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Introduction




A Hotwife Tales Novel




Jessica Swan never expected a gym membership to change her marriage. When her supportive husband Mike encourages her to work with Blake, Elite Performance Fitness's most sought-after personal trainer, she's only thinking about getting in shape.




Blake Thompson is professional, hands-on, and knows exactly how to push his clients to their limits. His reputation for transforming bodies is matched only by his ability to read couple dynamics, especially when a husband seems particularly encouraging.




As the training sessions progress, Jessica finds herself responding to more than just Blake's exercise regime. The way he positions her, corrects her form, and praises her progress awakens something she never knew she needed. Meanwhile, Mike's encouraging presence adds an unexpected layer of excitement to their sessions.




When a chance encounter in the steam room raises the temperature beyond professional boundaries, Jessica discovers her husband's surprising reaction. Could Mike's supportive behaviour be more than just innocent encouragement?




As Jessica explores her emerging desires with both men's explicit approval, she discovers that sometimes the strongest marriages are built on complete trust, open communication, and shared adventures. But crossing boundaries at the gym might just give her the workout of her life...




A steamy tale of trust, desire, and modern relationship dynamics, "The Personal Trainer" explores what happens when professional touches become something more - with her husband's full encouragement.




This novella features consensual adult situations, passionate encounters, and married couples exploring alternative lifestyle choices. Part of the Hotwife Tales series but can be read as a complete standalone story.


Preface

From the spicy mind of Chris P. Rider (The Harrington's Trilogy) comes a series of alternative lifestyle novellas and short stories.




Dive into this collection of steamy contemporary tales exploring modern relationships, forbidden desires, and consensual adventures. Each story stands alone, following different couples as they navigate the thrilling world of shared intimacy and open marriages.




These carefully crafted stories blend:




Sizzling encounters

Deep emotional connections

Modern relationship dynamics

Trust and communication

Passionate romance

Intense chemistry

Perfect for readers who enjoy:




Contemporary adult fiction

Modern relationship exploration

Strong character development

Steamy encounters

Alternative lifestyle stories

High-heat romance




Warning: These stories contain mature themes and explicit content suitable for open-minded adult readers only. Each book features consensual encounters between married couples and carefully chosen partners. While connected by theme, each story is complete and can be read in any order.


Chapter 1: The Gym

Jessica stood in the master bedroom of her Victorian terrace conversion in Kentish Town, the morning sunlight warming her skin but doing little to dispel the chill of self-doubt gnawing at her. At 35, Jessica was a successful estate agent known for her charm and intelligence. But today, as she examined her reflection, she felt far from confident. Clad in a loose-fitting T-shirt and yoga pants, she critically assessed the appearance of her curvy, hourglass figure, now slightly fuller after a holiday of casual indulgences.

She pulled at the fabric, trying to disguise her hips and thighs which felt a little snugger than they should. Does Mike still find her attractive? Her husband of twelve years, Mike, was 37 and had always been physically fit, with an athletic build from his regular workouts. Standing taller with broad shoulders, he radiated a mature, professional allure, which only compounded her insecurities.

Turning slightly, Jessica caught a glimpse of Mike's reflection in the mirror, walking into the room with a bright smile that ignited a flicker of warmth inside her. He was handsome in a smart-casual way, dressed well but not flashy, with light stubble framing his jaw. Yet, despite his handsome exterior and her love for him, Jessica couldn’t shake the feeling that he might not see her like he used to.

"Morning, beautiful," he said, his voice smooth with affection. But those words felt heavy in her mind, each syllable layered with her doubts. Could he really be attracted to her in this state?

Mike strolled closer, his gaze drifting from the mirror back to her, keenly aware of her inner turmoil. "What’s going on in that lovely head of yours?" His tone was gentle and sincere, but Jessica hesitated, afraid to burden him with her self-criticism.

"Just... thinking about how I might need to lose some weight," she admitted quietly, glancing away from the mirror, avoiding Mike's eyes. "I know I've put on a bit, and I worry you're not going to fancy me anymore."

To her surprise, Mike’s expression softened even further, and he stepped behind her, placing a supportive hand on her shoulder. "Jess, you know I love you just the way you are. But if you're feeling uncomfortable, maybe we can do something about it together?"

Her heart raced at the thought, but trepidation crept in. "Together? Do you mean, like, me joining your gym? What if it’s just a bunch of idiots posing in front of mirrors?"

Mike chuckled softly, a warm familiar sound that eased some of her tension. "I promise you, it's not like that. It's a supportive community, everyone's just focused on getting better, not showing off. Plus, the trainers are amazing." He met her gaze in the mirror, his green eyes earnest and reassuring. "I’ve seen how they work with clients; they really care about helping you achieve your goals."

Jessica wasn't convinced despite Mike's reassurances, the idea of being surrounded by people who understood her struggles appealing, yet frightening at the same time. "What if I embarrass myself? What if I can't keep up?"

Mike leaned in closer, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. "Then I’ll be right there with you, cheering you on. You won’t be alone. It’ll be fun, Jess. A chance for us to do something together. We can even set a goal; maybe a challenge for both of us?"

She looked back at their reflection, caught between uncertainty and a budding sense of hope. Perhaps this was the push she needed—not just for her body but for her self-esteem. Jessica took a deep breath, the warmth of Mike's reassurance wrapping around her like a blanket. "All right, I’ll give it a go."

"That’s my girl," Mike beamed, the love and encouragement radiating from him, "I'll sign you up today while I’m there, and we can start going together in a couple of days." And in that moment, as Jessica smiled back at her husband, a spark of excitement flickered within her. Maybe this step would lead her back to the confidence she had lost.

◆◆◆

Jessica's grip tightened on her gym bag as they approached the converted Victorian warehouse. The glass frontage gleamed in the early evening sun, the up-market gym's frosted logo somehow making it look even more intimidating. Her heart fluttered as a svelte blonde in perfect Lululemon gear breezed past them through the automatic doors.

"You sure about this?" she murmured to Mike, unconsciously smoothing down her loose-fitting t-shirt over her new leggings. The fabric felt foreign against her skin – she hadn’t wanted to spend money on a new outfit before at least trying out the place a few times, it felt like throwing money away otherwise.

"Trust me," Mike squeezed her hand, his familiar touch grounding her. "Blake's the best trainer here. Sarah at work raves about him."

The air conditioning hit her as they entered, a welcome relief from the June heat, carrying with it the subtle scent of eucalyptus and something citrusy. Jessica took in the industrial-chic design - exposed brick walls softened by pendant lighting, with polished concrete floors that somehow managed to look elegant. The reception area opened into a juice bar where fit people in designer workout gear chatted easily, protein shakes in hand. A retail section displayed racks of intimidatingly small clothing sizes.

"I feel underdressed already," Jessica whispered as Mike led her to the reception desk. A perky brunette - Tina, according to her name badge - looked up with a practised smile.

"Welcome to Elite Performance! How can I help?"

Mike handled the conversation while Jessica continued taking in the details. Everything screamed luxury - from the chrome and leather seating area to the digital screens displaying class schedules. Even the water dispenser looked premium, with fruit-infused water gleaming in the ambient lighting.

Her attention was drawn to movement in the far corner. A trainer in fitted black Elite Performance gear was spotting an athletic-looking woman at the squat rack. His hands were positioned professionally on her waist, but there was something magnetic about the way he moved. The woman was similar to Jessica in build, though more toned, and she was clearly comfortable with his touch.

Mike nudged her gently. "That's Blake over there," he nodded towards the scene she'd been watching.

Jessica's breath caught slightly. Even from this distance, she could see why Sarah from Mike's work "raved" about him. Tall, athletic without being bulky, with the kind of natural confidence that drew the eye. His black trainer's shirt stretched perfectly across broad shoulders, and as he adjusted his client's form, she caught a glimpse of powerful forearms.

Oh no, she thought, watching him guide the woman through another squat, he's gorgeous. This might have been a terrible idea...

◆◆◆

The sleek corridor leading to the changing rooms felt like a boutique hotel, all slate tiles and ambient lighting. Mike paused outside the women's area.

"You'll love this - it's more spa than a gym," he grinned, clearly proud to show her around. "Card access only, totally secure. I'll wait here while you take a look."

Jessica swiped her new membership card, hearing the soft click of the lock. Inside, her eyes widened. The changing area was stunning - a large central space with solid oak benches surrounded by private changing cubicles. A woman about her age was fixing her makeup at one of the vanity stations, wearing what looked like new Gymshark gear that hugged every curve perfectly.

Everyone looks so... fit, Jessica thought, clutching her bag tighter. What am I doing here?

She noted the individual shower cubicles with their rainfall heads and built-in toiletry dispensers, the heated towel rails, and digital scales discreetly tucked away in a corner. Everything spoke of luxury and serious fitness commitment. Her old budget gym's changing rooms felt like a school locker room in comparison.

Emerging back into the corridor, she found Mike chatting easily with a member she recognised from his morning workout photos - David something, she thought. They were discussing squat techniques with the comfortable familiarity of regular gym-goers.

"Mrs Swan?"

The voice behind her was warm and professional. Jessica turned and immediately wished she'd worn something more flattering than her baggy t-shirt. Blake was even more impressive up close - tall, athletic without being bulky, with dark blonde hair and the kind of smile that probably got him excellent tips. His Elite Performance polo shirt fitted perfectly across his broad chest, the fabric almost pointless the way it highlighted his muscles.

"Jessica, please," she managed, very aware of Mike watching their interaction with interest.

"Great to meet you properly," Blake's handshake was firm but not overwhelming, his hand warm and dry against hers. "Mike's told me a bit about what you're looking for. Shall we start with a tour?"

Mike stepped forward, placing a supportive hand on her lower back. "Blake's been helping me with my form for months. You're in good hands."

Very good hands, Jessica thought, then immediately felt her cheeks warm at the direction of her thoughts.

"I promise not to break her," Blake's eyes crinkled with amusement, clearly noting her nervous energy. "Though I can't promise she won't feel it tomorrow."

"That's what I'm afraid of," Jessica attempted a joke, relaxing slightly as both men chuckled.

"Trust me," Blake's voice was reassuring, all business but still warm. "We'll start slow, build up gradually. By the time you're doing serious workouts, you'll be amazed at what your body's capable of."

Something about his tone, the quiet confidence in his words, made Jessica's initial anxiety start to fade. He clearly knew what he was doing, and the way Mike was so comfortable with him helped.

"Ready to see the rest of the facility?" Blake gestured towards the main gym floor. "I think you'll be impressed..."

◆◆◆

The main gym floor was a fitness enthusiast's dream. Floor-to-ceiling windows flooded the space with early evening light, highlighting the pristine equipment arranged in clearly defined zones. Blake led them past the cardio area, where a row of top-end treadmills faced the London skyline.

"Best view in the gym," he commented. "Though most mornings Mike's here so early it's still dark."

"5:30 am," Jessica shook her head fondly. "I think he's mad."

"Gets busy after seven," Mike explained. "I like having the place to myself."

A sleek blonde – Sarah from Mike’s work, gave Blake a lingering smile as she stepped off her treadmill. "Great session yesterday, Blake."

"Thanks, Sarah. Form's really improving." His response was professional, but Jessica noticed how Sarah's eyes followed him as they moved on.

Of course, they all look at him like that, Jessica thought. He probably has half the gym crushing on him.

They passed through the free weights area, where serious-looking men and impressively toned women worked with focused intensity. Jessica felt increasingly self-conscious in her loose t-shirt among all the designer compression wear.

"This is usually quieter mid-morning," Blake explained, noting her hesitation. "We'll start you here when it's less intimidating."

"Is it that obvious I'm nervous?" Jessica attempted a smile.

"Everyone feels it at first," Blake's voice was reassuring. "Even the ones in fancy gear trying to look like they were born here."

Mike squeezed her hand. "You should see some of the Instagram poses when they think no one's watching."

They climbed the stairs to the second floor, where the space opened into a more exclusive-feeling area. Private training suites lined one wall, their frosted glass doors offering discrete workout spaces. The other side housed a stretching zone with foam rollers and yoga mats.

"This is where we'll do most of your training," Blake indicated one of the suites. "More focused, less distracting."

A pair of women in matching sets whispered together as they passed, glancing between Blake and Jessica. She felt her cheeks warm, assuming they were judging her obvious beginner status.

"Don't mind them," Blake said quietly. "They're just curious about new members."

Or wondering why someone who looks like me is with a trainer who looks like you, Jessica thought, then immediately chided herself for the direction of her thoughts.

The tour ended at the wellness suite, where the scent of eucalyptus grew stronger. Through glass doors, Jessica glimpsed a luxurious spa area with a sauna, steam room, and what looked like a cold plunge pool.

"All included in your membership," Blake smiled. "Great for recovery after sessions."

"Which you'll definitely need," Mike added with a grin. "Blake's not known for going easy on clients."

"Only as hard as they can manage," Blake's tone was professional, but something in his slight smile made Jessica's cheeks warm again. "Ready to start your initial assessment?"

◆◆◆

Blake led them to a quieter corner of the main floor, partially screened by a pillar and facing floor-to-ceiling mirrors. He pulled out a tablet, all business now.

"Mike, feel free to start your workout," Blake suggested professionally. "This part's a bit boring, just basic measurements and mobility checks."

"I'll be over at the bench press," Mike squeezed Jessica's shoulder before heading off, though she noticed he chose a spot with a clear view of them, which reassured her.

"Right then," Blake smiled reassuringly. "First, let's check your range of motion. Arms out to the sides for me?"

His hands were warm through her t-shirt as he positioned her shoulders. Jessica tried to focus on her form in the mirror rather than how his fingers felt against her skin.

"Good. Now, slowly raise them up..." His practiced touch was firm as he guided the movement. "Any discomfort?"

"No," Jessica managed, very aware of his proximity behind her. "Should there be?"

Blake chuckled. "Hopefully not. Though most people have some restrictions from desk work or poor posture." His hands moved to her shoulder blades, pressing gently. "Squeeze these together for me?"

Jesus, his hands are strong, Jessica thought, then immediately felt her cheeks warm. Stop it. He does this with everyone.

"Now a forward fold," Blake demonstrated. "Let me check your hamstring flexibility."

Jessica bent forward, grateful her face was hidden as his palm ran professionally down her spine, encouraging a deeper stretch. She could see Mike in the mirror, pretending to check his phone between sets.

"Bit tight here," Blake's fingers pressed into her lower back. "We'll work on that. Straighten up slowly."

Each mobility test brought new touches - adjusting her hip alignment, checking her ankle stability, and positioning her neck for rotation checks. Every contact was completely by the book, yet Jessica found herself growing increasingly aware of his hands.

"Measurements next," Blake pulled a tape measure from his pocket. "Standard procedure for tracking progress."

"Progress towards what?" Jessica asked, trying to sound casual as he measured her waist.

"Your goals," Blake's voice was warm. "Mike mentioned you wanted to tone up, maybe build some strength?"

The tape measure slid down to her hips. Jessica held her breath slightly.

"Plus, improved energy levels, better posture..." His fingers brushed her hip bone as he recorded the number. "Though I suspect you'll discover lots of unexpected benefits from training."

Like learning how it feels to have a gorgeous man's hands all over you? Jessica pushed the thought away, mortified at herself.

"Arms up again," Blake moved behind her, the tape measure sliding around her ribcage, just below her bust. His breath stirred her hair slightly. "Good. Nearly done."

Mike was definitely watching now, a slight smile playing around his lips. Jessica wondered if he could tell how flustered she was getting from these clinical touches.

"Last measurements," Blake's hands were steady as he positioned the tape around her upper arm, then thigh. "These are the areas we'll see change first as we build lean muscle."

If I survive these sessions without combusting, Jessica thought, hyper-aware of his proximity as he recorded the final numbers.

Blake tapped a few final notes into his tablet before tucking it away. "Right, let's get you scheduled for your first proper session. Based on your flexibility, I'd recommend starting with some basic resistance work, focusing on form."

Mike wandered back over, a light sheen of sweat making his training shirt cling slightly. "All measured up?"

"Your wife's got good natural mobility," Blake replied professionally. "Just needs some work on hip flexors and thoracic extension." His eyes met Jessica's in the mirror. "Nothing we can't fix with regular sessions."

Regular sessions of his hands all over me, Jessica thought, then felt guilty at how appealing that sounded.

"I have a slot free Thursday evening," Blake pulled up his schedule. "Seven works well - gym's much quieter by then, great for introductory sessions."

"Perfect," Mike answered before Jessica could. "Though she'll need proper gear before then."

Blake's eyes tracked over Jessica's loose t-shirt, his gaze somehow making her skin tingle. "Definitely want something you can move in properly. The shop here has some good options. Sarah from your work swears by their compression wear, doesn't she Mike?"

"That's what she tells me," Mike's hand settled warmly on Jessica's lower back. "Maybe we could look now, while we're here?"

Jessica nodded, very aware of being caught between Mike's supportive touch and Blake's appreciative but professional assessment of her current outfit.

"Great first session," Blake's smile was warm. "Looking forward to starting properly Thursday." He turned to go, then added casually over his shoulder, "The black set in the window display would suit you perfectly."

As they watched him walk away, Mike's hand slid slightly lower on her back. "Shall we go shopping then?"

Christ yes, Jessica thought, anything to stop me from watching Blake's retreating form in those fitted trainer shorts.

"You okay?" Mike asked as they headed towards the retail section. "You seem a bit flushed."

"Just... warm," Jessica managed, though the air conditioning was perfectly cool. "Must be all that mobility work."

"Must be," Mike agreed, but something in his tone made her wonder if he'd noticed exactly how affected she'd been by Blake's hands-on work.

◆◆◆

The bedside lamp cast a warm glow across their bedroom as Jessica settled against the headboard, her Kindle propped on her bent knees. Mike was beside her, already in his usual sleeping shorts, though she noticed he kept glancing at his gym bag for tomorrow's early session. The faint scent of his post-shower body wash mingled with the crisp cotton of their recently changed sheets.

I should tell him how relieved I am about today. He looks pleased with himself.

"You know," Jessica started, lowering her Kindle, "I was terrified it would be all Instagram models and judgmental looks today."

Mike's answering smile was knowing. "And?"

"And... I actually felt quite comfortable. Eventually." She nudged his leg with her foot under the covers. "Once I got over the shock of how posh it all is. Did you see that changing room? It's nicer than that spa we went to in Bath!"

Her eyes drifted to the shopping bags from their impromptu spending spree, the Gymshark logo visible in the lamplight. "Though I still can't believe you talked me into those compression leggings. They're so... fitted."

"They're perfect," Mike's grin widened. "Professional athletes wear them. And that matching sports bra? Very Elite Performance standard."

Jessica felt her cheeks warm. "Blake probably didn't mean quite that figure-hugging when he said 'wear something you can move in properly,'" she mimicked his professional tone, then laughed. "I'm not sure I'm brave enough for Thursday's session."

Why am I blushing? It's just gym wear... even if Mike did pick out the most form-fitting options...

"Blake seemed very... thorough," Mike's tone was teasing as his hand found her ankle under the covers. "Sarah from work wasn't exaggerating about his attention to detail. He'll appreciate proper technical wear."

The way he said it made Jessica's pulse quicken slightly. There was something in his voice, something beyond simple amusement. His thumb traced faintly on her skin as he watched her reaction.

The way he's talking about Blake... like he noticed too. How he was just doing a trainer's job, but, also how intense those hands-on corrections were...

"Oh, so that's why you picked him?" Jessica raised an eyebrow, trying to keep her voice light. "Based on Sarah's glowing reviews?"

Mike's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Well, she did say he gets results," he shifted closer, his hand now resting warm on her thigh. "Though she might have mentioned once or twice how 'amazing' his training style is."

"Once or twice?" Jessica snorted, though her skin tingled where Mike touched her. "The way he was handling that woman at the squat rack, I'm surprised Sarah gets any actual training done. Especially in outfits like the one you've bought me."

Are we really joking about this? About how attractive my new trainer is? And why don't I mind?

"So, you'll be going again then?" Mike asked innocently, his hand inching higher beneath the covers. "If only to see Blake's 'training style' in action?"

Jessica felt her cheeks burn hotter. "The gym is very nice," she said primly, trying to hide her smile. "The trainer's... professional demeanour is just a bonus."

"Professional, hmm?" Mike's voice dropped lower as he shifted closer. "Like how professionally he wrapped a tape measuring under your boobs?"

"Mike!" Jessica laughed but didn't pull away from his touch. "You were watching that?"

"Hard not to," he murmured, his lips finding her neck. "Especially with how good you looked in even those loose clothes. Thursday's session in your new gear..." he trailed off suggestively.

He's getting turned on talking about this. About Blake watching me, touching me...

"You're terrible," Jessica managed, though her breathing had quickened. "Making me wear those tight leggings for him- I mean, for training."

Mike's soft chuckle against her skin sent shivers down her spine. "For training, of course. Though Blake's a professional... I'm sure he'll remain completely focused on your form."

A comfortable silence fell between them, though Jessica's mind was racing. Mike's hand traced lazy patterns on her thigh as they both pretended to read - her Kindle long forgotten, his phone untouched on the nightstand.

This should feel wrong. Discussing my attraction to another man. My husband seemingly encouraged it. But somehow...

"You know," Mike said finally, reaching for her Kindle, "if you're going to be training regularly, we should probably make sure you're... properly warmed up."

Jessica couldn't help giggling as he set both their Kindles aside and reached for the lamp. "Another workout? I thought you had an early session tomorrow?"

"Some things are worth being tired for," his voice was warm in the darkness. "Besides, I want to see how flexible you are before Blake starts those private stretching sessions, so I can compare ‘before and after’."

"Mike!" But she was already melting into his kiss, her body responding to his touch and his words. The image of Blake's strong hands guiding her during upcoming training mingled with the sensation of Mike's fingers sliding beneath her nightdress, creating a heady mixture of guilt and arousal.

As Mike's mouth moved lower, Jessica closed her eyes and let herself float in the delicious confusion of it all. But for now, in the darkness of their bedroom, she would simply enjoy her husband's unexpected reaction to her gym induction.

The last coherent thought she had before Mike's talented tongue demanded her full attention was that Thursday's training session was going to be very interesting indeed.


Chapter 2: Jessica's First Sessions

Jessica adjusted her new leggings nervously. They were tighter than she'd usually wear, but Mike had insisted they were perfect when they'd gone shopping. She could see him settling at a bench press across the gym floor, pretending to be absorbed in his phone but still clearly watching her.

The changing room mirror had shown every curve, every contour - the high-waisted Lululemon leggings and matching black sports bra leaving little to the imagination. Mike's eyes had darkened appreciatively when she'd modelled them at home, his hands sliding over the smooth fabric. "Perfect for showing off your curves," he'd murmured.

At least these clothes look more appropriate than that baggy t-shirt. Even if they show everything... God, what if other people think they're too revealing?

"Ready to start?" Blake's voice made her jump slightly. He was holding a tablet, looking professional in his fitted black trainer's gear. "Let's begin with some basic machines, get you comfortable with proper form."

Her pulse quickened as she followed him across the gym floor. The late evening crowd had thinned out, but she could still feel eyes on her - or maybe that was just her heightened awareness of every movement in her new outfit.

"The key is keeping your shoulders back," Blake demonstrated the movement at the chest press, his own form perfect. Jessica tried not to stare at how his trainer's shirt stretched across his shoulders, the fabric clinging to every defined muscle.

Focus on the exercise, not the trainer. No wonder Sarah from Mike's work raves about him. Those arms... Now stop it, Jessica!

"Like this?" She positioned herself on the machine, immediately feeling Blake's hands make subtle adjustments to her posture. His strong hands were firm and sure as he guided her shoulders back.

"Almost. Here..." His fingers pressed gently but insistently. "You want to protect your rotator cuff. Perfect." His breath was warm near her ear as he spoke, sending an involuntary shiver down her spine.

Between sets, Blake kept the conversation flowing naturally, his manner professional yet engaging. "So how long have you been in an estate agent?"

"About ten years now," Jessica managed between controlled breaths, grateful for the distraction from his proximity. "Started just after university."

"Must keep you active, all those viewings," Blake adjusted the weight slightly. "Though different muscle groups from what we'll be working here."

"What made you choose personal training?" she asked, catching her breath between sets. She could see Mike glancing over periodically, a slight smile playing on his lips.

"Rugby injury at university actually," Blake's hands were back on her shoulders, correcting her form with gentle pressure. "Learned a lot about rehabilitation, found I had a knack for helping others."

"You clearly know what you're doing," Jessica said, then blushed at how that sounded. But Blake just chuckled, his thumbs making small circles on her shoulders as he guided her through the last repetition.

"Years of practice," he replied, his voice low enough that only she could hear. "Though some clients are more rewarding to work with than others."

The way he says that... Stop it! I'm reading too much into everything. But Mike's expression when he watches us.

She caught Mike's eye across the gym again - he was still pretending to be absorbed in his phone, but she could see the slight flush on his cheeks, the way his eyes darkened when Blake's hands adjusted her position. 

"Ready to move on?" Blake gathered his tablet, gesturing towards the leg press. "This one's great for overall lower body strength," he was saying, but Jessica was momentarily distracted by Mike giving her an enthusiastic thumbs up from across the gym.

"Your husband's dedicated," Blake noted, following her gaze. "Here every other morning at 5:30am."

"He's very... driven," Jessica managed, suddenly very aware of how the leg press position would display her body in these new leggings. The machine faced one of the gym's many mirrors, giving her a clear view of both Mike and Blake as she settled into position.

Why does Mike look so pleased about all this? And why do I feel like I'm on display, and why don’t I really mind?

"Now then," there was something to the commanding tone of his voice that made her skin tingle, "the key here is keeping your back flat against the pad." His hands skimmed her lower back, adjusting her position. "Perfect."

She could see Mike in the mirror, pretending to scroll through his phone but obviously watching as Blake's hands moved to her thighs, positioning her feet on the platform.

"Wider stance," Blake instructed, his fingers pressing gently just above her knees. "Opens up the hip flexors more." His touch lingered a fraction longer than strictly necessary, and Jessica felt a naughty sensation blossom through her.

He knows exactly what he's doing. Those hands... Jesus, even his professional touches feel somehow intimate.

"Like this?" She adjusted her position, very aware of how the movement made the compression fabric stretch across her thighs.

"Perfect form," Blake's approval was warm. "Though let me just..." His hands gripped her hips, making a final adjustment. "There. Feel the difference?"

Jessica nodded, not entirely trusting her voice. She could feel the warmth of his hands through the fabric, and when she glanced in the mirror, she caught Mike watching intently.

"You’re a natural at this, within a few weeks your core strength will really have improved," Blake observed as she completed another set, his eyes professionally appreciative. "You’ll soon have that killer body you want back.  I bet Mike loves you joining him here?"

"He's very... encouraging," Jessica managed between controlled breaths. "Especially about the gym gear." Her mind raced at the hidden compliment… killer body.

Blake's laugh was low, private. "I can see that. These are definitely an upgrade from that baggy t-shirt."

The way he's looking at me... and Mike watching us both... I've never felt so exposed. Or so turned on.

"Time for some water," Blake announced, offering her a bottle. Their fingers brushed during the exchange, and Jessica felt that now-familiar flutter in her stomach. "How are you finding it?"

"Better than I expected," Jessica smiled, catching Mike's eye across the gym again. He was beaming. "Though I might regret saying that tomorrow."

"Don't worry, I'll ease you in gently," Blake's tone was professional, but something in his slight smile made Jessica's cheeks warm. "Though you're handling the intensity well."

She took another sip of water, using the moment to gather herself. The gym had quietened further, the evening crowd thinning out, leaving their little triangle of tension feeling more intimate.

"Mike mentioned you used to play sports at university?" Blake's question was casual as he made notes on his tablet.

"Netball, years ago," Jessica replied, watching a bead of condensation track down her water bottle. "Though nothing as intense as this."

"The body remembers," Blake's eyes met hers in the mirror. "Muscle memory. Your form is... very natural."

Even his compliments feel loaded now. Or am I just being silly? Just an out-of-shape woman desperate for attention? But still, the way he moves, the way he touches...

She could see Mike approaching slowly, his own workout apparently complete. The sight of him coming closer made her suddenly aware of how flushed she must look, how the expensive new gym wear clung to her sweating body.

"Looking good," Mike called out, his voice carrying a double meaning that made Jessica's cheeks burn. "Blake's certainly putting you through your paces."

"Your wife's a natural," Blake replied smoothly, one hand resting casually on the leg press frame near Jessica's shoulder. "Very responsive to instruction."

Oh no, are they actually flirting through me? The way they're looking at each other... at me...

"Time to cool down properly," Blake led them to the stretching area, a semi-private space with padded flooring and full-length mirrors. "Mike, you might want to observe these stretches - could help with your morning routine too."

Mike settled onto a nearby bench, phone forgotten in his hand. "Always room for improvement," he agreed, eyes following as Blake guided Jessica to the mat.

"Hamstrings are usually tight for beginners," Blake knelt beside her as she stretched forward. His hands were warm on her calves, adjusting the stretch. "Let me know if this is too much pressure."

Everything feels like too much pressure right now... His hands, Mike watching, this whole situation...

"How's your own training going, Mike?" Blake asked conversationally, his hands sliding up to adjust Jessica's knee alignment. "Still hitting those early sessions?"

"Five-thirty sharp," Mike nodded, his voice carrying an undertone Jessica couldn't quite read. "Though my form probably needs work compared to what you're showing Jessica."

Blake's laugh was warm as he guided Jessica deeper into the stretch. "We could always arrange some couple's training. Work on both your techniques together."

Are they actually discussing this? While his hands are all over me? Fuck, Mike looks so... interested.

"Now," Blake's voice was closer to her ear as he helped her shift position, "let's work on those hip flexors. These get especially tight from sitting at a desk all day."

His hands were confident, yet still felt intimate as he guided her into the stretch. Jessica could feel the heat of his body behind her, supporting her movement.

"Mike, notice how the alignment here is crucial," Blake was saying, one hand steady on Jessica's waist while the other indicated the proper form. "The same principle applies to your squat form."

"I can see that," Mike's voice was slightly rough. "The angle makes a big difference."

They're discussing workout techniques while Blake's basically holding me down... and Mike seems to be loving every second. He’s probably just laughing at my discomfort.

"Last one," Blake's hands adjusted her position again, his touch lingering slightly. "This will help prevent soreness tomorrow. Though some muscle awareness is natural after a good session."

Jessica caught Mike's eye in the mirror - he was watching them with that same pleased expression he'd worn all evening, something hungry in his gaze.

"You should feel this right here," Blake's fingers pressed gently into her hip flexor, demonstrating the stretch point. "Mike, you probably get similar tightness from your morning runs?"

"Definitely," Mike stood, moving closer. "Though I clearly need some pointers on proper stretching technique."

"We can work on that," Blake's professional manner was back in place as he helped Jessica up from the final stretch. "Great work today. Same time next Tuesday?"

"Perfect," Mike answered before Jessica could, his hand settling warmly on her lower back. "She'll be ready."

Ready for what exactly? And why do I feel Mike’s enjoying it too much?

"Looking forward to it," Blake gathered his tablet, eyes meeting Jessica's with that now-familiar intensity. "The first few sessions are crucial for building proper core strength."

Jessica felt Mike's hand press slightly firmer against her back as Blake spoke, a gesture that felt both possessive and... encouraging.

"Thanks, Blake," she managed, very aware of standing between the two men. "It was... very thorough."

"That's what we aim for," Blake's smile held a promise that made her pulse quicken. "Complete satisfaction with every session."

As they headed towards the changing rooms, Jessica could hear the men exchanging comments about workout schedules and form techniques, their voices carrying that same undertone of something more significant.

"I'll shower at home," she told Mike, gathering her things quickly. Her skin still tingled where Blake had touched her during the stretches, and she needed time to process everything that had happened.

"Of course," Mike's kiss was surprisingly heated for a public space. "You can tell me all about the session on the way home."

The way he says that... like he wants every detail. What’s up with him?

As they left, Jessica caught Blake's reflection in the mirror - he was watching them go with that knowing smile that made her stomach flip. Tuesday suddenly felt very far away.

◆◆◆

Jessica shifted in her office chair, still feeling yesterday's workout in muscles she'd forgotten existed. Her computer showed the details of a three-bedroom Victorian conversion she needed to value, but her attention kept drifting to her phone, face-down on the desk beside her.

The ache in her thighs made her squirm, bringing back flashes of Blake's hands making those "professional adjustments" during the stretches. Her cheeks warmed at the memory of Mike watching them so intently.

She mused about how long it had been since she'd had a proper workout, though the lingering thoughts of Blake's touch weren't exactly helping her focus.

Her phone buzzed softly against the glass desk surface. Jessica glanced around the open-plan office before picking it up, telling herself it was probably just Mike checking in as he often did mid-morning.

[Blake]: "How are you feeling after yesterday? Any particular areas feeling it?"

Her heart did an embarrassing little flip. She stared at the message, the casual muscle emoji somehow making it both more professional and more intimate at the same time.

Well, that's... professional of him to check. Totally normal for a trainer.

[Jessica]: "Everything hurts! But good hurt. Those stretches helped, I can’t imagine how I’d feel now without them x"

The moment she hit send, she froze, staring at that tiny "x" at the end of her message. She never put kisses on professional messages. What had possessed her to do that?

Was adding that kiss too forward? Too casual? Goodness, she was analysing this far too much.

[Blake]: "That's normal after the first session. Remember to stay hydrated and keep moving. The hip flexors often catch people out ;-)"

Jessica felt her cheeks warm at the memory of those particular stretches, Blake's hands steady and professional on her thighs. The winking emoji seemed to dance on her screen, suggesting he remembered exactly how thoroughly he'd worked on loosening those muscles.

Stop it. He sends these messages to all his clients. Sarah from Mike's work probably gets them too.

Jessica's phone rang, vibrating against her glass desk. She sighed at the caller ID - Mrs Henderson, her pickiest client, undoubtedly with more questions about the Primrose Hill viewing.

"Yes, Mrs Henderson..." Jessica swivelled her chair to face the window, already anticipating a lengthy call. "The previous owners did replace all the original fireplaces, but the Victorian features in the cornicing remain intact..."

◆◆◆

Ten minutes of detailed architectural history later, Jessica ended the call and turned back to her phone. Her pulse quickened seeing Blake's message still waiting for a response.

Stop acting like a teenager. He's just being thorough with his clients.

[Jessica]: "The leg press was definitely tough! Mike says my form looked good though :-)"

She could hardly look at the screen as she hit send, wondering if the emoji made it too casual. Blake's response came quickly:

[Blake]: "Your husband has a good eye. You're a natural at taking instruction."

Heat crept up her neck as she read those words. The double meaning danced at the edges of her mind, though she tried to dismiss it.

Is he flirting? No, just being encouraging. Though Mike would probably find this amusing...

Her phone buzzed again:

[Blake]: "Don't forget to book in for our next session. We can build on yesterday's progress."

Jessica found herself smiling as she typed back.

[Jessica]: "Already in my calendar! Mike's very keen for me to keep it up"

I'll show Mike these messages later. Nothing inappropriate about a trainer checking on his client. Even if he is ridiculously attractive...

Jessica grabbed her mug from her desk and headed for the office kitchen, needing caffeine to get through the rest of her morning. Her phone weighed heavy in her pocket, Blake's messages still playing on her mind.

The kettle hummed to life as she spooned coffee into her mug. A smile crept across her face unbidden as she recalled Blake's winking emoji. The thrill of their text exchange lingered, making her feel oddly buoyant despite her aching muscles.

It's just friendly chat, she told herself, watching the kettle steam. He probably messages all his clients like this. Though those hands during stretching...

"Good news?"

Jessica was startled at Jane's voice behind her. Her colleague stood in the kitchen doorway, eyebrow raised at Jessica's evident daydreaming.

"Just my trainer checking in," Jessica kept her tone casual, surprised by how natural the words felt. "Making sure I'm not too sore after yesterday."

It's nice though, isn't it? Having someone like Blake notice you. Not that it means anything...

◆◆◆

Jessica checked her phone one last time before entering the gym. Mike's apologetic message still displayed: "Total disaster with the production server. Stuck here till fixed. So sorry to miss watching you!"

Her stomach fluttered with a mix of disappointment and... something else. Something that felt dangerously like excitement. She adjusted her new compression top self-consciously, noting how the fabric clung to every curve. Mike had insisted on buying her a whole new workout wardrobe, each piece seemingly more revealing than the last.

"No Mike today?"

Blake's voice made her jump slightly. He was leaning against the reception desk, looking unfairly good in his fitted trainer's gear. He seemed to be wearing a polo shirt a size too small, and Jessica found herself remembering Mike's comment about how well it showed off his physique.

"Work emergency," she explained, tugging at the hem of her top. "Server crash or something."

Should I have worn something less... fitted without Mike here? Though he did pick it out...

"Ah, the joys of tech," Blake's smile was sympathetic but his eyes... Jessica felt her cheeks warm as his gaze travelled appreciatively over her outfit. "Ready to get started?"

The gym was quieter than usual for their evening session. A few regulars occupied the weight area, but the overall atmosphere felt more intimate without the usual after-work crowd. Without Mike's reassuring presence across the room, every sound seemed amplified - the soft whir of treadmills, the clink of weights, the low hum of conversation.

"How are you feeling after Tuesday's session?" Blake asked as they headed to the cardio area. His hand ghosted over her lower back, somehow more... present than usual. "Any lingering soreness?"

"Much better actually," Jessica found herself smiling, remembering how thoroughly Mike had helped her "stretch out" after their last session. "Though I definitely felt those squats the next day."

"That's how you know they're working," Blake's grin was infectious. He gestured towards the mirrors, where their reflections stood side by side. "You're making fantastic progress already - I can see definition starting to come through in your legs."

God, he's noticed my legs? Stop blushing like a teenager, Jessica!

She watched their reflection as Blake demonstrated the warm-up routine. The contrast between them was striking - his tall, athletic frame made her feel delicately feminine despite her growing strength. Without Mike's gaze meeting hers in the mirror, she felt both more vulnerable and more... daring.

"Your form has improved dramatically over just these last few weeks," Blake noted as she matched his movements. "Those stretches you've been doing at home must be helping."

Jessica bit her lip, remembering exactly what kind of "stretches" she and Mike had been exploring, her libido has rocketed since she started getting fit, and come to that, so had her husbands. "They definitely are. Mike's been... very encouraging with my homework."

Blake's chuckle was low, knowing. "I'm sure he has. He seems very invested in your progress." He moved closer, adjusting her arm position slightly. "Though I have to say, these new workout clothes are definitely more suitable than that old baggy t-shirt you started with."

The heat of his hands seemed to linger on her skin even after he stepped back. Jessica caught his eye in the mirror, and saw something flash there that made her pulse quicken.

"As always, it was Mike who picked them out actually," she said, aiming for casual but hearing the slight breathiness in her voice.

"Did he now?" Blake's smile held a hint of something that made her stomach flip. "Man has good taste. Shall we move on to the main workout? I've got something special planned since it's just us today."

Just us. Without Mike watching. Why does that make me feel so...

"Lead the way," Jessica managed, gathering her water bottle and trying to ignore how Blake's eyes followed her movement.

As they crossed the gym floor towards the weights area, Jessica felt the familiar mix of nervousness and excitement building. But without Mike's steady presence, without his encouraging smiles and knowing looks, everything felt more intense. More real.

The main workout area was quieter than usual, most of the after-work crowd had already left. Blake led her to the cable machine, positioned perfectly in front of the mirrors.

"We'll focus on upper body today," he explained, stepping close behind her. "Your strength is improving rapidly, but we need to make sure you're engaging the right muscle groups."

The mirror showed them both clearly - Blake standing close behind her, adjusting her stance. Without Mike's reassuring presence across the gym, Jessica felt over-conscious of every touch, every subtle adjustment.

Is it wrong that I miss Mike watching us? Something about his presence made this feel... safer? Or maybe just more permissible...

"Here," Blake's hands settled on her waist, guiding her into position. "Keep your core tight, just like this." His fingers pressed firmly, demonstrating the engagement he wanted. Jessica caught his eye in the mirror and saw the intensity there that he usually tempered when Mike was present.

"You must have lost what, 3-4 pounds already?" Blake observed professionally as she completed another set. His hands remained on her waist, ostensibly checking her form. "The new workout gear shows it off well."

Jessica felt her cheeks warm. "Really? I wasn't sure..." she paused, remembering Mike's enthusiastic appreciation of her changing body. "Mike says he can tell but I thought he was just being nice."

"Definitely noticeable," Blake's eyes met hers in the mirror again. "Especially through your core. Whatever you're doing outside sessions is working."

She knew he was meant to offer praise, being her trainer and all... yet his words still sent a delightful thrill through her.

They moved through several exercises, each requiring Blake's hands-on assistance. Without Mike's presence creating that subtle buffer, each touch felt more significant, more charged.

"I remember you saying you played netball?" Blake asked during a rest period, passing her a water bottle. Their fingers brushed, and Jessica felt that now-familiar flutter in her stomach. "We could incorporate some dynamic movements from that."

"Oh yes, but it was years ago," Jessica laughed, grateful for the chance to catch her breath. "Though I did enjoy being active. This is..." she gestured vaguely at the gym, at herself, at him, "starting to give me that feeling back."

"It shows in your confidence," Blake smiled, and this time there was nothing professional about the way his eyes travelled over her body. "You carry yourself differently already. More... assured."

He's noticed how I carry myself? Focus Jessica.

But it was getting harder to remember why this should stay professional. Without Mike's presence as both encouragement and boundary, the energy between them felt raw, and unfiltered.

"Ready for some chest presses?" Blake asked, leading her to the machine. "We need to make sure you're engaging your pectorals properly."

Jessica nodded, settling into position. Blake's hands were warm on her shoulders as he adjusted her form, his breath tickling her ear as he spoke.

"Perfect," his voice was low, intimate. "You're getting the hang of this."

She was acutely aware of their reflection in the mirror, how his tall frame dwarfed hers, how professional yet intimate the position looked. How easy it would be to lean back just slightly...

Mike would love this view... Wait, why am I thinking that? But he would...

"One more set," Blake encouraged, his hands still on her shoulders. "Then we can move on to the warm-down."

◆◆◆

"Ready to stretch out?" Blake asked, gathering his tablet. Sweat glistened on his forearms as he checked their session stats. "You can probably manage most of them yourself now."

Jessica took a deep breath, gathering her courage. The session had left her feeling bold, reckless even. Without Mike's presence, she found herself wanting to push boundaries she usually respected.

"Actually..." she hesitated, then committed. "Would you mind guiding me through them again? I want to make sure I'm doing them properly at home."

Heavens above, she sounded needy. He must realise she'd mastered the routine ages ago...

Blake's smile reached his sparkling eyes. "Of course. Always better to ensure perfect form." He led her to the stretching area, more secluded than the main gym floor. "Let's start with those hip flexors."

His hands were warm through her leggings as he guided her through the stretches. Without Mike's presence, every touch felt more... significant. More deliberate. Blake's fingers pressed firmly into her muscles, finding tension points that made her gasp softly.

"How's that feeling?" Blake's voice was professionally neutral, but his hands lingered longer than strictly necessary.

"Good," Jessica managed, very aware of his proximity. "Really... good."

I'm definitely not imagining that slight pause before he moved his hands... am I?

The final stretch had her practically in his arms, his chest solid against her back as he helped her extend. Jessica could feel the heat radiating from his body, smell the subtle cologne he wore. Their eyes met in the mirror, and for a moment, the pretence of professionalism seemed paper-thin.

"Great work today," Blake's professional manner snapped back into place as she gathered her things, though his eyes still held that dangerous spark. "Tell Mike I missed his heckling from the weight area."

Jessica laughed, relieved at the lightening mood but also slightly disappointed at the return to normality. "I'll let him know. He'll be gutted he missed it."

"Same time Thursday?" Blake's smile was warm as he walked her to the changing rooms. "With your progress, we might need to start increasing weights."

Why does 'increasing weights' sound like such a loaded suggestion? I need to get home to Mike.

"Thursday," Jessica confirmed, suddenly eager to get home and tell Mike every detail of this session. She had a feeling he'd be particularly interested in the stretching part.

"Oh, and Jessica?" Blake called as she reached the changing room door. She turned, catching that glint in his eye again. "Love the new workout gear. Your husband definitely has excellent taste."

The knowing look he gave her sent heat flooding through her body. As she headed into the changing room, Jessica's phone buzzed with a text from Mike: "All done here, see you at home?"

◆◆◆

The kitchen clock ticked past eleven as Jessica finished the last bite of her meal, savouring the comfortable silence with Mike. Two empty plates and half-finished glasses of red wine sat between them on the dining table, the overhead light dimmed to a cosy glow.

Her skin still tingled from the post-gym shower, memories of Blake's hands during their session making her pulse quicken. She'd rushed home after the workout, desperate to tell Mike everything, but somehow, they'd fallen into their usual evening routine instead - him ordering takeaway while she showered, sharing dinner and wine while discussing their days. The normality of it felt strange after such an intense training session.

Mike topped up their wine glasses, his movements relaxed but his eyes appeared alert, watching her. She knew he was waiting for her to bring it up, to tell him about training without him there. The thought of describing every touch, every lingering moment, made heat pool in her belly.

"So," Mike's voice sounded casual as he sipped his wine. "Good session?"

Jessica felt herself blush, remembering Blake's hands on her thighs, adjusting her stance. "Very... thorough," she managed, reaching for her wine glass. "He's really focused on proper form."

"I bet he is," Mike's eyes sparkled with amusement. "Lots of hands-on corrections?"

"Mike!" Jessica laughed, but her cheeks grew warmer. "You're terrible."

"Just interested in my wife's fitness journey," he said innocently, but his foot brushed against hers under the table, playful and intimate.

The moment was interrupted by her phone buzzing on the table. Jessica's heart did a little flip when she saw Blake's name on the screen.

Mike's eyebrow raised, a knowing smile playing at his lips. "Speaking of your dedicated trainer..."

"Maybe," Jessica bit her lower lip, fingers hovering over the notification. The message preview showed just enough to make her pulse race: "Great form today. You're really starting to..."

She glanced at Mike, seeking permission or reassurance - she wasn't quite sure which. His expression was warm, encouraging, as he gestured towards her phone. "Go on," he said softly. "Let's see what Mr Thompson has to say about your progress."

The wine had left a pleasant warmth in her veins, making her feel bold yet somehow vulnerable. This felt like a threshold moment - reading her trainer's message with her husband watching, both of them knowing the subtext that lay beneath the professional terminology.

Jessica tapped the notification, holding her breath.

[Blake]: "Great form today. You're really starting to make amazing progress, you are looking like a different woman."

She turned the phone so Mike could see, watching his expression darken with interest. His fingers drummed lightly on the table as he read.

Jessica felt herself flush as she typed a response, aware of Mike watching her fingers move across the screen.

[Jessica]: "Sorry about being a bit daft earlier, I wasn't sure about asking for help with stretching when I probably didn't need it, but I'm still lacking in confidence... "

"Hmm," Mike murmured approvingly, reaching for her free hand across the table. His thumb traced circles on her wrist as they waited for Blake's response. The phone buzzed almost immediately.

[Blake]: "Don't worry about the stretching help - always better to be thorough. Especially with those hip flexors..."

The phone buzzed again.

[Blake]: "Looking forward to our next session. Though I miss having Mike there to watch your progress"

Mike's laugh was rough. "Progress. Is that what he's calling it?"

Jessica let out a dirty chuckle as she typed, feeling deliciously wicked.

[Jessica]: "The stretches were very thorough today. Think I might need extra attention in our next session..."

Blake's response was immediate:

[Blake]: "Always happy to provide extra attention. Especially when Mike approves so enthusiastically"

She barely registered Blake's final response - something about looking forward to their next training - before Mike took the phone from her hands, placing it deliberately on the table.

"Enough texting," his voice sounded rough and needy to her ears. "Time to show me exactly where your trainer's hands have been today."

◆◆◆

As she entered the bedroom, Jessica's whole body thrummed with anticipation. The wine, the confessions, Mike's obvious arousal - it was all combining into something intoxicating.

I should tell him about today. Nothing really happened, but... 

"You know," Jessica started, jumping onto their bed, "it was strange without you there today."

Mike's answering smile was playful. "Strange good or strange bad?"

"Just... different," she felt herself blushing slightly. "Blake said to tell you he missed your heckling from the weight area."

"Did he now?" Mike climbed into bed beside her. "What else did my wife and her handsome trainer get up to without my supervision?"

His tone was teasing, but something in his eyes made Jessica's pulse quicken. "The usual. Weights, stretches... though he did say I'm making good progress."

"I can see that," Mike's hand traced her bare thigh where her sleep shirt had ridden up. "These legs are definitely more toned."

The way he's touching me... does he want to know more?

"He noticed that too actually," Jessica said carefully, watching Mike's reaction. "Said the new workout gear shows off the changes."

Mike's hand stilled momentarily on her thigh. "The gear I picked out?"

"Mmhmm," Jessica nodded with a sultry smile, still remembering Blake's appreciative glance in the mirrors. "He said you have excellent taste."

"Well," Mike's voice dropped lower as his hand resumed its journey up her thigh, "I do have excellent taste in wives..."

His kiss was slow, deliberate, making Jessica's skin tingle. When he pulled back, his eyes were darker.

"Tell me about these stretches," he murmured, fingers playing with the hem of her sleep shirt. "Was he... thorough?"

Not again! Why does his voice saying that make me so wet?

"Very," Jessica breathed as Mike's hands slid higher. "He had to keep adjusting my form..."

"Show me," Mike suggested, pulling her to straddle his lap. "Show me exactly how he positioned you."

Jessica's heart raced as she guided Mike's hands to her hips. "Like this," she demonstrated. "To check my core engagement."

"Mmm," Mike's grip tightened slightly. "And where else did he need to... adjust you?"

He's getting hard. Just from hearing about Blake touching me. Should I tell him more?

"Well," Jessica shifted slightly in Mike's lap, feeling him grow harder beneath her, "during the chest press, he had to correct my shoulder position."

She demonstrated, placing Mike's hands on her shoulders. His thumbs traced her collarbones as she leaned forward slightly.

"Like this?" Mike's voice was rougher now. "Standing behind you?"

"Yes," Jessica breathed, remembering Blake's solid presence at her back. "He said my form has improved..."

Mike groaned softly, his hands cupping her bare breasts. "I'm sure he did plenty of... checking."

"Just professional touches," Jessica gasped as his thumbs brushed her nipples. "For the exercises..."

"Show me," Mike demanded again, but softer this time. "Show me these professional touches."

Jessica guided his hands to her thighs, demonstrating how Blake had adjusted her stance during squats. Each touch seemed more charged now, replayed through her husband's hands.

"Here," she moved his fingers to her lower back. "When he was spotting me..."

"Did you like it?" Mike's question was barely audible. "His hands on you?"

How do I answer that? The truth feels dangerous...

"I..." Jessica started, then moaned as Mike's mouth found her breast. "It was... different without you watching."

"Different how?" Mike rolled them suddenly, pressing her into the mattress. His weight felt deliciously heavy as he settled between her thighs.

"More..." Jessica struggled to find the right words as Mike's lips traced down her stomach. "More intense, maybe? Because you weren't there to... to make it feel safe."

Mike looked up, his eyes dark with something she couldn't quite read. "And did you feel unsafe?"

"No," Jessica threaded her fingers through his hair. "Just more... aware. Of every touch."

Mike's mouth continued its journey downward, but his next words were muffled against her inner thigh: "Tell me more about these touches..."

Jessica arched as his tongue found her centre. "Oh fuck... during stretches, his hands..."

"Where?" Mike's voice vibrated against her sensitive flesh.

"My hips," she gasped. "Lower back... thighs..."

Mike's grip on her legs tightened, mimicking Blake's positioning. The dual sensation of his mouth and the memory of Blake's professional touches had Jessica writhing.

Should I tell him how wet those touches made me? No... too much...

"Did he make you feel good?" Mike's question was deceptively casual as he moved back up her body. "Your trainer's magic hands?"

"Mike..." Jessica wasn't sure if she was warning or encouraging him.

"It's okay," he pressed inside her slowly, making her gasp. "I know he's good at his job. Making wives feel... stronger. More confident."

Something in his tone made Jessica pause, but then he started moving and coherent thought became impossible.

"Tell me," Mike's voice was strained now. "Tell me about the last stretch."

"He..." Jessica moaned as Mike hit the perfect spot. "Behind me... adjusting my position..."

"Like this?" Mike's hands gripped her hips harder, changing his angle slightly.

"Yes... just like that..."

Are we really doing this? Using Blake as our fantasy?

Their movements became more urgent, the line between memory and moment blurring. When Jessica felt herself getting close, she wasn't sure if it was Mike's current possession of her body or the ghost of Blake's professional touches that pushed her toward the edge.

"Mike," she gasped, then before she could stop herself: "Blake..."

She felt Mike's rhythm stutter slightly, then intensify. His grip became almost painful as they crashed over the edge together, crying out wordlessly.

As their breathing steadied, Jessica felt the mood shift. Mike rolled to the side, pulling her close but not quite meeting her eyes.

"That was..." he cleared his throat. "Sorry if I got carried away with the... you know. The trainer fantasy."

Oh. Just fantasy then. But the way he responded when I said Blake's name...

"It's fine," Jessica snuggled against his chest, hiding her confusion. "It was fun."

"Good," Mike kissed her forehead, his voice forcedly casual. "The gym membership was definitely worth it. You're looking amazing."

Jessica lay quiet in his arms, listening to his heartbeat slow. Her mind raced with questions she didn't dare ask. She had another session with Blake tomorrow, and suddenly she wasn't sure how to feel about it.

"Sleep?" Mike suggested softly, already sounding drowsy.

"Mmm," Jessica agreed, though she knew sleep would be a long time coming.

Just a fantasy, she told herself firmly. That's all it was.

But as she drifted off, she couldn't help remembering the way Mike's body had responded when she'd said Blake's name. The way his hands had tightened, possessive yet encouraging. The slight tremor in his voice when he'd asked about Blake's touches.

Soon she'd be back at the gym, Blake's professional hands guiding her through another session. And now, thanks to tonight, every touch would feel charged with new meaning - meaning she wasn't quite ready to understand.

Better to pretend it was just bedroom talk, she decided. Safer that way.


Chapter 3: Building Heat

Jessica adjusted her new Gymshark crop top in the changing room mirror, smoothing the fabric over her stomach. The matching high-waisted leggings hugged every curve - another of Mike's purchases. He'd been oddly enthusiastic about her gym wardrobe lately, especially after the other night's... discussion.

Jessica thought back to earlier in the day, when she was at her computer, and her research had led her to the term 'hotwife'... Is that what Mike wants? Is that what I want?

Her cheeks flushed at the memory of their last passionate encounter, how wild Mike had become when she'd described Blake's hands on her during training. But in the cold light of day, she couldn't quite believe they'd talked about... that. About her being with another man. About Blake.

Stop overthinking it. It was just bedroom talk. Heat of the moment.

But as she left the changing room, her body betrayed her thoughts. Blake stood by the front desk, his broad frame catching her eye. His eyes met hers in the mirror, and that familiar warmth pooled low in her belly.

“No Mike today?”

“He’s at a conference, back tomorrow. So, you’ve only me to look after today.” Emily realised too late it sounded like she was admitting she was alone all night, and prayed it didn’t sound too forward.

"Private training suite today," he said, his gaze lingering appreciatively on her outfit, and luckily appearing to not spot her awkwardness. "More space for a resistance band workout."

God, he's gorgeous. And those arms in that fitted top... Stop it, Jessica. Though... maybe I don't have to stop anymore?

She followed him up the stairs, very aware of his presence ahead of her. Without Mike's reassuring presence across the gym floor, every moment felt more charged, more dangerous. Even more so knowing he was out of town.

The private suite was quieter than the main gym and more intimate. Blake closed the door behind them with a soft click that seemed to echo in Jessica's ears.

"Let's start with some warm-up stretches," he said, moving behind her. "You're looking tense."

His hands were warm on her lower back as he guided her through deeper stretches than usual. Jessica could feel the heat of him through her thin top, smell his subtle cologne mixed with the gym's signature eucalyptus scent.

"Your flexibility's improving," his voice was close to her ear, sending shivers down her spine. His fingers pressed firmly into her muscles, lingering longer than strictly necessary. “I’m able to push your limits a little further.”

He definitely held that touch longer than usual. And I definitely didn't mind...

"Mike says the same thing," Jessica heard herself say, then blushed furiously at the implication. Heat crept up her neck as she realised how that sounded.

Blake's chuckle was low, knowing. "Does he now?"

His hands moved to her shoulders, thumbs working small circles that made her cheeks blush. In the mirror, she could see how his body dwarfed hers, how professional yet intimate their position appeared.

"Though I imagine," Blake continued, his voice dropping slightly, "he doesn’t quite test your flexibility like this?"

Jessica's pulse quickened. Was he flirting? He'd always been professional before, despite the natural chemistry between them. But something felt different today. Maybe it was her latest outfit, or simply the absence of Mike's watchful eye once again.

Their eyes met in the mirror. The look in his was pure heat, professional demeanour slipping just enough to make Jessica's mouth go dry.

A proper wife would step away. Would keep things professional. But after last night... after how Mike reacted...

Blake moved away to retrieve the resistance bands, and Jessica immediately missed his warmth. She watched him bend to sort through the equipment, the fabric of his shorts pulling tight across his thighs.

"We'll start with glute activation," he said, returning with a heavy black band. "These muscles need special attention."

A proper wife wouldn't get this wet from her trainer touching her... but a hotwife?  Dear God, what am I thinking...

He knelt before her, and Jessica's breath hitched. From this angle, she could see the definition in his shoulders, the way his shirt clung to every muscle. His cologne mixed with something more primal, his clean sweat, the combination making her head swim.

"Step into the band," he instructed, his voice lower than usual. "Wider."

His fingers brushed her ankles as he positioned the band, then slid up her calves, adjusting its placement. Each touch sent electricity through her skin. When he reached her thighs, his hands lingered, thumbs pressing into the sensitive flesh.

"Perfect," he murmured, standing slowly. His face passed inches from her centre, and Jessica bit her lip hard to stifle a moan.

He must be able to smell how aroused I am. Argh, this is torture...

"Now," his hands found her hips again, "spread your stance a little more."

As she moved, the band created delicious tension around her thighs. Blake pressed against her back, ostensibly demonstrating the movement. Through his shorts, she felt something substantial brush against her.

Heavens above, if that’s him… she could almost feel how well-endowed he was. No surprise he carried himself with such self-assurance.

"Like this?" she asked, voice breathy as she performed the exercise. In the mirror, she watched his eyes darken as her movements made her bottom press back against him.

"Perfect form," he praised, hands sliding to her waist. "Though let me just..."

His grip tightened, adjusting her stance. The movement brought her more firmly against him, and there was no mistaking his growing arousal now. Heat radiated from his body, making her skin tingle wherever they touched.

"Hold that position," he instructed, voice rough. His thumbs traced small circles on her hip bones, just above the waistband of her leggings.

Jessica caught his eye in the mirror. "Like this?"

"Exactly like that," his gaze held hers, all pretence of professional distance evaporating. One hand splayed across her stomach, steadying her as she continued the exercise. "Feel the burn?"

She nodded, not trusting her voice. Every movement pressed her against his hardness, every breath filled her lungs with his intoxicating scent.

He knows exactly what he's doing. And I'm letting him. More than letting him...

"Ten more," he murmured, his lips close to her ear. "Unless you need a break?"

"No," Jessica breathed, rolling her hips slightly more than necessary. "I can take it."

Blake's grip tightened fractionally. "I'm sure you can," he said, voice thick with promise. "Mike's a lucky man."

The mention of her husband's name sent a fresh wave of heat through her core. This wasn't just harmless flirting anymore. This was something else entirely. Something that made her feel powerful, desired, alive.

If Mike could see us now... Would he be angry, or excited?

"And that’s enough," Blake's hand slid lower on her stomach, fingers playing with the waistband of her leggings, "ready to move to the floor work?"

◆◆◆

During floor exercises, Blake spotted her from above, his powerful frame casting a shadow over her body. Jessica was acutely aware of how the position displayed her curves, how her sports bra revealed more than it concealed as she moved.

"Your core strength is really developing," his eyes roamed appreciatively. "These exercises are clearly working."

Mike would love seeing this. And why does that thought make me throb?

She completed another set of bridges, feeling his gaze trace the arch of her body. His hands were steady on her hips, supposedly ensuring proper form, but each touch felt like fire through the thin fabric of her leggings.

"Last set," Blake knelt beside her, one hand sliding to her stomach. "Keep tension here..."

Jessica felt his breath on her neck, her skin burning where he touched. He was so close, she could feel the heat radiating from his body, smell that intoxicating mixture of cologne and clean sweat.

I could just turn my head slightly... his lips are right there... No. Not yet. If we're doing this, we're doing it right.

"Perfect," he murmured, helping her through the final repetition. His thumb traced small circles on her abdomen, testing muscle tension but feeling far more intimate.

"You're flushed," Blake observed as she completed the set, helping her sit up. "Too intense?"

"Just... warm," Jessica managed, accepting his hand. Even that simple contact sent sparks through her body.

If he only knew how wet the inside of these leggings were... Maybe he did know...

"Let's cool down properly," he suggested, leading her to the stretching area. "Don't want you getting stiff later."

The double meaning wasn't lost on her, but Blake maintained his professional demeanour even as his hands moved confidently over her body, stretching her out. Each touch felt electric, each position more intimate than the last.

"Forward fold," he instructed, his chest pressing against her back as he guided her down. "Breathe through it."

Jessica could barely focus on breathing. His powerful thighs bracketed hers, his hands sliding down her sides as she bent forward. The position left her completely vulnerable to his touch, and they both knew it.

"Mike mentioned you might want some more private evening sessions," Blake said casually, though his hands betrayed him, gripping slightly harder than necessary.

Jessica's breath caught. "Did he?"

"Mhmm," Blake's thumbs worked into her lower back, making her gasp. "Said you might benefit from some... extra attention. After hours."

What the hell? They've been talking about me. About this. It's really happening...

"I suppose that could be... beneficial," she managed, proud of how steady her voice sounded despite her racing heart.

"Very beneficial," Blake agreed, helping her upright. His hands lingered on her waist, burning through the fabric of her top. "I have some special programs for dedicated clients."

The way he said 'dedicated' made heat pool in her belly. Their eyes met in the mirror, and the look in his was pure fire, barely contained behind professional courtesy.

"Great work today," Blake's voice was rougher than usual as he stepped back, professional manner sliding back into place. "Tell Mike I said hi."

"I will," Jessica gathered her things, feeling his gaze heavy on her body. "He always asks about our sessions."

"Does he?" Blake's smile was knowing.

She headed for the door on shaky legs, her body humming with unfulfilled desire. At the threshold, she paused, gathering her courage.

"About those evening sessions..."

"Let’s give you a few days to recover, how about Friday night?" Blake suggested, his eyes dark with promise. "Nine o'clock? I'll have the gym to myself..."

A proper wife would go straight home... A hotwife would text Mike about how wet her trainer made her... Shit, when did I start thinking like this?

"I'll check with Mike tomorrow," she said, proud of how casual it sounded despite her thundering heart.

"Of course," Blake's smile was predatory. "Let me know what your husband thinks about some additional training."

As Jessica left the private suite on trembling legs, she could still feel the ghost of his hands on her body. Her mind on the other hand was a mess of confusing emotions.

◆◆◆

The steam room door hissed shut behind Jessica as she settled onto the tiled bench, adjusting her towel. She'd meant to go straight home after the session, but her muscles were screaming for relief. The gym was nearly empty this late, just how she liked it.

Mmm, I needed this after that session. My thighs are still trembling... and not just from the exercises.

Steam curled around her as she leaned back, closing her eyes. Her skin was hypersensitive after Blake's constant touches during training, every droplet of moisture feeling like a caress. The eucalyptus-infused steam filled her lungs but did nothing to calm her racing thoughts.

I bet Mike's going to want every detail tonight in bed. He's been insatiable lately... so have I, if I'm honest.

She shifted on the bench, the towel sliding against her damp skin. The heat was making her head swim, or maybe it was the lingering effects of having Blake's hands all over her body for the past hour. Every time she closed her eyes, she could feel his touch, each correction sending sparks through her core.

I should feel guilty about how wet I got during training. About how much I wanted his hands to slip lower, to grip harder...

But guilt was the last thing on her mind. Instead, she found herself replaying every moment: the way his body had pressed against hers during stretches, how his eyes had darkened when she bent over, the unmistakable bulge in his shorts that he hadn't bothered to hide.

Are we really heading where I think we are? The way Mike reacts when I mention Blake... Maybe it's because I've been reading about hotwives recently. Am I making something out of nothing, if so I could be about to make myself look very stupid.

Steam beaded on her skin, running in rivulets down her chest. She adjusted the towel again, suddenly very aware of how exposed she felt. The heat was making her bold, making her imagine things she shouldn't .

Stop it, Jessica. He's probably gone home already. Besides, a proper wife wouldn't sit here hoping her trainer might...

The thought trailed off as she heard footsteps approaching outside. Her heart rate, already elevated from the heat, kicked into overdrive. Through the frosted glass, she could make out a tall, muscular silhouette.

Oh god. Oh god. Please don't let it be him. Please let it be him.

The door handle turned slowly, and Jessica held her breath, torn between anticipation and embarrassment. The steam swirled invitingly as the door began to open...

The door opened with a soft hiss, and Jessica's breath caught in her throat. Blake stood in the doorway, a small towel slung dangerously low on his hips, his sculpted body glistening in the dim light. He was humming something under his breath, eyes closed as he enjoyed the wave of steam that enveloped him.

Don't look down. Don't look... too late.

Her eyes betrayed her, drinking in every inch of him. Without his usual fitted trainer gear, Blake was even more impressive. Powerful shoulders tapered to a narrow waist, his abs clearly defined even in the steam-diffused light. A light dusting of dark blonde hair ran down from his navel, disappearing beneath the towel that barely preserved his modesty.

As he stepped inside, the towel shifted, and Jessica had to stifle a gasp. The fabric did little to hide his impressive endowment, the outline clearly visible through the damp material. She should look away. A proper wife would definitely look away. Instead, she found herself transfixed.

Jesus Christ. No wonder he's so confident. That's... that's...

Blake's eyes finally opened, and he froze mid-step as he registered her presence. "Oh! Sorry," his surprise seemed genuine, though his eyes darkened as they swept over her towel-clad form. "I thought everyone had left..."

"I can come back..." He started to step back, but the movement caused his towel to slip slightly lower on his hips. Jessica couldn't help but track the motion, her mouth suddenly dry.

"No!" She said too quickly, then tried to modulate her voice. "I mean, it's fine. Plenty of room. I’ll be going soon anyway."

A proper wife would leave. A hotwife would enjoy the view... Fuck me, he's bloody gorgeous.

Blake hesitated for a moment, then smiled that knowing smile that made heat pool in her belly. He moved to sit beside her – close enough to talk, far enough for propriety, but still close enough that she could imagine the heat radiating from his body.

"Good session earlier," his voice was low in the steam, intimate.

"Very... thorough," Jessica managed, pretending to look straight ahead while stealing glances at his reflection in the glass. Water droplets traced tempting paths down his chest, and she found herself wanting to follow them with her tongue.

"You're making excellent progress," Blake shifted slightly, causing his towel to ride up his thigh. "The extra stretching really helps with flexibility, and stops the worst of the muscle damage."

The way he said 'flexibility' made Jessica's core clench. She was acutely aware of her own towel, how it had ridden up when she'd sat down, how thin the material felt between her heated skin and the wooden bench.

"Mike's been very encouraging about my progress," she heard herself say, surprised by her own boldness.

Blake's chuckle was pure sin. "Has he now? He's certainly invested in your development."

Their eyes met in the steam-clouded glass, and Jessica felt electricity crackle between them. Blake's towel had slipped even lower, revealing the sharp cut of his hip bones. She couldn't help but notice his obvious arousal tenting the fabric.

Oh god. That's... that's because of me. He's getting hard just sitting here with me.

"It's important to have a supportive partner," Blake continued, his voice rougher than usual. "Someone who understands your needs."

Jessica shifted on the bench, very aware of how wet she was – and not from the steam. Blake's eyes tracked the movement, lingering on where her towel had ridden up her thighs.

The air between them felt charged, heavy with possibility. One move, one word, and everything would change. Jessica could feel her heart pounding, could practically taste the tension...

"I should..." Jessica stood abruptly, adjusting her towel with trembling fingers. "Mike’s away at a conference tonight so I need to get back and feed the cats..."

The movement brought her momentarily closer to Blake, and she caught another intoxicating wave of his scent, which set off something inside her. His eyes travelled slowly up her body as she straightened, not attempting to hide his appreciation or his obvious arousal.

"Of course," his voice was rough. "Can’t have an angry pack when you get home."

The way he's looking at me... like he can see right through this towel. Like he knows exactly what I'm thinking.

"See you Friday?" Her voice came out breathy, embarrassingly affected.

"Looking forward to it," Blake's smile was knowing, dangerous. "I'm sure Mike is too."

Jessica gathered her towel more tightly around herself, fighting the urge to let it slip, to give him just a glimpse...

Stop it. Get out. Get home to your husband. Even if... even if he might want...

"Goodnight, Blake," she managed, proud of how steady her voice sounded despite her racing heart.

As she hurried from the steam room, she could feel his eyes on her, burning hotter than the steam. Her skin tingled everywhere his gaze touched, and she knew her cheeks weren't flushed just from the heat.

I need to get home to Mike right now. Need to tell him about this. Need him to tell me what he wants...

The women's changing room were mercifully empty as she quickly showered to cool off. She managed to dress herself with her hands shaking, and her body still humming with unfulfilled desire. Her phone showed three messages from Mike, the last one making her breath catch:

"How was your session? Did Blake work you hard? Can't wait to hear all about it tomorrow night."

Jessica stared at the message, biting her lip. The steam room encounter burned fresh in her mind; Blake's nearly naked body, that towel slung so low, the way he'd looked at her...


Chapter 4: The Questions

Jessica settled into the worn leather chair in the corner of The Bookish Nook, enveloped by the warm hues of the lighting and the scent of old books. The soft sound of pages turning around her created an intimate atmosphere, yet she felt anything but at ease. She absentmindedly traced the spine of a book resting on her lap, not truly reading but finding solace in the familiar surroundings.

Her mind swirled as she leaned deeper into the chair, each thought intertwining with the others like tangled threads. Since starting her personal training sessions with Blake, the handsome trainer whose presence sent pleasurable shivers down her spine, everything had changed. There was no denying the electric chemistry that sparked between them during their workouts, the way he noticed her in a way that made her feel desired. His touches, always professional, but Jessica felt they were charged with an unspoken tension, ignited a fire within her that she had almost forgotten existed.

Yet, alongside that thrill was a swirling storm of conflicting emotions. There was her love for Mike, her husband of twelve years, whose unwavering support was the foundation of her life. He saw her insecurities, understood her struggles with her body image, and encouraged her to embrace a new version of herself. The way he looked at her now, with admiration and a touch of desire, only deepened her affection for him. But did that mean he truly wanted her to flirt with another man? Did it mean he would be okay with her pursuing something more with Blake?

Jessica's thoughts drifted to their recent conversations, the playful teasing that felt charged with possibility. Mike’s warm encouragement had been mixed with underlying currents she couldn't quite decipher. It felt as though he was pushing her towards something, to explore her sexuality beyond the boundaries they had set—something electrifying and risky. Could this be what he genuinely wanted? Or was she reading too much into it?

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath to ground herself, the soft sounds of the bookshop surrounding her. Confusion swirled within her like a tempest. On one hand, the thrill of possibility—a tantalising exploration of her desires. On the other, the lingering fear of what such a journey could mean for their marriage. The stakes felt high, and as the weight of it all pressed down on her, she couldn't shake the feeling that whatever choice she would make would alter the fabric of her life irrevocably.

The warm atmosphere of the bookshop felt almost suffocating as Jessica grappled with the implications of her burgeoning desires. She shifted uncomfortably in her seat, the leather creaking slightly beneath her as anxiety tightened in her chest. Guilt flickered in the back of her mind, urging her to push away the thoughts that crept in around the edges, whispering of betrayal and societal expectations.

What kind of wife dared to entertain the idea of sharing herself with another man? The very notion seemed to clash violently with everything she had been taught about fidelity and loyalty. As she glanced around the dimly lit shop, each book lined on the shelf felt like a silent judgment. Wasn’t she meant to be the devoted spouse, the picture of commitment? Could she truly reconcile these moments of flirting and desire without shattering the life she had built with Mike?

The fear of using her feelings recklessly weighed heavily on her. She thought about the potential repercussions of venturing down this path. The thought of disrupting their loving relationship, their solid foundation built on years of shared experiences, urged her to retreat. Was indulging in this thrill worth risking everything they had? The desire for pleasure—the joy of another man's attention—felt selfish against the backdrop of her devotion to Mike.

Yet, as she reflected deeper, the warmth of her marriage held a different kind of weight. Could it be that Mike wanted her to explore? The glimmers in his eyes when she flirted, the way he encouraged her to embrace her body—perhaps it wasn't simply about physical allure, but about unlocking something profound within both of them. But what would everyone else think? Would her friends and family understand? The looming spectre of judgment felt oppressive, threatening to suffocate the desire flickering inside her.

Jessica pressed her lips together, fighting against the surge of conflicting emotions. Society dictated what a “normal” wife should embody, and she felt herself slipping away from that ideal, a spectre of doubt clouding her thoughts. It was unsettling to consider abandoning the expected, to redefine who she was becoming. What if this wasn’t just a fleeting fantasy? The real risk lay in not only the act itself but in embracing a side of herself that remained dormant for far too long.

As she sat there, the realities of her situation crashed down upon her. She longed to be free, to embrace her evolving identity, yet the weight of her marriage and its sanctity tethered her firmly in place. It was a labyrinth of guilt, expectation, and fear, and she felt no closer to finding her way out.

Gradually, as Jessica continued to wrestle with her emotions, a clarity began to unfurl within her. The unease that had coiled tightly in her chest began to loosen its grip, and she considered the implications of her explorations with a burgeoning sense of acceptance. Perhaps this journey wasn’t about seeking validation or wandering down a path of infidelity, but rather about profound self-discovery and a shared experience with Mike that could enrich their already intimate bond.

Images of her time with Blake poured over her mind again—the way he had looked at her during their training sessions, the thrilling touches that ignited a spark within, and how, subconsciously, her body responded to his presence. But more importantly, she recalled the deeper connection it had fostered with Mike. Their intimacy had intensified, and they were communicating with an honesty that felt refreshing and essential. What if this exploration was a way for them to solidify their relationship further, rather than jeopardise it?

Jessica’s thoughts drifted back to recent moments with Mike: the playful teasing, the gentle encouragement, and the way he had celebrated her progress at the gym. Each interaction seemed to weave a new tapestry, and she grasped the notion that they were both embarking on this journey together. It wasn’t Blake who had facilitated this awakening; it was the two of them, their mutual desires quietly shaping an opportunity that had remained hidden until now.

In that moment, a wave of calmness enveloped her. She understood that wanting more didn’t diminish her love for Mike; it illuminated it in new ways. The laughter they shared, the exploration of her confidence—it was the foundation of a marriage that could thrive on openness. Did Mike want her to embrace this side of her? The answer resonated within her like a gentle bell ringing. Yes, he did. They had both been dancing around this idea, and perhaps, in a way, Mike and Blake's discussions had paved the road to her exploration.

Jessica exhaled slowly, the tension in her shoulders easing as if a weight had been lifted. A sense of certainty settled in her heart, blending seamlessly with the thrill of the unknown that lay ahead. She glanced down at the book resting in her lap, its cover vibrant with illustrations of relationships and intimacy. It was no longer just a prop but a symbol of her journey—a guide to uncover the depths of her desires and the newfound potential that awaited her.

With renewed determination, Jessica stood from her chair, a soft smile gracing her lips. She knew she was ready to embrace this change, to redefine the boundaries of her marriage alongside Mike. In that embrace of the unknown, she found clarity: she was going to be a hotwife, and the journey ahead was going to be as exhilarating and transformative as the woman she was becoming.

◆◆◆

Jessica lay propped against the headboard, her damp hair from the shower leaving a dark patch on her silk pyjama top. Her phone glowed in the dimmed bedroom, illuminating her face as she read Blake's latest message.

Great session today. You're really starting to own those movements.

She paused, considering her reply with renewed confidence. After her afternoon of reflection at the bookshop, something had shifted. The guilt that had been gnawing at her edges had transformed into something else - anticipation, perhaps. Or permission.

Thanks... though I think I needed extra guidance in the steam room ;-)
 

Her heart raced as she hit send. It was the most forward she'd been with Blake via text. The three dots appeared immediately.

Always happy to provide hands-on assistance when needed. Your husband's a lucky man.

The mention of Mike made her stomach flip. She glanced at the ensuite door where she could hear the shower running.

He certainly seemed to think so when I told him about our session in a text message.

Blake's response came quickly: Did you tell him everything?

Before she could reply, the ensuite door opened. Mike emerged in just a towel, his hair still wet. He caught her guilty smile and raised an eyebrow.

"Texting your trainer again?" His tone was playful as he moved to his side of the bed. "Should I be jealous?"

Jessica locked her phone screen, but not before Mike caught a glimpse of Blake's name. "Just discussing form," she said innocently.

"Form, hmm?" Mike's towel dropped as he pulled on his sleeping shorts. "Is that what we're calling it now?"

Heat crept up Jessica's neck. "He's very... thorough with his instruction."

Mike slid under the covers beside her, his hand finding her thigh through the silk. "So, I've noticed." His fingers traced lazy circles on her skin. "You seemed very... instructed after yesterday's session, with me away, the wife will play, eh?"

Jessica's breath caught. This was it - the moment to push a little further. "I... I saw him in the steam room after."

Mike's hand stilled for just a moment before resuming its movement, sliding slightly higher. "Did you now?"

"Mmhmm." She turned to face him, gauging his reaction. "He was wearing just a towel."

Mike's eyes darkened. "And what were you wearing?"

"Erm, well obviously, just a towel." She paused, heart thundering. "But it was... quite steamy."

His hand moved higher still, finding the edge of her silk shorts. "Tell me more about this steam room encounter with your very thorough trainer."

The low growl in his voice made her shiver. This was definitely not jealousy she was hearing. This was something else entirely.

"Mike," she whispered, turning fully towards him. "Do you... do you like hearing about Blake?"

Mike's fingers traced higher, pushing the silk of her shorts aside. "Tell me exactly what happened in that steam room," he breathed against her neck. "Don't leave anything out."

Jessica closed her eyes, letting the memory wash over her. "He came in wearing just this small towel, slung really low on his hips. He didn't notice me at first..."

"What did you see?" Mike's voice was rough with desire.

"Everything," she whispered. "His body is... I just… Mike, he’s built like a Greek statue. All defined muscle tapering down to..." She faltered, still unsure how far to push.

"To?" Mike prompted, his fingers now tracing the edge of her underwear.

"The towel barely covered him," she continued, emboldened by Mike's obvious arousal. "When he moved, it would ride up and... you could see everything through the wet fabric."

Mike's breath hitched. "Did you look?"

"Yes," she admitted, turning her face into his neck. "I couldn't help it. He was... impressive."

"Tell me what happened next," Mike urged, his fingers now sliding beneath the elastic of her underwear.

"He sat next to me. Close, but not too close. We talked about my 'progress'," she emphasised the word with a knowing smile. "Every time he moved, his towel would slip a little higher..."

"Did he get hard?" Mike's question was direct, urgent.

Jessica nodded against his shoulder. "Very. The towel was tenting... he didn't try to hide it."

"And you?" Mike's fingers found her wet heat. "Were you as turned on then as you are now?"

"Yes," she gasped, both at the memory and his touch. "I kept thinking about earlier, during training. How his hands felt on me, how he pressed against me during stretches..."

Mike groaned, capturing her mouth in a heated kiss. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with desire. "Show me."

"What?"

"Show me how he touches you during training. Where his hands go." Mike sat up, pulling her with him. "Pretend I'm Blake."

The request sent a jolt of electricity through her core. "Mike..."

"Please," he whispered against her ear. "I want to know exactly how your trainer handles my wife when I’m not there."

Jessica straddled Mike's lap, positioning his hands on her hips. "He stands behind me like this during squats," she demonstrated, rolling her hips. "His hands... they start professional, but then..."

"Then?" Mike's fingers dug into her flesh, mimicking Blake's grip.

"They slip," she breathed, guiding Mike's hands higher under her silk top. "Just like that. And when he spots me on the bench..." She leaned forward, pressing her breasts against Mike's chest. "He hovered so close I can feel his breath on my neck."

Mike's hips bucked up against her. "Did he get hard then too?"

"Yes," she moaned as Mike's mouth found her throat. "I can feel him against me when he helps with stretches. Today, in the steam room... I wanted..."

"What did you want?" Mike's voice was rough with need. "Tell me, Jess. Tell me everything."

"I wanted to let my towel slip," she confessed, the words tumbling out as Mike entered her in one smooth thrust. "Wanted him to see me. Wanted... oh fuck, Mike..."

"Say it," he growled, setting a punishing pace. "Tell me what you want."

"I want him," she cried out, riding Mike harder. "Want his hands on me. Want... want you both..."

Mike's grip tightened almost painfully. "You want to be our good girl? Want to show Blake how well you take instruction?"

"Yes!" The admission pushed her over the edge, her orgasm crashing through her as Mike continued thrusting. "Yes, please, yes..."

Mike followed moments later, groaning her name mixed with something that sounded suspiciously like permission.

They collapsed together, breathing heavily. As the haze of passion cleared, Jessica felt uncertainty creep in. Had she said too much? Gone too far?

"Mike?" she ventured carefully, tracing patterns on his chest. "What we just said..."

"I meant it," he said quietly, pulling her closer. "All of it. If... if that's what you want too."

Jessica's heart raced. "You'd really want that? Me with... with Blake?"

"I want you to be happy," Mike kissed her forehead. "And seeing you like this, so confident, so sexy... it drives me wild."

She propped herself up on one elbow, studying his face in the dim light. "How would it even... I mean, would you..."

"We'll figure it out," Mike smiled, reaching for her phone on the nightstand. "But maybe start by answering his last message?"

Jessica took the phone with trembling fingers, reading Blake's unanswered text: Did you tell him everything?

She glanced at Mike, who nodded encouragingly. Taking a deep breath, she typed:

Yes. Everything. And he wants to know more... x

The three dots appeared almost immediately.


Chapter 5: The Proposition

The morning sun streamed through their kitchen windows, catching dust motes in its rays and making the granite worktops sparkle. Jessica wrapped her hands around her coffee mug, letting its warmth seep into her palms. Across the table, Mike scrolled through his phone, apparently absorbed in work emails, his own coffee cooling beside his laptop.

Just ask him, Jessica thought, studying his face for any hint of regret or discomfort. Was it just sex talk? Or does he really want...?

The silence stretched between them, not uncomfortable exactly, but heavy with unspoken questions. Jessica shifted in her chair, remembering how vocal they'd both been just hours ago. How Mike had urged her to describe Blake's body, had role-played being him, had seemed so excited by the idea of...

She took a sip of coffee, buying time. The kitchen clock ticked steadily, marking each moment she failed to broach the subject. Mike continued scrolling, his expression unreadable.

"About last night..." she finally managed, then faltered as Mike looked up from his phone. His face remained carefully neutral, and her courage wavered.

"Mmm?" His noncommittal response made her stomach flip.

Oh no, this is all going wrong! He regrets it. He must think I'm such a slut. What kind of wife admits to wanting another man?

"The things we said..." she continued, her voice smaller now. "About Blake..."

Mike set his phone down, giving her his full attention. His expression remained frustratingly inscrutable. "You mean about the steam room?"

Jessica's cheeks flushed at the memory. Had it really only been two days ago? Sitting there in just a towel, watching Blake's muscles gleam in the steam, feeling his eyes on her body...

"Not just that," she took a deep breath, forcing herself to maintain eye contact. "The way you... the things you said... about his private sessions..."

"Ah," Mike said simply, reaching for his coffee. "That."

His tone gave nothing away, and Jessica felt her stomach tighten with anxiety. In the harsh light of morning, their enthusiastic declarations seemed almost ridiculous. What had possessed her to admit those things? To tell her husband she wanted his permission to...

Please don't let this ruin everything, she thought desperately, watching Mike take a measured sip of coffee. Please understand...

"I've been... googling things," Jessica admitted, her fingers tracing the rim of her mug. "About wives who... who sleep with other men. With their husband's permission. Sometimes, while they watch."  

Mike's eyes darkened perceptibly, and something in his expression shifted. "Hotwives?"

"Yes," she whispered, heart hammering as she recognised that look - the same heated gaze from last night. "Is that... is that what you want?"

Please say yes. Please mean what you said last night. Please want this too...

"What I want," Mike reached across the table, taking her hand, his thumb tracing circles on her palm, "is for you to feel as sexy as I know you are. To see yourself the way Blake sees you. The way I see you."

Relief flooded through her, followed immediately by a surge of arousal. "But watching another man want me... touch me..."

"Drives me fucking wild," Mike finished, his voice dropping to that rough tone that always made her wet. "You have no idea how hot it is, seeing him touch you during training."

I fucking knew it! He’s been turned on the whole time, watching me, watching me with Blake.

Jessica shifted in her chair, suddenly very aware of how damp her knickers were becoming. "If we did this..." her heart raced as she voiced the possibility. "We'd need rules."

"Absolutely," Mike squeezed her hand, his eyes intense. "Like?"

"Complete honesty. No secrets. And..." she hesitated, then pushed forward. "I'd want you involved. Even if just through messages."

"I'd love that," Mike's voice was husky. "Watching you become a hotwife... knowing you're mine even when you're with him..."

This is really happening. We're really discussing this.

She took another steadying sip of coffee, trying to calm her racing pulse. "Blake's been dropping hints," she admitted. "Those private evening sessions..."

"I know," Mike smiled, and something in his expression made her pause. "He asked me first, actually. Very professional about it."

"He what?" Jessica's eyes widened, her coffee forgotten.

"Wanted to make sure I was... encouraging the situation." Mike's thumb hadn't stopped its maddening circles on her palm.

They've been talking about this? Planning it? The thought sent another rush of heat between her legs. Her trainer and her husband, discussing her like this...

"When?" she managed.

"After your first proper gym session, he came to me during one of my early morning workouts. It took him an age to work his courage up to it." Mike's eyes glittered. "But when he finally spilt the beans, he wanted to be sure he wasn't misreading the signals. Said he never crosses lines without explicit permission from both parties."

Jessica remembered Blake's professional demeanour, how careful he always was with boundaries, how he maintained plausible deniability even during their most charged moments. It all made sense now.

"So, all this time..." she breathed.

"All this time," Mike confirmed, "we've both been watching you bloom. Seeing you grow more confident, more sensual. The way you move now, the way you dress..." His free hand gestured to her silk robe. "Blake's training has transformed you, Jess. And not just physically."

Mike stood, moving to refill their coffee cups. "I should apologise, really," he said, reaching for the cafetière. "For my little bit of complicity. I didn't want to push you into anything you didn't want..."

Jessica watched him, admiring how his t-shirt stretched across his shoulders as he poured. Everything felt suddenly normal and extraordinary at once. "You and Blake... you both wanted to make sure I was..."

"Open to new experiences," Mike finished, adding a splash of oat milk to her cup. "That's how he phrased it, actually."

Her fingers itched to reach for her phone, which sat face-down on the kitchen table. "So, if I texted him now..."

Mike set her fresh coffee down, his eyes dark with desire. "You could tell him yes," he moved behind her chair, hands settling on her shoulders. "Tell him your husband gives permission."

"Just like that?" She leaned back against him, tilting her head up to meet his gaze.

"Just like that." He bent to kiss her forehead, then reached past her for the granola.

I'm about to agree to sleep with another man. With my husband's blessing. The thought made her squirm in her chair.

With slightly trembling hands, Jessica reached for her phone. Mike continued his breakfast preparations, but she could feel his attention on her as she typed:

[Jessica]: "About those private sessions..."

[Jessica]: "Mike says I have permission x"

She hit send before she could overthink it, then set the phone down, her heart racing. Mike placed a bowl of granola in front of her, topped with the fresh berries she'd bought yesterday. Such a normal morning routine, except...

Her phone buzzed almost immediately. Blake's reply flashed across the screen:

[Blake]: "Tonight? 9pm? I'll have the gym to myself..."

Jessica looked up at Mike, who had paused with his spoon halfway to his mouth, eyes blazing. He nodded once, decisively.

[Jessica]: "We'll be there."

"Well," Mike set his spoon down, circling the table to pull her up into his arms. A bit of granola spilled onto the floor, ignored. "I think we both need to work from home today. Plan this properly."

"Plan?" Jessica raised an eyebrow, melting against him.

"Mhmm." His hands slipped under her robe, finding bare skin. "Starting with what you're going to wear..."

"You want to dress me up for him?" The words came out breathy as Mike's fingers traced her hip.

"For him to see," Mike's mouth found her neck. "For me to watch him want you..."

The breakfast dishes were left forgotten as Mike lifted her onto the kitchen counter, granola crunching under his bare feet. Jessica's robe had fallen open as he stepped between her legs.

"Twelve hours," he murmured against her collarbone. "In twelve hours, you'll be my hotwife."

"And until then?" She gasped as his hand slipped higher.

"Until then," Mike grinned wickedly, "let's practice describing everything to me in detail..."

Working from home indeed, Jessica thought hazily as Mike's mouth moved lower. Best sick day ever.


Chapter 6: After Hours

Jessica's heart hammered against her ribs as she followed Mike through the glass doors of Elite Performance. The evening sun cast long shadows across the polished floor, and despite the air conditioning, she felt flushed. Her new outfit, chosen specifically for tonight, felt impossibly tight, and daringly small, with every curve on display.

Blake stood at reception, professional smile in place, but his eyes... God, his eyes were already undressing her. She tugged self-consciously at her crop top, knowing her hardened nipples were visible through the fabric.

"Evening," Blake's voice was controlled, but she caught the slight roughness. "Tony's just finishing up."

Tony, the evening supervisor, glanced up from his tablet. His expression was neutral but knowing – she wondered suddenly how many other couples Blake had entertained after hours. The thought sent a fresh wave of heat between her thighs.

Mike stepped closer to Blake, their height difference negligible. "Take care of her," he said, voice low but firm.

"Always do," Blake responded, his words loaded with promise. She felt herself getting wetter, her body already preparing for what was to come.

Through the glass walls, she watched the last regular member heading for their car. Each step away increased the tension in her core. The click of their vehicle's central locking echoed across the nearly empty car park, and Jessica's breath caught. Soon, there would be no pretence left.

Tony gathered his things, nodding to Blake. "All yours, mate. Remember to set the alarm when you're done." His eyes flickered briefly to Jessica, then Mike, before he headed out. The heavy door closed behind him with a soft thud that seemed to echo through Jessica's body.

Blake moved to the entrance, key card in hand. The electronic lock engaged with a decisive click. Jessica watched his reflection in the darkened glass as he adjusted the lighting, dimming the main floor to its evening setting. The reduced illumination created intimate pools of shadow between the equipment.

"Let's warm up properly," Blake suggested, his trainer persona still in place. "Main floor first."

◆◆◆

Mike settled into a chair, his position offering a clear view of the matted floor area Jessica let herself be guided to. She felt the weight of both men's gazes as she followed Blake onto the gym floor. Her legs trembled slightly, anticipation making her movements less graceful than usual.

"Start with some dynamic stretches," Blake instructed, his hand finding her lower back. The touch, so familiar from their sessions, felt different now. More possessive. More promising.

Jessica began her usual routine, but every movement felt charged with new meaning. As she stretched her arms overhead, her crop top rode up, exposing her toned midriff. In the mirrors, she caught Mike adjusting his position, his expression dark with desire.

Blake moved behind her, his hands on her hips. "Wider stance," he murmured, pressing gently. The position opened her legs and made her feel exposed despite her leggings, maybe more so because of how tightly they moulded to her crotch. His thumbs traced small circles just above her waistband.

This is really happening, she thought, heart racing. My husband is watching another man touch me. Soon he'll be watching so much more.

She could feel Blake's growing arousal against her as he guided her through a hip flexor stretch. His gym shorts did little to hide his impressive length. The memory of seeing him in the steam room made her inner walls clench with anticipation.

"Good girl," Blake's praise carried a different weight now. His hands slid up her sides, ostensibly checking her form, but the touch lingered longer than any professional correction should.

In the mirror, Jessica caught Mike's eyes. Her husband's pupils were blown wide, his breathing visibly faster. She wondered if he could see how wet she was getting, if the dark patch between her legs was visible through her pale grey leggings.

Blake's fingers pressed into her flesh, just shy of painful. "Your form has improved so much," he said, loud enough for Mike to hear. "So much more... flexible now."

Jessica's body felt like fire, and she had to suppress a moan from giving away her excited state. Every touch, every word was foreplay now. Her body thrummed with need, already aching to be filled, but for now, she went along with this pretence of a training session.

The pretence of training was paper-thin now as Blake stepped away from Jessica, moving towards Mike. She continued her stretches, but her attention was wholly focused on their quiet conversation. Through the mirrors, she watched the two men who would define her evening – her loving husband and her soon-to-be lover.

"She's ready," Blake's voice carried just enough for her to hear. "But I need to hear it from you directly."

Mike's response was quiet but firm. "Make her feel incredible. Show her exactly what she's been fantasising about."

Heat flooded Jessica's core at their exchange. They were discussing her like a prize to be shared, and God help her, it made her wetter than she'd ever been. She arched her back slightly, knowing both men were watching, feeling deliciously wanton.

Blake returned, and the shift was immediate. His hands found her waist again, but there was nothing professional in his touch now. His fingers dipped just below her waistband, teasing the sensitive skin there. Jessica's eyes met Mike's in the mirror, seeking permission, reassurance, encouragement. His slight nod sent electricity through her body.

"Time to see how flexible you really are," Blake murmured, his lips brushing her ear. One hand slid up her ribcage, thumb grazing the underside of her breast through her crop top. The other splayed across her lower abdomen, pulling her back against his hardness.

Jessica couldn't suppress her moan this time. Through half-lidded eyes, she watched Mike shift in his chair, adjusting himself. The knowledge that her husband was getting hard watching another man touch her made her head spin with arousal.

"I think," Blake's voice was rough now, all pretence of professionalism gone, "we should move this to the private suite upstairs. More... specialised equipment."

His hand pressed firmly against her stomach, and Jessica felt herself grow impossibly wetter. The thin material of her leggings was surely soaked through now. She wondered if they could smell her arousal, if they knew how desperately ready she was.

Mike stood, and Jessica noticed the prominent bulge in his joggers. "Lead the way," he said, voice husky with desire.

Blake's hand found the small of her back again, guiding her towards the stairs. Each step made her aware of how slick she was, how her body was preparing itself for what was to come. Mike followed at a discrete distance, and Jessica felt deliciously caught between them.

The private training suite was dimly lit when they entered, the mirrors reflecting their forms in sensual shadows. Blake directed Mike to a leather chair in the corner, positioning it for an unobstructed view of the training area. The click of the lock engaging seemed to echo in Jessica's ears.

"Perfect angle," Blake commented, and Jessica wasn't sure if he meant the chair or her body as she leaned against the wall-mounted bar. "Your husband will be able to see everything."

The word 'everything' hung in the air, heavy with promise. Jessica watched Mike settle into the chair, his eyes dark with desire. Blake moved behind her again, this time pressing fully against her back, letting her feel every hard inch of him through their clothes.

"Tell Mike what you want," Blake commanded softly, his hands sliding up her sides. "Tell him how long you've been thinking about this."

Jessica met her husband's gaze in the mirror, seeing nothing but love and lust reflected back. "I want..." her voice was breathless, needy. "I want you both to watch me become a hotwife."

Mike's sharp intake of breath and Blake's answering growl told her everything she needed to know. There would be no more pretending this was just another training session. No more hiding behind professional boundaries. She was about to be thoroughly, completely claimed – and her husband would witness every moment.

Blake's hands slid under her crop top, his rough fingers trailing fire across her stomach. Jessica's eyes locked with Mike's in the mirror, seeking reassurance. Her husband leaned forward in his chair, his gaze intense, nodding almost imperceptibly.

"Let's see what your husband's sharing," Blake murmured, slowly peeling the tight fabric upward. The cool air hit Jessica's skin, making her shiver. Her sports bra followed, Blake's movements deliberate, putting on a show for Mike. Her breasts freed, nipples already hard and aching for touch.

"Beautiful," Blake breathed against her neck. His large hands cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples. Jessica arched into his touch, a whimper escaping her lips. In the mirror, she watched Mike shift, adjusting his obvious erection through his joggers.

Jessica turned in Blake's arms, suddenly bold. Her fingers found the hem of his fitted trainer shirt, tugging upward. He helped her remove it, muscles flexing as the fabric cleared his head. God, he was magnificent – all carved definition and raw power. She traced her fingers down his abs, feeling them contract under her touch.

Their eyes met, and the last shred of fake professional distance evaporated. Blake's hand tangled in her hair, pulling her roughly against him. Their first kiss was explosive – months of tension igniting in an instant. His tongue demanded entry, and Jessica surrendered willingly, moaning into his mouth. His other hand gripped her arse possessively, grinding her against his hardness.

"Jesus," Mike's voice was strained, reminding Jessica they had an audience. The thought made her even wetter.

Blake's mouth left hers, trailing hot kisses down her neck. His teeth grazed her pulse point, marking her. One hand kept her pressed against him while the other peeled down her compression shorts, leaving her naked except for her tiny thong.

"Show your husband how much you want this," Blake growled, backing her towards the exercise mat. They knelt together, facing the mirror so Mike could see everything. Blake's mouth found her breast, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. His teeth grazed her nipple, sending shocks of pleasure straight to her core.

"Oh god... Mike..." Jessica moaned, her head falling back. "Look what he's doing to me..."

Blake's strong hands kneaded her breasts as his mouth worked her sensitive flesh. Each bite, each suck was harder than Mike would ever dare, leaving red marks on her pale skin, and Jessica loved it. She clutched Blake's broad shoulders, feeling the power in them, knowing he could roughly handle her however he wanted.

"Your wife's nipples are so responsive," Blake said to Mike, before capturing the other breast in his hot mouth. Jessica writhed against him, feeling his cock straining against his shorts. She was soaked now, her thong a useless scrap of fabric between her legs.

"Please," she whimpered, not even sure what she was begging for. More? Everything? To be claimed while her husband watched?

Blake's answering growl vibrated against her breast. His teeth closed around her nipple, pulling slightly as one hand slipped between her legs, finding her soaked through her thong.

"So wet already," he murmured against her skin. "Is this what you've been dreaming of? Being shared like this?"

"Yes," Jessica gasped, her eyes finding Mike's in the mirror. Her husband's expression was pure heat, his own hand now openly rubbing his cock through his joggers. "God, yes..."

Jessica's hand trailed down Blake's sculpted abs, following the defined V-line disappearing into his shorts. Her fingers trembled slightly as she reached the impressive bulge straining the fabric. Even through the material, she could tell he was significantly bigger than Mike.

"Take them off," Blake commanded, his voice rough with need. "Show your husband what you've been dreaming about."

Jessica hooked her fingers into his waistband, pulling down slowly. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, making her gasp. Her small hand wrapped around his shaft, barely able to close around his girth.

"Jesus... you're huge," she breathed, looking up at Mike. "Baby... see how big he is..."

Blake growled, his hand tightening in her hair. The slight pain sent shivers down her spine, awakening something primal inside her. Without hesitation, she pushed him onto his back, positioning herself between his muscular thighs. Her hands explored his massive cock and heavy balls, marvelling at the difference from her husband.

Looking up at Mike through mascara-laden lashes, Jessica felt a surge of wanton desire. "Thank you for sharing me," she purred, before letting her tongue trace Blake's impressive length slowly, base to tip.

Blake's hands gathered her hair, controlling her movements. The dominance in his touch made her whimper with need. She opened her mouth, taking him in as far as she could, but his size made her gag slightly. Rather than let her pull back, Blake's grip tightened, pushing her down further.

"Take it all," he commanded, his hips thrusting upward. "Show your husband how well you can serve another man's cock."

The crude words, so different from Mike's gentle lovemaking, made Jessica moan around Blake's thickness. She surrendered to his control, letting him use her mouth as he pleased. Her mascara began to run as tears formed in her eyes, but she didn't want him to stop.

She could hear Mike's ragged breathing from the chair, and knew he was enjoying watching his wife submit to another man's desires. The thought made her press her thighs together, seeking friction against her throbbing clit.

"Such a good girl," Blake praised, fucking her mouth more roughly now. "Look at your husband while you worship my cock. Show him how much you love being controlled."

Jessica's eyes found Mike's, maintaining contact as Blake used her. She'd never felt so deliciously submissive, so wonderfully used. Each thrust made her gag slightly, but she loved it, loved feeling overwhelmed by his size and strength.

Blake's grip suddenly tightened painfully in her hair. "Going to fill that pretty mouth," he growled. "Swallow every drop while your husband watches."

His cock swelled and pulsed against her tongue, and then hot spurts of cum hit the back of her throat. Jessica swallowed eagerly, still looking at Mike, showing him how much she loved tasting another man. Blake's satisfied groan echoed through the private suite as he emptied himself into her willing mouth.

When he finally released her hair, Jessica sat back on her heels, lips swollen and mascara smeared. She felt deliciously debauched, and they'd only just started. Blake's cock was still impressively hard – a benefit of his youth and fitness level.

"You're a natural cocksucker," Blake praised, sitting up. "But I think we should move somewhere more comfortable for what comes next." He stood, pulling Jessica up with him. "The steam room will be perfect – nice and private, plenty of surfaces to bend you over."

Jessica's legs were shaky as she stood, her thong soaked through. She glanced at Mike, seeing the obvious tent in his joggers, the dark spot where his precum had leaked through. The knowledge that her submission had turned him on so much made her ache to be filled.

"Shall we?" Blake's hand found her lower back, guiding her towards the door. "I think your husband would enjoy the view in there – watching me claim his wife properly."

Jessica's last glance at Mike showed him adjusting himself as he stood to follow. His eyes were dark with lust, promising that this night was far from over. As Blake led her towards the wellness suite, she could feel and taste his salty cum on her tongue, a preview of how thoroughly she was about to be claimed.

◆◆◆

On entering the warm cocoon of glass, Blake immediately adjusted the controls, keeping the heat moderate but the steam heavy enough to create an intimate atmosphere. Jessica stood uncertainly in the centre, still wearing only her soaked thong, her skin already beginning to glisten in the humid air.

Mike settled onto the far bench, his towel doing little to hide his obvious arousal. The way he looked at her, eyes hungry, possessive, yet willing to share, just made her feel so alive. Blake's warm hand on the small of her back guided her fully into the space, the tiles cool beneath her feet.

"Let's get you properly naked for your husband," Blake murmured, his fingers hooking into the sides of her thong. He peeled it down slowly, the sodden material clinging to her swollen lips. As she stepped out of it, Blake brought the lace to his nose, inhaling deeply before tossing it to Mike.

Jessica's cheeks flushed as she watched her husband catch her thong, pressing it to his face, breathing in her arousal. The sight of Mike's cock twitching beneath his towel as he smelled her essence made her pussy clench with need.

Blake's hands began tracing her body, now slick with condensation. His touch was possessive, claiming, so different from Mike's gentle caresses. When his fingers found her breasts, rolling her nipples roughly, Jessica couldn't help but moan.

"Show your husband how beautiful you are," Blake's voice was rough with desire. "Show him how another man makes you feel."

As if on cue, Mike stood, letting his towel fall. His cock stood proud, precum beading at the tip. Jessica watched, transfixed, as he wrapped his hand around his length, slowly stroking while watching Blake play with her body.

Blake's mouth found hers, kissing her deeply. The taste of his cum still lingered on her tongue, and the knowledge that he could taste himself made her whimper into his mouth. His hands gripped her arse, kneading the flesh roughly as he pressed his renewed erection against her stomach.

He's tasting his own cum, and he doesn't care... fuck! The thought made her even wetter, if that was possible.

Steam swirled around them as Blake's mouth moved to her neck, biting and sucking marks that would be visible tomorrow. His hand slid between her legs, finding her dripping wet.

"Tell Mike what you want," Blake commanded softly, his fingers teasing her entrance. "Tell your husband how badly you need another man's cock."

Jessica turned her head towards Mike, meeting his intense gaze. "I want... I want you to watch him use me," she gasped as Blake's fingers pushed inside her. "Want you to see how wet he makes me... how much I need this..."

Mike's hand moved faster on his cock, his breathing heavy in the steamy air. "Show me," he growled. "Show me how much you need this."

Blake's fingers curled inside her, finding that perfect spot that made her knees weak. His other hand gripped her throat lightly, asserting dominance in a way Mike never had. The combination of submission to Blake and exhibition for Mike was intoxicating.

"Such a good hotwife," Blake praised, his thumb circling her clit. "So eager to perform for your husband. Shall we show him how well you take direction?"

Jessica could only nod, lost in the sensations. Steam beaded on her skin, running down between her breasts, making every touch feel more intense. Blake's fingers withdrew from her pussy, leaving her empty and aching.

"On the bench," he commanded. "Legs spread wide. Let your husband see exactly what he's sharing."

The tile was warm against her back as Blake positioned her, feet up on the bench, knees spread wide. She felt deliciously exposed, her swollen pussy on display for both men. Through the steam, she could see Mike's hungry gaze fixed between her legs, his hand still working his cock steadily.

Both men watching me. One to take me, one to share me... The thought alone nearly made her cum right there.

Blake knelt between her spread thighs, his broad shoulders forcing her legs even wider apart. The position left her completely exposed, her opening pussy glistening with arousal in the dim light. She could feel both men's eyes on her most intimate parts, and the thought made her walls clench with anticipation.

"Watch your husband while I taste you," Blake commanded, his hot breath teasing her sensitive flesh. "Let him see every reaction on your face."

Jessica's eyes locked with Mike's just as Blake's tongue made first contact with her clit. She cried out, the sensation almost too intense. Blake's style of oral was as different from Mike's as everything else – where her husband was gentle and teasing, Blake was demanding and dominant. His tongue circled her clit firmly before sucking it between his lips, making her arch off the bench.

"Oh god... Mike..." she gasped, one hand clutching Blake's hair while the other gripped the bench. "Baby, look what he's doing to me..."

Blake growled against her pussy, the vibration sending shockwaves through her body. Two thick fingers pushed inside her, curling upward to find her G-spot while his tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit. The stretch of his fingers was already more than Mike's, and Jessica knew his cock would fill her even more completely.

Steam swirled around them, making every sensation more intense. Jessica could see Mike's expression through the haze, could watch him stroking himself as another man devoured his wife's pussy. The sight made her grip all the tighter around Blake's fingers.

"That's it," Blake murmured against her flesh. "Show your husband how well you respond to another man's touch. Show him how wet you are for me."

A third finger joined the others, stretching her deliciously. Blake's tongue never stopped its attention on her clit, bringing her closer and closer to the edge. When his free hand gripped her thigh roughly, surely leaving marks, Jessica felt herself starting to peak.

"Please... yes, yes, yes, I'm going to..." She couldn't finish the sentence as Blake's fingers curled sharply inside her, his tongue flicking rapidly over her clit. Her orgasm crashed through her, walls clamping down on his fingers as she screamed both men's names.

Before she could recover, Blake was standing, positioning himself between her trembling thighs. His cock looked even more impressive in the steam room's lighting, the head angry and purple with need, dripping wet. He rubbed it through her soaked folds, coating himself in her arousal.

"Tell your husband who you belong to tonight," Blake demanded, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance.

Jessica's eyes found Mike's through the steam. "Blake... please... make me yours..." she begged, watching her husband's pupils dilate at her words. "Show my husband how you're going to use his wife..."

Blake's grip on her hips tightened painfully. "Good girl," he growled. "Now let's show him exactly what you've been craving."

The head of his cock began to push inside her, and Jessica gasped at the stretch. She was about to be properly claimed by another, and her husband was going to watch every second of it. The thought and heat made her dizzy.

The stretch was intense as Blake pushed deeper, his cock spreading her wider than she'd ever been before. Jessica's mouth fell open in a silent gasp, her eyes locked with Mike's as another man's cock claimed her for the first time.

"Fuck... you're tight," Blake growled, gripping her hips harder. "Your wife's pussy is gripping my cock so perfectly," he added for Mike's benefit, making Jessica whimper at his crude words.

Every inch felt like an eternity as Blake filled her, the steam making everything dreamlike yet intensely real. When he finally bottomed out, Jessica felt completely stuffed, stretched around his impressive girth. She could see Mike's hand moving faster on his cock, his eyes fixed on where Blake disappeared inside his wife.

"Show your husband how much you love my cock," Blake commanded, slowly withdrawing before slamming back in. Jessica cried out, her back arching off the bench. Each thrust was harder than Mike had ever been, more demanding, more primal.

After several minutes of steady fucking, Blake suddenly withdrew. "Get up," he ordered, helping her shaky legs find purchase on the tile floor. "I want you to ride me. Show your husband how well you work for another man's pleasure."

Blake sat on the bench, his cock standing proudly upright. Jessica straddled him, facing Mike, giving her husband a perfect view as she slowly sank down on Blake's length. The new angle let him go even deeper, making her gasp.

"That's it," Blake's hands guided her hips, setting a demanding pace. "Use my cock to get yourself off. Show Mike how much you love being filled by another man."

Jessica bounced on Blake's cock, her breasts bouncing with each movement. She could feel another orgasm building, spurred on by Mike's intense gaze and Blake's possessive touches. Her clit rubbed against Blake's pubic bone with each downward thrust, sending sparks of pleasure through her body.

"I'm... oh fuck Mike, I'm going to cum again," she moaned, her movements becoming erratic. Blake's grip tightened, taking control and slamming her down onto his cock repeatedly.

Just as her orgasm waned, Blake lifted her off his cock and spun her around. Before she could protest the emptiness, he bent her over, pushing her face down onto the bench. The new position gave Mike an unobstructed view of her gaping, dripping pussy just before Blake thrust back inside her roughly.

"Take it," Blake growled, one hand gripping her hair while the other snaked around to rub her clit. "Let us show your husband how well you take my cock."

The new position let Blake fuck her even harder, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. When his thumb suddenly pressed against her tight asshole, Jessica nearly screamed. She'd never felt anything like it before, the dual stimulation sending her spiralling towards another orgasm.

"Oh fuck... fuck... never felt... so good!" she babbled, feeling Blake's cock swelling inside her as his thumb breached her ass. Through steam-hazed eyes, she could see Mike was close too, his hand a blur on his cock.

"Cum for us," Blake demanded, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Show Mike how good it feels to be thoroughly fucked by another man. Show him what a perfect hotwife you are."

Jessica's world exploded into pure sensation. Her pussy clenched violently around Blake's thick cock as waves of the most intense orgasm of her life crashed through her. Every nerve ending was on fire, her body trembling uncontrollably as pleasure ripped through her core.

"Oh god... oh fuck... MIKE!" she screamed, knowing her husband was watching her come undone on another man's cock. The thought pushed her even higher, her pussy spasming around Blake's thickness.

Blake roared behind her, his grip bruising on her hips as he slammed in one final time. She felt his cock pulse inside her, filling her with hot spurts of cum. Each throb of his release triggered another aftershock in her own body, milking him completely.

Through the steam and her pleasure-hazed vision, she watched Mike's face contort in ecstasy. His cock erupted like a volcano, thick ropes of cum shooting across his chest and abs as he watched another man breed his wife. The sight of her husband's pleasure at her submission sent one final shock of orgasmic bliss through her body.

Both men... watching... sharing... claiming... The thought floated through her mind as she floated in post-orgasmic bliss. Perfect.

Blake's strong arms helped her up from her bent position, guiding her to sit on the warm bench. His cum immediately began leaking from her well-used pussy, running down her inner thighs in thick rivulets. Mike's eyes, dark with spent desire, tracked every drop.

Both men moved to sit beside her, their body heat adding to the steam room's warmth. Blake captured her mouth in a passionate kiss, which she returned eagerly before Mike turned her head to claim her lips himself. They traded her back and forth, each kiss different but equally arousing – Blake's demanding and dominant, Mike's loving and proud.

Their hands roamed her body gently now, Blake's strong fingers kneading her breasts while Mike's softer touch traced patterns on her inner thighs, occasionally dipping through the mixture of her juices and Blake's cum. The intimacy of being touched by both men simultaneously made her pussy clench again, despite her recent intense orgasm.

A silent understanding seemed to pass between the men as they worshipped her body together. This wasn't just a one-time thing, they had crossed a threshold tonight and transformed their relationship into something new and exciting.

Blake's hand slid up her inner thigh, gathering their mixed essence on his fingers before bringing them to her mouth. Jessica sucked them clean without hesitation, making both men groan.

"Ready for the showers?" Blake suggested, his cock already beginning to stir again against her hip. "I think your wife needs a thorough cleaning... before we make her dirty again."

Mike's answering grin told Jessica that her night of being shared was far from over. Her body tingled with anticipation of what was to come.

◆◆◆

Jessica's legs were still trembling as Mike helped her into the passenger seat of their BMW. The late-night air had cooled her flushed skin, though her damp hair still clung to her neck. Through the gym's glass frontage, she could see Blake's silhouette watching them leave. She managed a small wave, earning a knowing smile before he turned away.

Mike slid into the driver's seat beside her, the sound of leather creaking beneath him. For a moment, they sat in loaded silence, the reality of what they'd just done settling over them like a warm blanket. Jessica could still feel Blake's cum inside her, could still taste him on her tongue. Her body ached pleasantly, marked and claimed in ways she'd never experienced before.

Did we really just do that? she wondered, remembering how Mike had watched while Blake took her. The way Mike looked at me while Blake...

The engine purred to life, and they pulled away from the gym's private parking area. Mike's breathing was still slightly elevated, and Jessica noticed his hands were gripping the steering wheel tighter than usual.

They reached the first red light on Kentish Town Road, and Mike's right hand found her thigh. Her skirt had ridden up, and his fingers traced patterns on her bare skin. She knew he could feel the wetness there – Blake's cum had been leaking steadily from her tightest hole since they left the showers.

"You were incredible," Mike's voice was rough with emotion. His fingers inched higher, making her cheeks warm. "The way you looked... taking him like that..."

"I felt so sexy," Jessica admitted, covering his hand with hers. "With both of you watching me... knowing you were getting off on sharing me..."

"The shower," Mike murmured, his fingers sliding higher up her thigh. "Christ, watching him take you like that..."

Jessica looked into the darkness as she pictured the steam rising around them, Blake's muscular body pressing her against the tiled wall while Mike steadied her shoulders. The hot water had cascaded down their bodies as Blake worked the shower gel over every inch of her skin.

"Both of you, washing me," Jessica shifted in her seat, thighs pressing together. "Your hands everywhere..."

"Blake knew exactly what he wanted," Mike's voice was thick with arousal. "The way he turned you to face me, bent you forward..."

"I'd never..." Jessica flushed, remembering the intense stretch as Blake had worked first one, then two slick fingers into her ass while Mike held her gaze. "When he started pushing inside me there..."

"You were so beautiful," Mike's fingers traced higher, finding fresh wetness. "The sounds you made... watching your face while he claimed your virgin ass..."

Jessica moaned softly, remembering how she'd gripped Mike's forearms, staring into his eyes as Blake slowly pressed deeper. The shower gel had made everything gloriously slick, easing the way as Blake stretched her open with careful, determined strokes.

"I came so hard," she whispered. "With both of you... holding me up... Blake filling me completely... looking into your eyes while he took me..."

Mike's fingers circled her clit through soaked panties. "The way you screamed both our names..."

"I couldn't help it," Jessica squirmed against his touch. "It was so intense... having you both... Blake stretching me open while you watched..."

Their eyes met in the dim car interior, sharing the vivid memory of Jessica's first anal orgasm, her body shaking between them as Blake claimed her most intimate place while Mike witnessed every moment of her surrender.

The light turned green, but Mike's hand stayed where it was, teasing higher under her skirt. Jessica shifted in her seat, feeling a fresh wave of arousal despite her thoroughly satisfied state. Her hand found Mike's thigh, feeling the hard muscle beneath his trousers.

His cock was already rigid again, tenting the fabric impressively. Jessica squeezed gently, making him groan.

"Tell me what it was like," she whispered, Camden Road's traffic moving sluggishly around them. "Watching him take your wife..."

Mike's grip on her thigh tightened. "Fuck, Jess... seeing you submit to him like that... The way you looked at me while he was inside you..."

Her hand moved higher, cupping his erection through his trousers. She could feel him throbbing beneath her touch, as aroused now as he'd been in the steam room.

"The way you smelled my thong," she teased, remembering how Blake had tossed it to him. "While he was tasting me..."

Mike's breathing grew heavier as they approached another red light on Kentish Town Road. "I could smell him on you... smell how wet he made you..." His fingers found her centre, still swollen and sensitive. "Still can..."

Jessica squirmed in her seat, remembering every detail vividly. "When he bent me over... made me face you while he took me from behind..."

"Jesus, Jess..." Mike's cock jumped beneath her hand. "The sounds you made... calling both our names..."

The light turned green, but neither of them noticed immediately. A horn honked behind them, making them both jump. Mike accelerated perhaps a bit too quickly, his hand reluctantly leaving her thigh to grip the wheel.

"Need you," Jessica moaned, her hand still working his cock through his trousers. "Need my husband... want you to reclaim me..."

Mike took a corner faster than strictly necessary, clearly as eager to get home as she was. They were only minutes from their house now, but it felt like an eternity.

"You're still full of his cum," Mike growled, the words making Jessica clench with renewed desire. "Going to add mine... make you take us both..."

"Yes," she hissed, remembering how thoroughly Blake had filled her. "Want you to feel how wet he made me... how well he used your wife..."

Mike's knuckles were white on the steering wheel. "Such a perfect hotwife," he praised, making her pussy throb at the term. "Taking his cock so beautifully... showing me exactly what you needed..."

They were almost home now, the familiar streets of their neighbourhood flying past. Jessica could feel herself getting wetter, Blake's cum mixed with fresh arousal soaking into the car's leather seat.

"When he made me taste myself and his cum on his fingers..." she began.

"While I was watching," Mike finished, his voice rough. "Fuck, Jess... the way you looked at me while sucking his fingers clean, you were such a slut for him."

The memory made her moan. She'd never felt so wanton, so desperately sexual. Every touch, every word seemed charged with new meaning.

"Almost home," Mike promised, taking another corner at speed. "Going to make you tell me how it made you feel, as we replay every dirty detail..."

"While you're inside me?" Jessica purred, squeezing his cock one final time before they turned onto their street. "Want me to describe how his cock felt? How he stretched me?"

Mike's answering growl told her everything she needed to know about the night ahead. They might have left Blake at the gym, but their evening of exploration was far from over.

As they pulled into their driveway, Jessica caught Mike's heated gaze. "I love you," she whispered, meaning it more than ever before.

"No regrets?" Mike asks softly.

"Only that we waited so long," Jessica smiles. "You watching me... made everything perfect. Now let's get inside, and if you think you can manage it, you've got three holes to re-claim…"
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