sliding down to her shoulders, her back, mapping the familiar territory of her body with a reverence that made her heart swell.

She guided him onto the bed, pushing him onto his back. She straddled his hips, her weight resting on his thighs, her wet, hot core hovering just above his erection. She reached for the condom on the nightstand, tearing the wrapper with her teeth. She sheathed him with practiced ease, her fingers lingering, stroking him through the latex.

“My turn,” she murmured, and she lowered herself onto him.

It was a slow, controlled descent. Tom watched, mesmerized, as her body opened, taking him in. He felt the incredible, slick heat of her envelop the head, then slowly, inch by exquisite inch, swallow his length. Her head fell back, a soft sigh escaping her lips as she settled fully onto him, her ass meeting his thighs. She was so deep, so tight. The condom was a mere technicality; the feeling of her gripping him was all-consuming.

For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, letting them both feel the full, perfect connection. Then she began to move.

Her hips rose and fell in a slow, rhythmic undulation. Her hands braced on his chest, her fingers splayed over his pectorals. Her breasts swayed with the motion, a hypnotic pendulum that held his gaze. He reached for them, his hands lifting to cup their full weight, his thumbs circling her nipples. She moaned, her pace increasing slightly.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Touch me. Worship me.”

He did. His hands were everywhere, sliding down to grip her narrow waist, feeling the muscles in her stomach flex as she rode him. He gripped the lush curves of her ass, his fingers digging into the firm, heart-shaped flesh, guiding her rhythm. She was in control, but she was letting him participate, letting him adore her.

The pace built steadily. The room filled with the sound of their skin meeting, her soft sighs, his ragged breaths. Ella’s movements became more urgent, her hips pistoning, driving him deeper with every downward stroke. Her inner muscles began to flutter around him, a rhythmic clenching that made his toes curl.

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

Tom dragged his eyes from her bouncing breasts to her face. Her expression was one of intense, focused pleasure. Her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed. She was beautiful, powerful, a goddess of sensuality using his body for her pleasure. The thought sent a new, dizzying wave of arousal through him.

“I’m close,” he gasped, his hips bucking up to meet her thrusts.

“Not yet,” she said, slowing her movements to a deep, circular grind. She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his chest, her lips at his ear. “Come with me. Wait for me.”

She resumed riding him, her pace becoming frantic, desperate. Her breath hitched. Her walls clenched around him like a vise. “Tom… now!”

Her orgasm hit, a silent, powerful convulsion that rippled through her entire body. Her back arched, her mouth opened in a soundless cry, her inner muscles milking his length in rapid, pulsing waves. The sight and feel of her coming undone above him was the final trigger.

With a choked shout, Tom followed her over the edge. His release was blinding, a hot, surging rush that seemed to pour out of him endlessly, his hips jerking upward as he emptied himself into the condom deep inside her.

Ella collapsed forward, her sweaty body melting against his. Their hearts hammered in unison, a frantic drumbeat against each other’s chests. For long minutes, there was only the sound of their slowing breaths, the smell of sex and sweat in the air.

Eventually, she shifted, lifting herself off him. She disposed of the condom and then curled into his side, her head on his shoulder, one leg thrown over his. Her body was sated, loose and warm. Tom wrapped his arm around her, pulling her close, pressing a kiss to her damp forehead.

“I love you,” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep.

“I love you too,” she whispered back, tracing idle patterns on his chest.

Within minutes, his breathing evened out into the deep, steady rhythm of sleep. Ella lay awake, nestled against him, her body humming with satisfaction. The memory of the fantasy from the night before was a faint, distant echo, comfortably buried beneath the very real, very good pleasure they had just shared.

She smiled, content, and let her own eyes drift closed.


Chapter One

The following morning, the gym had returned to its usual rhythm.

The bright, polished space hummed with the familiar sounds of the start of a working week; the soft thud of weights being racked, the whir of treadmills, the occasional burst of laughter from the free weights area where the regulars gathered. Sunlight spilled through the tall front windows of the smart private gym, catching the chrome of machines and the dark rubber flooring.

Ella moved through it with the ease of someone completely at home.

Her body seemed built for this environment. Years of training had given her an athletic confidence that showed in every movement. Her stomach was flat and toned beneath her fitted training top, her narrow waist flowing into the gentle curve of her hips and the unmistakable round shape of her heart-shaped backside. Her long, strong legs carried her lightly across the floor as she moved between clients, adjusting posture here, offering encouragement there.

People noticed her without even realising they were doing it.

It wasn’t just her beauty, though that was impossible to ignore. It was the relaxed way she carried herself, the natural energy she brought to the room.

Her morning passed quickly with her usual clients.

There was Martin, who complained every session but never missed one. Sandra, who apologised constantly while still managing to push herself harder than most of the men in the gym. And Greg, who insisted on telling the same three stories about his marathon days in the eighties while Ella tried to convince him to stretch properly.

By lunchtime she was ready for a break.

Three doors down from the gym sat the little café most of the trainers used during the day. It was small but stylish, the sort of place that catered perfectly to the gym crowd; protein bowls, strong coffee, and enough salads to make anyone feel virtuous.

Ella sat at the table by the window with Jess Carter and another of the female trainers.

The third trainer was Simone.

Simone was in her mid-twenties, tall and striking, with smooth dark skin and the athletic build of someone who clearly spent as much time training herself as she did her clients. Her shoulders were strong and defined, her arms carrying a little more muscle than most women, but her face was effortlessly beautiful; bright eyes, full lips, and a confident smile that made people warm to her quickly.

The three women sat with coffees and bowls of food between them, the midday crowd drifting past outside the window.

The conversation started the way it usually did.

Clients.

“Honestly,” Jess said, shaking her head, “if Mark complains about lunges one more time I might just start charging him extra every time he says the word ‘hard’.”

Simone laughed.

“Please do. I’ve got two clients who think turning up is the same as actually training.”

Ella smiled as she stirred her coffee.

“You’re both too soft,” she said. “Make them work.”

Jess pointed her spoon at her.

“You say that like your clients don’t adore you.”

“That’s because I make them work,” Ella replied.

Simone grinned.

“Yeah, but they also stare at you while they’re doing it.”

Ella rolled her eyes lightly but said nothing.

The conversation drifted on for another few minutes as they swapped stories about lazy clients and the rare ones who actually pushed themselves. It was the usual lunchtime gossip, the comfortable routine of colleagues blowing off steam between sessions.

But eventually, as it had almost every day since the previous week, the conversation circled back to the same subject.

Leon.

Jess leaned forward slightly, lowering her voice even though the café was full of people.

“So,” she said, “has he hit on anyone yet?”

Simone laughed.

“You say that like the man needs to.”

Jess shrugged.

“I’m just saying, if someone looking like that walked into my gym…”

Ella kept her eyes on her coffee.

Jess continued, clearly enjoying the topic.

“I mean seriously. The guy is ridiculous.”

Simone nodded in agreement.

“Six-two at least,” she said. “And those shoulders…”

Jess made a small appreciative noise.

“And the arms.”

Simone smirked.

“Don’t forget the back.”

Ella remained quiet, though she felt the familiar warmth creep slowly through her chest.

Jess noticed.

“You’re very quiet today,” she said.

Ella looked up.

“What?”

Jess raised an eyebrow.

“You work with him the most.”

Simone leaned back in her chair, watching Ella with interest.

“Yeah,” she added. “You’ve trained next to him a few times now.”

Jess grinned.

“So?”

Ella lifted one shoulder casually.

“He’s a trainer.”

Jess stared at her.

“That’s your contribution?”

Simone laughed.

“That’s the safest answer I’ve ever heard.”

Jess shook her head in disbelief.

“Come on, Ella. You can’t pretend you haven’t noticed.”

Ella smiled faintly, finally looking up from her coffee.

“Oh, I noticed,” she said calmly.

Jess leaned forward immediately.

“Well?”

Ella took a slow sip before answering.

“He’s very… built.”

Jess groaned dramatically.

“That’s the understatement of the year.”

Simone laughed again.

“Seriously though,” Jess said, “has he tried anything with anyone?”

Simone shook her head.

“Not that I’ve seen.”

Jess leaned back in her chair thoughtfully.

“Strange.”

“Why?” Simone asked.

Jess shrugged.

“Because if I looked like that I’d probably never leave the mirror.”

Simone smiled.

“Maybe he doesn’t need to try.”

Jess considered that.

“Fair point.”

The conversation drifted on, the three women laughing easily together.

But as the discussion continued around her, Ella remained slightly quieter than usual.

Because while the others were talking about Leon like an interesting piece of gossip…

Ella knew something they didn’t.

And the memory of it sat quietly in the back of her mind while she stirred her coffee.

Jess leaned forward suddenly, lowering her voice as though she were about to share something important.

“So,” she said, glancing between them, “does anybody know yet?”

Ella looked up from her coffee.

“Know what?”

Simone raised an eyebrow.

Jess stared at them both in disbelief.

“Oh come on,” she said. “Don’t pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about.”

Ella and Simone exchanged a quick look.

Both of them knew exactly what Jess meant.

But neither of them was about to say it first.

Jess waited, clearly enjoying the moment.

“Well?” she pressed.

Simone leaned back in her chair, folding her arms with an innocent expression.

“Jess,” she said calmly, “you’re going to have to be more specific.”

Jess groaned.

“You two are terrible.”

Ella smiled faintly into her coffee.

“Specific about what?”

Jess leaned closer across the table.

“I mean… does anyone know what he’s packing yet?”

Simone burst out laughing.

“Oh my god.”

Jess shrugged, unapologetic.

“What? Everyone’s thinking it.”

Ella tried not to smile.

Simone shook her head.

“You are unbelievable.”

“I’m realistic,” Jess replied. “You don’t get a guy walking into a gym looking like that and expect people not to wonder.”

Simone smirked.

“So that’s what you’ve been thinking about all week?”

Jess lifted her coffee cup.

“Purely scientific curiosity.”

Ella finally laughed softly.

“Of course it is.”

Jess pointed her spoon toward her.

“Don’t act innocent. You’ve trained next to him more than anyone.”

Simone turned toward Ella immediately.

“Actually that’s true.”

Jess grinned.

“Well?”

Ella lifted both hands slightly in surrender.

“I have absolutely no idea.”

Jess narrowed her eyes suspiciously.

“Really?”

Ella shrugged.

“Really.”

Simone chuckled.

“Well, if anyone finds out first,” she said, “we know Jess will be the one to report back.”

Jess raised her eyebrows.

“You say that like I’m ashamed of my dedication to research.”

Ella laughed again, shaking her head.

“Your priorities are fascinating.”

Jess took a sip of coffee and leaned back in her chair.

“I’m just saying,” Jess said with a grin, leaning back in her chair, “it’s the question everyone wants answered.”

She took another sip of her coffee, clearly enjoying the effect she was having.

“A guy that big has to be properly packing,” she added with a mischievous smile. “It must be a very motivating sight.”

Simone burst out laughing.

“You are impossible.”

Jess only shrugged, completely unashamed.

“I’m just being honest.”

Across the table, Ella kept her eyes on her coffee for a moment longer than usual.

A small warmth spread through her chest,  part amusement, part something else she couldn’t quite hide.

Jess couldn’t be more right, she thought.

The memory flickered briefly through her mind before she pushed it away again, lifting her cup and taking another slow sip.

When she looked back up, her expression was perfectly calm.

“Your imagination is working overtime today,” she said lightly.

Jess grinned.

“You’re just annoyed you didn’t think to investigate first.”

Ella smiled faintly.

But she said nothing.

Because unlike the others at the table…

She already knew the answer.

Ella didn’t reply immediately.

Instead, she glanced down into her cup again, hiding the small smile that had appeared on her lips.

Because unlike the others…

She already knew.


Chapter Two

The gym was a cathedral of quiet, the day’s energy spent. The low hum of refrigeration units and the distant, rhythmic thump of a lone treadmill were the only sounds. Ella pushed through the door to the staff changing area, the scent of chlorine from the pool mixing with the familiar tang of disinfectant and sweat. She was alone, she thought, dropping her gym bag onto a bench with a tired sigh.

The click of a lock turning made her look up.

Leon stood in the doorway of the men’s changing room, a towel slung over his broad, muscular shoulder. He was still in his training gear, a tight black compression shirt stretched over the massive expanse of his chest and shoulders, his legs like tree trunks in dark shorts. He stopped when he saw her, his dark eyes taking her in. The air in the small room seemed to thin, to crackle.

“Late finish,” he said, his voice a calm, low rumble.

“Yeah,” Ella breathed, her own voice sounding strange to her ears. Her heart was suddenly a frantic drum against her ribs. Tom’s face flashed in her mind, his dazed, awed expression as she’d spun the fantasy, the way he’d come from it. He’d want to watch. The thought wasn’t permission, but it felt like a key, turning in a lock she’d been afraid to touch.

She didn’t think. Thinking would stop her.

Her hands went to the hem of her own tight, sweat-damp tank top. She held his gaze, a silent challenge sparking in her blue eyes. In one fluid, decisive motion, she pulled the fabric up and over her head, letting it fall to the tiled floor.

The cool air hit her skin, pebbling her nipples into hard, pink points against the firm swell of her 34C breasts. She saw his eyes drop, his jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. A flicker of raw hunger, quickly mastered, but she saw it. It sent a hot jolt straight to her core.

She didn’t stop. Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her black leggings. She pushed them down, over the curve of her hips, the toned plane of her stomach, taking the tiny black thong with them. She stepped out of the pooled fabric, naked and utterly exposed under the fluorescent lights.

She stood before him, a statue of confident, feminine flesh, the narrow waist, the soft swell of her hips, the round, heart-shaped perfection of her bare ass, her long, toned legs planted firmly on the cool tile. She was breathing quickly, her chest rising and falling. It was the most reckless thing she had ever done.

Leon didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. He closed the distance between them in two long, silent strides. His hands, those big, powerful hands she’d described to Tom, came up to frame her face. His touch was surprisingly gentle, but the latent strength in his fingers was undeniable. He tilted her face up and his mouth came down on hers.

The kiss wasn’t tender. It was a claim. Deep, hungry, and overwhelmingly confident. Ella’s hands flew to his arms, her fingers digging into the hard, corded muscle of his biceps as she kissed him back with equal fervour. A low moan vibrated in her throat. His hands left her face, roaming down her body with a possessiveness that made her knees weak. One massive palm cupped her breast, his thumb rasping over her nipple, sending electric shocks down to her clit. The other hand slid down her back, over the dip of her spine, to grip a full handful of her bare ass, squeezing the firm flesh hard enough to make her gasp into his mouth.

He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck, his breath hot on her skin. His hand left her breast, sliding down her quivering stomach, through the soft blonde curls, and directly between her thighs. Two thick fingers slid through her slick folds with no preamble.

“So wet,” he murmured against her throat, his voice thick with approval. He pressed the pads of his fingers against her clit, a slow, circular pressure that made her hips jerk. “Soaked for me already.”

Ella could only whimper, her head falling back. The contrast was everything, his sheer size, his dark skin against her paleness, his total, calm control versus her trembling surrender. It was the fantasy, but real, visceral, and a thousand times more intense. She dropped to her knees on the hard floor, her hands going to the waistband of his shorts. She looked up at him, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed with need. He watched her, his expression unreadable, as she freed his cock.

It was exactly as she’d described to Tom, yet the reality stole her breath. Thick, heavy, and a deep, beautiful black, it curved up from a thatch of dark hair, the blunt head already glistening. It was massive, intimidating, utterly other compared to Tom’s familiar smaller length. A fresh flood of arousal drenched her. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste the salty bead of pre-cum at his tip. He hissed, his hand coming to tangle in her blonde hair, not forcing, just holding.

She took him into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to accommodate his girth. She could only manage the first few inches, using her tongue and suction, her hand working the thick base. The taste of him, musky and male, filled her senses. His low groans of encouragement were a vibration she felt in her own bones. She sucked him with a desperate hunger, worshipping his size, preparing herself for what was to come. It didn’t take long. His grip in her hair tightened.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her gently but firmly to her feet.

In one swift, powerful motion, he stripped off his shirt and shorts, kicking them aside. Naked, he was a breathtaking monument of muscle and power. He turned her, his hands on her waist, and lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Her legs instinctively wrapped around his narrow waist, her arms around his neck. The head of his cock, hot and slick, bumped against her soaked, swollen entrance.

He held her there, suspended, letting her feel the insistent pressure. “Look at me,” he commanded.

Ella forced her eyes open, meeting his dark, intense gaze. She saw her own wild reflection in them.

He lowered her, an inch. The stretch was immediate, breathtaking. A sharp, full ache that was pure sensation. Her mouth fell open in a silent ‘O’. He lowered her another inch, the thick ridge of him spreading her open, filling her in a way she had never known. A broken cry escaped her lips.

“All of it,” he said, his voice a rough whisper. And he let her weight drop the final, devastating distance.

She was impaled, completely, utterly filled. He was buried to the hilt inside her, his pelvis pressed tight against her ass. The feeling of being stretched so wide, so deep, was overwhelming. It was a possession. She felt owned. Her inner walls fluttered wildly around the massive intrusion, a mixture of shock and intense, shocking pleasure.

He began to move.

Holding her by her ass, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, he lifted her almost off him, then let her drop back down, using her own weight to fuck her on his cock. The motion bounced her body, her breasts jiggling with each heavy impact. The slap of their bodies meeting filled the quiet room. Each downward plunge drove the air from her lungs in a sharp gasp. He set a relentless, powerful rhythm, using his immense strength to bounce her on his shaft like she was nothing.

Ella clung to him, her face buried in the hard curve of his neck, her cries muffled against his skin. Pleasure, raw and primal, built with each deep, penetrating stroke. He was hitting places inside her that had never been touched, a deep, cervical pressure that bordered on pain but tipped relentlessly into a cresting wave of bliss. Her orgasm approached not as a slow climb, but as a looming cliff edge.

“Leon… I’m gonna…” she panted.

“Come,” he ordered, his own breath becoming ragged. He slammed her down harder, his pace turning frantic.

The command, the final, brutal depth of his thrust, shattered her. Her body seized, a violent, convulsing climax tearing through her. Her pussy clamped down on his invading thickness in rhythmic, milking spasms, her scream echoing off the tile walls. The intensity of it triggered his own release. With a guttural groan, he held her down, grinding her against him as he pulsed deep inside her, his hot cum flooding her in thick, endless waves.

For a long moment, he held her there, both of them trembling, joined in the most intimate way possible. Slowly, he let her slide down his body until her feet touched the floor. His softening cock slipped out of her, followed by a warm, immediate trickle of his spend down her inner thigh.

The reality of what she’d done crashed into the post-coital haze. She was late. Tom was waiting.

“I have to go,” she blurted, her voice shaky. She scrambled for her clothes, not bothering with the thong or the damp tank. She yanked on a clean pair of loose black tracksuit bottoms and a zip-up hoodie from her bag, the soft fabric doing nothing to stem the slow, steady leak between her legs. She couldn’t look at him.

“Ella,” he said, his voice back to its calm rumble.

She paused at the door, her hand on the handle.

“Next time,” he said simply, “we won’t stop there.”

She fled into the night, the cool air a shock on her heated skin. Each step towards home was a reminder. The faint, persistent ache of her well-used muscles. The delicious, guilty soreness between her legs. And the warm, wet trickle of Leon’s cum, escaping her, marking her, with every stride.


Chapter Three

The flat was quiet when Ella reached the door.

She paused for a moment on the landing, her hand hovering near the handle, breathing slowly as she tried to steady herself. The cool night air had done little to calm the heat still running through her body. Every step of the walk home had reminded her of what had just happened; the unfamiliar ache in her muscles, the lingering warmth between her legs, the memory of Leon’s hands on her skin.

Inside, the television droned faintly.

She pushed the door open.

Tom was exactly where she expected him to be, stretched comfortably across the sofa with one arm draped over the backrest. The glow of the television washed across the room, flickering over his face as some forgettable reality show played on the screen. He wasn’t really watching it.

He looked up the moment the door opened.

And the look on his face changed instantly.

“Hey,” he said, sitting forward a little.

His voice carried a mix of relief and excitement he couldn’t quite hide. He had clearly been waiting. The coffee table in front of him held two glasses and an unopened bottle of wine, something he’d probably taken out half an hour earlier before thinking better of opening it without her.

His eyes moved over her.

Ella felt the weight of that gaze immediately.

Her loose tracksuit bottoms and zip-up hoodie were comfortable, casual, almost oversized on her toned frame, but Tom knew her body too well to be fooled by clothes. He could always read the subtle changes in her posture, the slight tension in her shoulders, the way she carried herself after a long shift.

“You’re late,” he said gently, though there was no real complaint in his voice.

Ella kicked off her trainers by the door.

“Busy evening,” she replied.

Her voice sounded calm, but inside her chest her heart had started to pound again. Being near Tom, looking at his familiar face, suddenly made everything feel dangerously real.

He studied her a little longer.

Tom had always adored looking at her. Even now, tired from work, hair slightly tousled, she had a natural athletic beauty that still made him pause. Her long legs, the easy confidence of her posture, the glow of her skin after a shift at the gym; she filled the small room with her presence.

“You okay?” he asked.

Ella nodded quickly.

“Yeah. Just tired.”

She walked further into the living room, trying to appear relaxed, but she could feel his eyes following her every step.

As she stepped fully into the room, a sudden thought struck her. She needed a moment. A few minutes alone before she had to stand in front of Tom and pretend everything was normal. The memory of the gym changing room was still far too vivid; she could almost feel Leon’s hands on her skin, hear his low voice in her ear.

The shower.

Yes. That would make sense.

She could wash, take a few minutes to steady herself, and most of all wash away the lingering scent of the gym, of sweat and chlorine… and of Leon.

Ella casually pulled her hoodie a little tighter around herself as she moved past the sofa.

“I’m just going to grab a quick shower,” she said, trying to keep her tone light and ordinary. “The gym was brutal tonight.”

Tom looked up at her, studying her for a moment.

“Yeah?” he said, a faint smile touching his lips. “Busy shift?”

Ella nodded, forcing a small, tired laugh as she brushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

“Packed. I feel disgusting.”

It wasn’t entirely a lie.

Without waiting too long for his reply, she turned toward the hallway that led to the bathroom, her heart beating a little faster as she walked away. Each step felt strangely deliberate, as if Tom’s eyes were still on her back.

All she needed was a few minutes under hot water.

A few minutes to breathe.

To wash away the heat still lingering on her skin… and to compose herself before facing him again.

Ella stood in the bedroom, her fingers already tugging at the hem of her vest when she heard Tom’s footsteps behind her. She glanced over her shoulder as she lifted her arms and pulled the fabric over her head. Her firm 34C breasts bounced slightly as she freed herself, the soft peaks hardening in the cool air. 

Tom paused in the doorway, his gaze locked on her bare form, his breath catching as if he’d seen her like this for the first time. Ella loved that about him, the way he looked at her with such unguarded awe, as though he couldn’t believe she was his. She turned fully toward him, her toned stomach and the feminine swell of her hips on full display. With deliberate slowness, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her gym shorts and slid them down her long, shapely legs, taking her thong with them. 

She stepped out of the fabric, standing naked before him, her skin glowing under the soft bedroom light. He’d been waiting, she knew. His eyes, always so full of open affection, tracked her movements as she dropped the towel and pulled the shirt over her head. It settled over her curves, hiding the body that felt strangely like a crime scene.

“Missed you,” he said softly, coming into the room. His arms wrapped around her from behind, pulling her close against his chest. His chin rested on her shoulder. She could feel the easy warmth of him, the safe, known rhythm of his breathing. She leaned into it, letting her head tilt against his, closing her eyes for a second. Just be normal. Be here.

He turned her gently, his hands sliding to her waist. His kiss was slow, deep, familiar. A kiss that tasted of home and leftover pizza and his unique, boyish sweetness. Her lips responded automatically, her arms looping around his neck. But as his tongue traced hers, a sudden, icy thought stabbed through the warmth.

Can he taste it? Can he taste him on me?

The panic was irrational, chemical. The idea of it lingered, a phantom stain. She felt her body tense, a fraction, before she forced herself to soften, to melt into Tom’s embrace. His hands slid under her sleep shirt, his palms skimming the bare skin of her hips, her lower back. His touch was worshipful, reverent. It always was.

“You seem… tense,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear. “Long day?”

“Just tired,” she whispered, her voice a little too bright. She kissed him again, trying to drown the thought. She let her hands roam, sliding under his t-shirt, feeling the smooth planes of his stomach, the familiar contours of his ribs. This is your man. This is safe. She pushed her hips against him, a deliberate, slow grind. His responding groan was immediate, his cock hardening against her thigh through his jeans.

The shift was subtle, but she felt it. His curiosity about her mood faded, replaced by the simpler, hotter language of desire. He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with need. “I want you,” he said, his voice rough.

He guided her backwards until her knees met the edge of the bed. She sat, then lay back, the soft duvet enveloping her. Tom knelt between her legs, his hands pushing her sleep shirt up, exposing her. The cool air hit her stomach, her breasts. She watched his face, saw the awe that always dawned there when he saw her naked. His gaze traced the firm 34C curves, the toned flatness of her abdomen, the soft blonde curls between her thighs.

He leaned down, not to kiss her mouth, but to bury his face between her legs.

His first touch was a gentle press of his lips against her inner thigh. Then his mouth found her core. He didn’t plunge in; he explored, his tongue a soft, worshipful probe parting her folds. Ella gasped, her hips lifting off the bed. The sensation was so intimate, so Tom. It was loving, adoring. But as his tongue dipped deeper, tasting her, a fresh, searing wave of fear clenched her stomach.

Oh god. He’ll taste it. He’ll know.

But Tom just moaned, a sound of pure pleasure. “You’re so wet,” he breathed against her skin, his voice husky with approval. “So hot for me.” His interpretation was natural, innocent. He believed her arousal was for him, a product of their kiss, of her tiredness melting into desire. The truth, that her slickness was a lingering cocktail of her own shocked excitement and another man’s spend, was a secret her body kept, and his trust blindly accepted.

The relief was so profound it felt like a drug. Ella’s muscles unlocked. A low, genuine moan escaped her lips. What will be, will be. She surrendered to it, to the moment, to his loving mouth. She let her legs fall open wider, her hands coming down to cradle his head, her fingers threading through his shaggy hair.

Tom took the invitation eagerly. His tongue found her clit, circling it with focused, delicious pressure. Then he dipped lower, sliding into her opening, tasting her deeply. Ella cried out, her back arching. His tongue wasn’t thick or commanding like Leon’s fingers, but it was skilled, knowing her rhythms, her spots. It was personal. He worked her with a devoted intensity, his lips and tongue creating a slick, rhythmic friction that built a familiar, rising tide of pleasure within her.

He shifted, lifting her legs to hook them over his shoulders, opening her completely to his view, to his access. The position was vulnerable, exposing. She felt the cool air on her most intimate parts, followed by the warm, wet seal of his mouth as he covered her entire sex with his lips, sucking gently. His tongue delved inside her again, and this time, she felt a subtle, internal trickle, a faint, creamy leakage from deeper within. Tom’s tongue lapped at it, and he made a low, appreciative sound. “God, you taste incredible,” he mumbled, his words muffled by her flesh.

He was drinking the evidence, savouring it, believing it was all hers. There was something electric, forbidden, and undeniably arousing about the thought that Tom’s eager tongue was claiming what wasn’t entirely his, Leon’s thick, fertile spend, still lingering within her. The guilt gnawed at her, but it mingled with a darker, hungrier pulse of desire. She couldn’t shake the image: Tom, so sweet and devoted, unknowingly consuming the remnants of another man’s conquest. The contradiction was dizzying, a twisted blend of shame and thrill that only heightened her arousal.

Tom’s movements were gentle, his mouth tender as he worshipped her, completely unaware of the truth beneath his lips. He moaned softly, his voice vibrating against her sensitive flesh, and the sound sent a shiver through her. He thinks it’s all me, she thought, her chest tightening. He thinks I’m this wet, this desperate for him. The lie was heavy, but it stirred something primal in her, a secret indulgence she hadn’t anticipated.

Her hips rocked against him unconsciously, her body betraying her conflicted mind. The sensation of his tongue, so loving and deliberate, was a stark contrast to Leon’s raw, commanding intensity. Yet, it was the combination of both that had her teetering on the edge. The knowledge that Tom was savouring something forbidden, something stolen, sent a jolt of heat through her core. She gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair as waves of pleasure threatened to overwhelm her.

He’s drinking him, she thought, her breath hitching. He’s taking him into me. The idea was scandalous, wrong, and yet, it ignited a fire she couldn’t extinguish. Her body arched, her thighs trembling as she surrendered to the dual sensations: Tom’s tender devotion and the lingering, illicit traces of Leon’s possession.

The contradiction, the guilt and the intense, building pleasure, twisted inside her, fuelling the fire. Her hips began to move against his face, a slow, rocking motion. Her hands tightened in his hair, not guiding, just holding. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice a ragged whisper.

He didn’t. His pace increased, his tongue flicking rapidly against her clit while his lips continued to suck. The dual sensation was overwhelming. Ella’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her thighs trembled around his head. The room filled with the wet, slurping sounds of his ardent worship, the soft creak of the bed, her escalating moans.

The orgasm built not as a slow climb, but as a sudden, seismic pressure. It was different from the brutal, possession-driven climax Leon had wrung from her. This was softer, deeper, woven with affection and a terrible, secret knowledge. When it broke, it was a silent, full-body convulsion. Her stomach tightened, her legs locked around him, and a pulse of pure, electric bliss radiated from her core out to her fingertips. She shuddered, a long, trembling release, her pussy fluttering wildly against his relentless tongue.

Tom held her there, his mouth soft against her until the last tremor passed. Then, slowly, he lifted his head.

Ella’s vision cleared. She saw him above her, his face glistening with her juices. Thick, creamy streaks of her, and him, shined around his lips, on his chin. The sight was visceral, undeniable.

A bolt of panic shot through her post-coital haze. She scrambled up, reaching for the box of wet wipes on the nightstand. “Let me clean you,” she said, her voice too quick.

Tom smiled, a lazy, satisfied smile. “That’s alright, babe. I love your taste.” He leaned in to kiss her stomach.

“No, really,” she insisted, her fingers trembling as she pulled a wipe from the packet. She pressed it to his mouth, wiping the evidence away with a frantic, sweeping motion.


Chapter Four

Tom stood up, the mattress shifting beneath him. Ella watched from the pillows, her blue eyes tracking his movements. He shed his clothes with a clumsy, eager haste, his slim frame shedding jeans and t-shirt until he stood naked before her.

He was handsome, his body fit from the gym sessions she’d encouraged, but it was a soft fitness. Boyish. His erection stood proudly between his legs, a slender 5.5 inches of arousal. Her gaze lingered on it, and a small, cold disappointment settled in her stomach. It was a good dick. Average. Familiar. It had always hit all the right spots, and she’d loved it. Loved him.

But now, after the brutal, soul-shaking fucking she’d received from Leon only hours ago, the contrast was cruel. Tom’s cock looked… slight. She remembered the thick, heavy weight of Leon, the breathtaking stretch, the feeling of being filled, owned. Looking at Tom’s hard but modest length, she felt a hollow pang. It wasn’t his fault. It was just… biology.

He smiled at her, a warm, loving smile full of desire. “You’re so beautiful,” he breathed, his eyes drinking in her naked form sprawled on the bed; the firm 34C breasts, the toned stomach, the soft swell of her hips, the long legs parted just for him.

After the head he’d just given her, after his tender, worshipful mouth had cleaned her and brought her to a shuddering climax, she couldn’t refuse him. She loved him. She owed him this. So, she smiled back, a practiced, soft curve of her lips, and laid back, spreading her shapely thighs wider. “Come here, baby,” she murmured, the words feeling like ash in her mouth.

Tom’s face lit up. He reached to the bedside table, fumbling with the drawer, and pulled out a condom. He tore the wrapper, his hands shaking slightly with excitement, and rolled the latex down his length. It was a routine gesture, one they’d performed countless times.

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her legs. Ella lifted her hips, welcoming him. She was so wet, still slick from his oral attention, but more so from the thick, juicy spend of Leon that continued to ooze slowly from her well-used, thoroughly stretched little hole. The sensation was a secret, a guilty, physical truth her body couldn’t erase.

Tom positioned himself, his hands on her hips. He leaned forward, the sheathed tip of his dick pressing against her entrance. He pushed in.

The shock was immediate, and it was entirely internal.

For Ella, the sensation was… ghostly.

Yes, he was inside her. She felt the pressure, the familiar shape of him sliding into her channel. But after being fucked by Leon, her pussy felt different. Loose. Open. Changed. Tom’s slender dick slipped in so easily, with no resistance, no delicious stretch. It was like a pencil moving through a wide tube. He barely touched the sides.

He was in her, but she couldn’t feel him the way she used to. The deep, fulsome pressure that had always curled her toes was absent. The intimate friction that rubbed her inner walls was gone. He was a phantom inside her, a memory of pleasure that her body no longer recognized.

Tom, blissfully unaware, sighed with pleasure. “God, you’re so wet,” he moaned, beginning to move.

His hips pistoned in a steady, earnest rhythm. His hands gripped her waist, his eyes locked on her face, on her breasts bouncing with his thrusts. He was fucking her with all the love and enthusiasm he always had. She saw the passion in his eyes, the adoration. She felt his body moving against hers, the bed creaking softly.

But inside… there was nothing.

No building heat. No tightening coil of pleasure. No thrilling ache. She felt the motion, the in-and-out, but it was hollow. Mechanical. Her mind detached, floating above the act. She watched his face, his blissful expression, and she performed. She moaned softly, a timed, supportive sound. She arched her back, offering her breasts to his view. She moved her hips in a feeble imitation of syncing with his pace.

His movements became faster, more urgent. His breathing turned ragged. “Ella… you feel so good,” he gasped, his fingers digging into her hips.

She nodded, a tight smile on her lips. You feel nothing, her mind whispered. You are empty.

She focused on the external, the sight of his slim body working, the sound of his pleasure, the smell of their sex mixed with the sterile scent of latex. She tried to conjure the old feelings, the memories of how his average, loving dick had always been enough to make her cum. But the memory was drowned out by the visceral, bodily memory of Leon, the crushing fullness, the deep, cervical pressure, the way her own orgasm had felt like a seismic event triggered by pure, overwhelming possession.

Tom’s face contorted, his eyes squeezing shut. “I’m… I’m coming,” he choked out.

His hips stuttered, his thrusts turning shallow and frantic. Ella felt his body tense, saw the strain in his neck. She knew he was climaxing by his face, by the choked sounds he made. But inside her pussy… she felt nothing. No pulsing through the condom. No final, deep grind. Just the abrupt stop of his motion as he finished, his body collapsing forward onto her, his head resting between her breasts.

He lay there for a moment, panting. Then, with a soft, satisfied sigh, he pulled out.

The condom slipped off him, a used, translucent sheath. He disposed of it in the bin by the bed, then crawled back onto the mattress, curling around her. He pulled her close, his arm around her waist, his lips nuzzling her shoulder. “That was amazing,” he murmured, his voice sleepy and content.

Ella lay still, her body cooling in the silent room. The absence of sensation between her legs was a profound, unsettling emptiness.

After a few minutes of quiet cuddling, Tom’s voice broke the silence, soft and curious. “I think that’s the first time you haven’t cum with me.”

The words landed like a stone in her stomach.

She turned her head, her cheek against his chest. She forced her voice to be light, tired. “I’m tired, babe. I told you. And I did cum when you made love to me with your tongue.” It was a deflection; a half-truth wrapped in affection.

Tom nodded, accepting it easily. “Yeah. You came hard then.” He kissed her shoulder. “I love making you feel good.”

He fell asleep within minutes, his breathing deepening into the slow, even rhythm of slumber. His arm around her loosened but remained.

Ella lay there, wide awake.

The darkness of the room pressed in. The warmth of his body beside her felt suddenly like a cage. Tom’s innocent observation echoed in her mind, sharp and undeniable. He was right.

She hadn’t come. Not from his dick. Not from the familiar, loving sex that had always been enough.

Now she knew what it was like to be with Leon. Now she knew the difference between being loved and being filled.

A cold, creeping realisation seeped through her veins, colder than the emptiness between her thighs.

She wasn’t sure Tom would ever satisfy her again.

Ella knew now, somehow, she would have to bring Leon into their relationship.

The thought slithered into her mind like a serpent, venomous and undeniable. Tom would never understand. He was sweet, devoted, monogamy was his love language. But after feeling Leon’s raw, primal dominance, his thick cock rearranging her insides, she couldn’t unlearn the truth: her body craved something Tom could never give her.

She pictured Leon’s smirk, the way his rough hands had pinned her down, the way he’d growled, “This pussy’s mine now.” A shiver ran through her. She could still feel him, the ghost of his possession lingering between her thighs.

Tom stirred in his sleep, nuzzling closer. She stiffened. He deserves better than this, she thought. But then Leon’s voice echoed in her memory, dark and tempting: “You’ll come back. They always do.”

Her fingers twitched against the sheets. She imagined texting Leon, arranging a secret meet-up. Tom would never suspect, he trusted her completely. The guilt twisted in her gut, but beneath it, something hotter, hungrier pulsed.

She closed her eyes, exhaling slowly. This isn’t cheating, she lied to herself. It’s just… filling the gaps.


Chapter Five

The rich scent of tomatoes, garlic, and simmering herbs filled the kitchen. Tom stood at the stove, stirring a pot of sauce with a focused, easy rhythm. Cooking was his domain, a creative outlet where he felt confident and useful. Ella watched him from the doorway for a moment, the muscles in his forearms flexing as he worked. He looked handsome, relaxed. Perfect.

She slipped away and returned moments later, leaning against the counter just behind him. “Hey.”

Tom turned, a smile already spreading across his face. It faltered, his eyes widening as he took in her outfit.

She wore a black vest top, the fabric so thin and tight it clung like a second skin to her torso. It was cut high under her arms, leaving her shoulders bare, and dipped low enough that the swell of her firm 34C breasts was unmistakable. There was no bra. The soft peaks of her nipples pressed visibly against the fabric, two subtle, provocative points. Beneath it, a pair of matching black gym shorts hugged her hips and thighs. They were high-cut, the hem riding high on her taut, shapely legs, and so tight across her ass that the round, heart-shaped curve of each cheek was defined with impossible clarity.

“What do you think?” she asked, her voice light. She posed, one hand on her hip, turning slightly to give him a profile view. “New gym gear. Is it too revealing?”

Tom’s gaze travelled from her breasts to her shorts, lingering on the way the material strained across her pelvis. A distinct, soft indentation ran down the centre, a subtle camel toe. He swallowed. “It’s… very revealing, Ella.”

“That’s the point, silly,” she laughed, stepping closer. She ran a hand down his arm. “I need to look professional, but also… motivating for the clients. You know?” She leaned in, her breasts brushing against his side. “Especially the male clients.”

Tom’s focus on the sauce was gone. He stared at her, his Adam’s apple bobbed. “You’re going to cause a riot.”

“Maybe,” she said, her smile turning mischievous. She spun around and bent forward slightly, reaching for a pretend item on the lower shelf of the counter. The shorts tightened across her rear, the fabric digging into the crease between her cheeks, revealing the very bottom moons of her ass. The round, firm flesh peeked out just above the hem. She held the pose for a beat longer than necessary, then straightened. “Do you think Leon will notice?”

The name hung in the air. Tom’s expression tightened for a fraction of a second, a flicker of something, awareness, curiosity, insecurity, crossing his features. “Probably,” he said, his voice quieter. He turned back to the stove, giving the sauce a distracted stir. “He’s a professional. He’ll notice if it’s… inappropriate.”

Ella watched his back, the slight tension in his shoulders. Good. She drifted out of the kitchen, leaving him with the image.

Ten minutes later, she returned. This time, the vest top was even smaller, a scrap of navy blue fabric that functioned more as a sports bra than a top. It covered just the essentials of her breasts, the deep valley between them fully exposed, the sides of her ribs visible. The shorts were a brighter blue, even shorter, the hem now several inches higher on her thighs. The camel toe was more pronounced, the fabric taut over her mound.

“Another one,” she announced, leaning against the fridge this time. “This one’s really for high-intensity days. Lots of… bending and stretching.”

Tom’s eyes darkened. He looked from her face down to the shorts, which barely covered the essentials. When she moved, the fabric shifted, hinting at the shadowed cleft between her legs. “Jesus, Ella. You can’t wear that at the gym.”

“Why not?” she challenged, walking toward him. She stopped close enough that her bare midriff was almost touching him. “It’s just fabric. It’s functional.” She lowered her voice to a teasing whisper. “Do you think it’ll distract Leon? While he’s training?”

Tom’s jaw clenched. He looked at her, his gaze heated, conflicted. “It’ll distract me if you keep popping in here like this. I’m going to ruin this sauce.”

She laughed, a bright, delighted sound. “That’s the goal, isn’t it? To distract you?” She patted his chest and walked away again, feeling the power of her own body, of his reaction, simmering in her veins.

The third time, she made sure he was fully engrossed in adding fresh basil to the pot before she entered. This outfit was the final purchase, a shocking, vibrant pink. The top was the smallest of all, a triangle of fabric that cupped the undersides of her breasts, her nipples almost cresting the upper edge. The shorts were so brief they looked like a thick band of elastic around her hips. They cut across her pelvis in a stark line, the camel toe now a deep, unmistakable cleft in the tight material. The shorts barely covered her ass; when she stood straight, the lower curves of her cheeks were exposed, the pink fabric acting as a narrow frame for her pale, toned skin.

She didn’t speak at first. She simply walked into the centre of the kitchen and stood there, letting him see.

Tom turned. His spoon clattered against the pot. He stared, his mouth slightly open.

Ella slowly ran her hands over her own hips, smoothing the non-existent wrinkles. “This one,” she said, her voice a low, confident purr. “I think I’m going to have to shave with this one. You can see everything.”

She turned her back to him, then, with deliberate slowness, bent over. She reached for a towel on the counter, her back straight, her legs apart. The shorts pulled tight, the fabric digging into the crease of her ass, revealing not just the bottom moons, but a deep, shadowed glimpse of the cleft itself. She held the position, knowing he could see the full, round perfection of her heart-shaped ass, barely contained.

“Do you think Leon will get excited by these shorts?” she asked, her voice muffled slightly as she faced away from him.

Tom was silent. She could feel the heat of his stare on her exposed skin. Finally, he cleared his throat. “I think… anyone with a pulse would get excited by those shorts, Ella.”

She straightened, turning to face him. Her eyes immediately dropped to his sweatpants. A prominent bulge tented the soft fabric, the outline of his slender, aroused dick clear and undeniable. She smiled, a slow, victorious curve of her lips. She stepped right up to him, her body almost touching his. She reached out and gently traced the outline of his erection through the fabric with a single finger.

“Well,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “It definitely works for my Tom.”

She laughed, a light, teasing sound, and then walked out of the kitchen, leaving him standing there with his ruined concentration and a dinner that was suddenly far less important than the image of her in that tiny pink outfit, and the unspoken question hanging between them about exactly who she wanted to excite.


Chapter Six

Dinner eventually made it to the table, though Tom had to rescue the sauce twice before it burned. Ella had retreated to the bedroom to change, returning in loose grey sweats and one of Tom’s oversized t-shirts, her damp hair pulled back into a casual ponytail. The domestic calm of it all almost felt surreal after the charged little fashion show she had staged in the kitchen.

Tom sat across from her at the small dining table, twirling spaghetti around his fork, but he kept glancing up at her.

She noticed.

“What?” she said, smiling faintly as she lifted her glass of water.

Tom leaned back in his chair, studying her for a moment before answering.

“It’s not fair.”

Ella raised an eyebrow.

“What isn’t?”

He gestured vaguely toward her with his fork.

“That,” he said. “Those outfits.”

A teasing smile tugged at the corner of her mouth.

“What about them?”

Tom shook his head with a soft laugh.

“You’re going to walk around the gym looking like that… and all those guys get to see it.”

Ella leaned back in her chair, amused.

“Those guys?”

“You know what I mean,” Tom said. “Your clients. The trainers. Half the men in that place.”

He hesitated slightly before adding the name that had clearly been sitting in his mind.

“Leon.”

The word hung lightly in the air.

Ella’s eyes sparkled.

“Ohhh,” she said softly. “So that’s what this is about.”

Tom shrugged.

“I’m serious. It’s not fair. They get to see my beautiful girlfriend walking around in those tiny outfits all day.”

She tilted her head.

“But I just showed you how I look in them,” she pointed out.

Tom snorted quietly.

“That wasn’t the same.”

“Why not?”

“You teased me in them,” he said. “Then five minutes later you disappear and come back dressed like that.”

He gestured at the baggy t-shirt and sweats she was now wearing.

“You get to torture me with the good version, and then the gym gets the real one.”

Ella laughed softly, shaking her head.

“You’re ridiculous.”

“Am I?”

She watched him for a moment, the playful tension between them humming quietly under the surface.

Then she slowly pushed her chair back from the table.

Tom looked up.

“What are you doing?”

Ella didn’t answer immediately.

She stood, her fingers sliding casually under the hem of the oversized t-shirt.

“You’re right,” she said thoughtfully.

Tom’s eyes followed her movements.

“That wasn’t fair.”

Before he could react, she pulled the shirt up and over her head, letting it drop onto the chair beside her.

Underneath, she wore only a simple black bra and matching thong.

Tom blinked.

Ella hooked her thumbs into the straps of the bra and slipped it off with an easy, fluid motion, tossing it onto the growing pile of clothes.

Then she stepped out of the thong.

For a brief moment she stood there completely naked, utterly unconcerned, her posture relaxed and confident as always.

Then she calmly sat back down at the table.

“There,” she said lightly, picking up her fork again as if nothing unusual had happened. “Now you see me in even less than one of those outfits.”

Tom stared at her.

Across the small table, Ella simply twirled a forkful of pasta and smiled at him with quiet satisfaction.

“Well?” she asked. “Better?”

Tom stared at her across the table.

Ella sat there completely naked, calm and perfectly composed, one leg folded slightly under the chair, twirling pasta around her fork as though nothing unusual had happened.

The kitchen light traced the lines of her athletic body, the curve of her hips, the confident ease in the way she held herself.

Tom swallowed.

His body had reacted instantly. The loose fabric of his sweatpants did very little to hide it.

Ella noticed, of course.

She always noticed.

She leaned forward slightly across the table, resting her chin lightly on her hand.

“Well?” she said with a playful smile. “Is that better?”

Tom shook his head slowly, a half-laugh escaping him.

“Still not fair.”

Ella blinked.

“How is that not fair? I’m literally sitting here naked.”

Tom gestured helplessly toward her.

“Yes, you are. Right now.”

He leaned forward slightly, lowering his voice.

“But those guys at the gym… they get to see you like that all day.”

Ella’s smile widened.

“Like what?”

“You know exactly what I mean,” Tom said. “Those outfits barely hide anything. You said it yourself. Tight shorts, tiny tops…”

He ran a hand through his hair.

“You’re basically naked in those things.”

Ella tilted her head.

“I’m naked now.”

Tom let out a breath.

“That’s not the point.”

“Then what is the point?” she asked.

Tom looked at her, his eyes moving over her body again before returning to her face.

“The point is those guys get to see you all day. Walking around, stretching, bending… moving.”

His voice had dropped lower now, almost thoughtful.

“Can you imagine what they’re thinking?”

Ella watched him carefully.

A small spark of mischief appeared in her eyes.

“You mean Leon?”

Tom hesitated for a moment before nodding.

“Yes,” he said. “Him… and the others.”

Ella leaned back slightly in her chair, completely relaxed in her nakedness.

“What do you think Leon will be thinking,” she asked slowly, “when he sees me in one of those outfits?”

Tom didn’t answer immediately.

His gaze lingered on her again before he finally spoke.

“I think,” he said quietly, “he’ll notice.”

Ella smiled softly.

“Oh… I’m sure he will.”

The air between them seemed to shift slightly, the conversation drifting into territory that neither of them had quite expected.

But neither of them looked away.

And neither of them changed the subject.

Ella rose from the table and walked calmly toward the bedroom, completely unhurried, utterly comfortable in her own skin. Tom’s eyes stayed fixed on her as she went, drawn helplessly to the confident sway of her hips, round curve of her backside moving with each step.


Chapter Seven

She walked back into the room, and the air seemed to change. The vibrant pink fabric was a shock against her pale skin, a declaration. The tiny triangle top cupped the full undersides of her 34C breasts, the nipples perilously close to cresting the scalloped edge. The shorts were a mere band of elastic, cutting a stark line across her hips and pelvis. The deep, unmistakable cleft of her camel toe was etched into the material, and as she moved, the fabric clung to every contour, barely covering the lower curves of her heart-shaped ass.

Tom’s breath caught. He was still seated at the table, his mind reeling from their conversation, but now his body was reacting on a primal level. His gaze was glued to her.

Ella didn’t speak. She simply began to move. She turned in a slow circle, letting him see the way the shorts framed the perfect, round globes of her ass. She bent forward, reaching for an imaginary weight on the floor, her back straight, her legs apart. The shorts pulled taut, digging into the crease, revealing a shadowed glimpse of deeper skin. She held it, knowing he was seeing everything.

She straightened, then reached her arms high above her head in a languid stretch. The movement lifted the tiny top, exposing a sliver of her toned stomach and pulling the fabric even tighter across her breasts. She arched her back, a cat-like gesture of pure physical awareness.

“So,” she said finally, her voice a low, playful purr as she faced him again. “What will Leon be thinking when he sees me in this outfit?”

Tom’s face flushed. His eyes, which had been tracing the lines of her body, snapped to her face. He shifted in his chair, and the prominent tent in his grey sweatpants became impossible to ignore, a slender, rigid outline of his arousal. He swallowed. “He’ll be thinking about what he would like to do to you with his big black cock.”

The words hung there, raw and shocking in the quiet room. Ella’s eyebrows lifted, a slow, intrigued smile spreading across her lips. She took a step closer. “Really. So, you think his black cock is big?”

Tom’s eyes widened, as if he couldn’t believe he’d said it either. “Well yes,” he stammered, backtracking. “I mean, it’s going to be proportional, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know,” Ella murmured, taking another step, closing the distance. She was now standing directly before his chair, her pink-clad pelvis level with his face. “You tell me.”

“Well, I expect so,” Tom mumbled, his eyes helplessly drawn back to the tight fabric between her legs. “But don’t change the subject.”

Ella’s smile turned predatory. “But you’re the one thinking he’s going to be thinking about doing me with his thick black cock.” She leaned forward, placing her hands on the arms of his chair, caging him in. Her breasts swayed inches from his face. “Which way do you think he’ll want to ‘do’ me?”

“What? No… I … he won’t…” Tom blustered, his head spinning. He was painfully hard, his dick throbbing against the confines of his sweats, trapped by the very conversation that was unravelling him. “I don’t know.”

“You seem to know a lot about what he’s thinking,” Ella whispered. Then, with a fluid, confident motion, she moved. She didn’t ask. She simply swung a leg over his lap, settling herself astride his thighs. The thin, tight pink shorts were now pressed directly against the tent in his sweatpants. The heat of her was immediate, searing through the layers.

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “I don’t know, Tom,” she breathed, her hand sliding down his chest, over his stomach. “Seems you’re thinking a lot about Leon ‘doing’ me with his thick black cock.” Her fingers found the waistband of his sweatpants, then dipped beneath it. She found his hard, hot length, wrapped her slender fingers around it, and pulled it free. His 5.5-inch erection sprang out, slender and eager, pulsing in her grip.

Tom gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily.

Ella looked down between their bodies, watching her own hand as it began to stroke him, a slow, deliberate up-and-down motion. Her thumb swiped over the slick head. “Maybe,” she continued, her voice a husky, hypnotic taunt, “this is more about you wanting to see it than me.”

“No, that’s no…. I didn’t….” Tom’s words were jumbled, his thoughts scattering under the dual assault of her touch and her words. His hands came up to grip her hips, his fingers sinking into the firm flesh of her ass through the flimsy shorts. He could feel the heat of her pussy, a palpable warmth against his lower stomach, just inches from where she was stroking him.

“You’re the one who brought up his cock, baby,” she said, her strokes becoming a fraction faster, a little tighter. Her eyes were locked on his, blue and unblinking. “You pictured it. You said the words. ‘His big black cock.’” She repeated his phrase, making it sound filthy and thrilling. “What does that look like in your head, hmm? Bigger than this?” She gave his slender erection a meaningful squeeze.

Tom whimpered, a sound of pure, conflicted arousal. His denial was crumbling. “Ella, please…”

“Please what?” She leaned back slightly, shifting her weight on his lap. The movement ground the tight seam of her shorts against the base of his dick, and he groaned. “Please stop teasing you? Or please keep talking about another man’s cock while I jerk you off?” She laughed softly, a dark, delicious sound. “You’re so hard, Tom. You’re rock hard. For me? Or for the idea?”

She increased her pace, her fist pumping his shaft with a steady, possessive rhythm. Her other hand cupped his face, forcing him to look at her. “Tell me. Do you want to see it? Do you want to see what Leon would do to me?”

His eyes were glazed, his breath coming in short pants. The pleasure was intense, shaming, irresistible. He was balanced on a knife-edge of jealousy and a dark, voyeuristic hunger he couldn’t name. “I… I don’t know what I want.”

“I think you do,” Ella murmured, her own breathing starting to quicken. She could feel the wetness gathering between her own legs, soaking the inside of the tiny shorts. The power was intoxicating, the power of her body, the power of the fantasy, the power of holding his desperate arousal in her hand. “I think you’re already imagining it. And it’s making you so close.”

She felt his dick swell further in her grip, the skin tightening. His hips began to piston upward, meeting her strokes. His hands clutched at her ass, pulling her harder against him. He was babbling now, lost to the sensation. “Ella… God… I’m sorry, I didn’t mean…”

“Shhh,” she soothed, her voice a paradox of tenderness and control. She bent and kissed him, deep and wet, swallowing his apologies. Her hand never stopped moving. “Just feel it. Imagine it. Let it happen.”

His body tensed, a rigid bowstring against hers. A choked cry was muffled against her mouth. She felt the first hot, wet pulse against her fingers, then the next, and the next, as he came in thick, helpless spurts over her hand and his own stomach.

She held him through it, stroking him gently until he was spent, until he sagged back in the chair, panting, eyes wide with post-orgasm awe and confusion.

Ella looked at her glistening hand, then slowly, deliberately, brought her fingers to her lips and sucked them clean, her eyes never leaving his. The taste was salty, familiar. His.

She smiled, a slow, enigmatic curve of her mouth. She climbed off his lap, leaving him exposed and trembling. “See?” she said softly, wiping her hand on a napkin from the table. “You don’t have to be jealous. It’s all just… ideas. And look how much fun they are.”

She turned and began to walk towards the bedroom, the pink shorts clinging to the slickness between her thighs. She paused at the doorway, glancing over her shoulder at his dazed form. “But you should clean up, baby. Dinner’s getting cold.”


Chapter Eight

The comfortable silence of the Saturday night was a lie. The glow of the TV painted their lounging forms in shifting blue light. Tom’s arm was around Ella’s shoulders, her head resting in the crook of his neck, her toned, warm body curled against his side. It was the picture of domestic contentment. He broke the quiet, his voice soft, tentative.

“Babe, you know that what we talked about earlier is just fantasy?”

Ella remained quiet for a moment, her breath steady against his skin. The images from the kitchen, the pink outfits, his helpless arousal, his own words about Leon, hung between them like smoke.

Tom shifted, his arm tightening slightly. “Ella, babe, you know that, don’t you?”

A rather wicked smile haunted her lips. She didn’t look up at him. She just let the smile bloom in the dark. “Let’s test this out.”

“What?”

In one fluid, confident motion, she slid off the sofa, moving from the warmth of his side to the space between his legs on the floor. She knelt there, looking up at him, her blue eyes catching the flickering light. Her expression was a mix of playful challenge and deep, unsettling curiosity. “Now, baby,” she said, her voice a low, hypnotic murmur. “If you get hard, we know it’s more than just a fantasy.”

Tom’s heart hammered against his ribs. “I don’t understand.”

“Imagine Leon here now,” she whispered, leaning forward, her hands coming to rest on his inner thighs. She licked her lips, a slow, deliberate gesture. “He’s standing before me. He undresses before me, and his ‘big black cock’….as you like to describe it, springs free.”

Tom’s breath hitched, a sharp, pained sound. His body went rigid. “No, babe, please.”

She looked up at him, her big eyes wide, her sexy full lips parted. She smiled, then licked them again, a cat tasting cream. “I reach up, wrap my little hand around the black shaft, and then bring my lips to his ‘big black cock.’ Babe… you watching?”

“No… please, no… please, babe!” Tom’s protest was a weak, strangled thing. His head fell back against the sofa cushion, his eyes squeezing shut as if to block the image. But it was too late. It was already painted on the inside of his eyelids in vivid, shameful detail.

Then Ella reached up. Her fingers brushed the front of his grey sweatpants. His dick was already a rigid, straining line against the soft fabric. Hard again. So soon. “The idea turns you on so much,” she breathed, her voice thick with awe and power. “You want it. You want to see his ‘big black cock,’ don’t you?”

Her hand wrapped around the outline of his rock-hard dick through the fabric, squeezing firmly. He jerked beneath her touch.

“You want this, babe. You want to see it,” she stated, no longer a question.

“Nooo!... please, babe… no.” His voice was a broken whisper, his hips giving a tiny, involuntary thrust up into her grip.

Ella didn’t hesitate. She hooked her fingers into his waistband and pulled, yanking his sweatpants and boxers down in one rough motion. His slender, 5.5-inch erection sprang free, already leaking a bead of clear pre-cum that glistened in the TV’s light. It stood straight up, throbbing with every frantic beat of his heart. “But babe, you’re so hard,” she cooed, her gaze fixed on his cock. “You’re throbbing.”

She wrapped her fingers around his hot, silken skin and started to slowly stroke, from root to tip, her thumb smearing the pre-cum. “Imagine it, baby. I could bring him here. I could suck his big, thick black cock. Just for you, babe. So, you could watch.”

Tom’s whole body trembled. “No.. please… I don’t want it. Please.”

Ella stopped stroking. Her hand stayed wrapped tightly around the base of his shaft, a possessive ring. “You don’t? You want me to stop?” She could see his slender, throbbing erection, the head now slick and desperate. “I can stop.” She took her hand away completely, leaving him exposed and aching in the cool air.

Tom’s eyes flew open. “No!” The word ripped out of him, raw and desperate.

Ella tilted her head, all innocence. “‘No’? You wanted me to stop.”

“No, please, Ella. I don’t want you to stop. Please. You’re teasing me.” His hands were fists at his sides, knuckles white.

“Babe, you have to tell me,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky, commanding register. “What do you want?” She reached out and wrapped her hand tight around his dick again, squeezing quite hard at the base but not moving. The pressure was exquisite torture.

Tom was desperate now. His dick throbbed painfully, his balls a tight, aching weight. He needed release more than he needed air. The psychological dam was breaking, flooded by a tidal wave of forbidden, voyeuristic hunger. “I … I… I want to see. I want to see it.”

Ella’s lips curved in triumphant victory. Very slowly, she started to move her hand up and down, a tight, milking motion. She squeezed at the top, just under the swollen head, then squeezed hard again at the bottom. “What’s that, babe? You have to tell me clearly.” She brought her face right up close to the head of his small, throbbing dick. Her warm breath washed over the sensitive skin. She opened her mouth, her lips a hair’s breadth away, as if she was about to suck him, mirroring the fantasy she’d just described.

Tom was past coherence. The visual, her beautiful face so close to his dick, her lips parted, while she spoke of another man, unravelled him completely. It was a whisper, a confession torn from his soul. “I… I… I want to see… I want to see you with Leon. With his big black cock.”

Ella’s tongue came out, a pink flash in the dim light, and she licked a slow, wet stripe across the leaking head of his dick. The sensation was electric. She started pumping harder, her fist a relentless, perfect friction. “Tell me,” she demanded, her own arousal a damp heat between her thighs. “Tell me exactly what you want to see.”

Tom’s head thrashed side to side. “Oh, fuck!” He was blabbering, consumed. “I want to see you with him! With Leon! Fuck, yeah, I want to see him fuck you! I want to see you take his big black cock!” The words, once freed, gushed out in a torrent of shameful truth. “Oh fuck yes, I want to see him stretch you, fuck you, and I want to see him cum inside of you!”

That was it. The final, graphic admission broke the last seal. Ella stroked him furiously; her eyes locked on his contorted face. “That’s it, baby. That’s your truth.”

Tom’s body bowed off the sofa. A guttural, animal cry tore from his throat, a sound of utter surrender. His climax wasn’t a release; it was a seizure. Thick, hot ropes of cum fountain up from his pulsing slit, splattering violently onto his own chest and stomach with surprising force. The second, third, fourth pulses coated Ella’s stroking hand in warm, sticky wetness. It seemed to go on forever, a devastating, physically wrenching orgasm that left him shuddering and gasping, utterly spent.

As the last tremors subsided, Tom lay there, panting, covered in his own spend, his softening dick still in Ella’s loose grip. The horror of what he’d just confessed, the sheer power of the orgasm it had triggered, dawned on him. He looked mortified, crestfallen, shamed. His secret, his deepest, most forbidden kink, was now out in the open between them. He couldn’t take it back.

Ella slowly released him, looking at her glistening, cum-smeared hand with a kind of awe. She brought her fingers to her nose, then looked back at his shattered expression. Her voice was a soft, breathless whisper of pure, victorious discovery.

“Oh my god, Tom. I’ve never seen you cum so hard. You really want this, don’t you?”


Epilogue

The apartment was quiet.

The television in the sitting room, had long since gone dark, the last dishes left forgotten in the sink. The soft glow of the streetlight filtered through the curtains, casting pale bands of light across the bedroom.

Ella was already asleep.

She lay on her side, facing away from him, the sheet loosely draped over the curves of her body. Even in sleep she looked relaxed, completely at ease, one arm tucked beneath the pillow. A strand of her blonde hair had fallen across her cheek.

Tom lay beside her, staring up at the ceiling.

Sleep would not come.

His mind kept replaying the evening over and over again; the kitchen, the outfits, the teasing smile on Ella’s face as she pushed him further and further until he said something he hadn’t even realised, he was capable of saying.

He turned his head slightly, looking at her.

His beautiful Ella.

Even half covered by the sheet he could see the familiar outline of her athletic body; the narrow waist, the curve of her hips, the long lines of her legs disappearing into the darkness.

A warm, unsettling thought crept quietly into his mind.

Tomorrow she would be at the gym again.

Walking around in those tiny outfits.

Stretching. Moving. Training clients.

And Leon would be there.

The image came into his head before he could stop it.

Leon noticing her.

Leon watching her move.

Tom swallowed and shifted slightly under the covers.

He tried to push the thought away, but the more he resisted it the more clearly it formed in his mind.

Ella laughing with him.
Ella moving around the gym floor.
That powerful man standing nearby.

Tom closed his eyes.

“Just a fantasy,” he whispered quietly into the dark.

But the words felt weaker now.

His body betrayed him a moment later.

Slowly, almost reluctantly, the familiar stirring of arousal returned, growing despite his attempts to ignore it. He shifted slightly, staring at the ceiling again. He felt his dick grow.

His gaze drifted back to Ella.

She slept peacefully beside him, completely unaware of the storm turning quietly inside his head.

Tom lay there in the silence of the room, listening to her breathing, wondering if the line they had crossed that evening could ever truly be uncrossed.

And somewhere deep inside him, beneath the embarrassment and confusion, the same dangerous question kept returning.

Did he really want to see it?

Or had Ella simply discovered something about him that he had never been brave enough to admit to himself before?

But now, his dick was hard.

Tom lay awake long into the night, staring into the darkness, the question refusing to leave him.
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