
        
            
                
            
        

    
Roman Vale

Volume 7: Workplace Sluts – The Fitness Instructor


Copyright © 2025 by Roman Vale

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

Roman Vale asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

This book is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences aged 18 and over. It contains graphic depictions of sexual activity, BDSM, power exchange, kink exploration, and emotionally intense scenarios that may not reflect real-life relationships, behaviors, or dynamics.

All characters are fictional and over the age of 18. Any similarities to real persons, living or dead, are purely coincidental. All sexual acts depicted in this book are portrayed as consensual between adults.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Foreword
Opening Frame
Story 1: After Class
Interlude I – Video Diary
Story 2 – The Locker Room Challenge
Interlude II – Journaling
Story 3 – Personal Training
Interlude III – Scrolling Social Media
Story 4 – The Show
Closing Frame
Also by Roman Vale



Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Opening Frame

Lexi’s alarm went off at 5:03, a time chosen not for symmetry but for precision. Five minutes before her phone’s second chime, she was already half-awake, muscle memory steering her out of bed and into the bathroom, where the chill of tile and the soft fluorescence of vanity lights reminded her she had a body worth waking up for. She brushed her teeth, ponytail already tight and high, the blonde length flicking over her shoulder like punctuation with every movement. A quick check in the mirror: green eyes clear, lashes dark even without mascara, cheeks still pink from sleep, jaw set and small tattooed lines curling at each wrist. Her skin was the colour of new caramel—lightly tanned, healthy, the kind that glowed even in bad light.

She dressed with purpose. First, the black sports bra: snug, compressing, supportive. Then leggings—heather-grey, sculpted to her hips and thighs, a high waistband hugging her core. Crop top over that: black, sleeveless, branded with a tiny white swoosh above her left breast. She twisted, bent at the waist, watched her abs ripple, the contour of muscle against skin. No bulges. No slack. Lexi wasn’t built for softness; she was built for movement. A thin gold ring at her navel, glinting whenever her shirt shifted. Trainers—neon yellow, spotless from a month of obsessive cleaning—tied tight, double-knotted. She paused, knelt, checked her ankles. Both solid, both still showing the faintest scars from last year’s rope climbs.

Last, the cap. Black, curved brim, her ponytail threaded through the back. Minimal makeup—just tinted balm and clear gel for her brows, a swipe of invisible SPF. The face in the mirror was both her own and not: half athlete, half performance, all mask.

In the kitchen, she blended a protein shake with one hand, checked the day’s class schedule on her phone with the other. Private Pilates at 7, power circuit at 9, three one-to-one clients before lunch, then spin, then HIIT, then the late afternoon “Body Worship” class that was always oversubscribed. She smirked at the name, wondering who’d chosen it: marketing, or the manager with a crush. Her DMs were full of heart emojis and sweat drops—clients, staff, strangers. She muted notifications without reading.

Her flat was always silent at this hour. She liked the hush, the prelude. The only sound was the whirr of the blender and the stretch-pop of her own joints as she limbered up against the kitchen counter. Lexi held a deep lunge, pressed her palms flat, and felt the length of her back pull taut. The tightness behind her knees, the crackle in her left shoulder. She breathed into the discomfort, counting heartbeats. Everything she did was a rehearsal.

By 5:40, she was at the gym’s staff entrance, key fob pressed to the reader, door sighing open into darkness. The lobby reeked of lemon disinfectant and stale protein bars. She flipped on the lights: one row, then another, strip by strip, until the whole place glowed clinical and bright. Mirrors ran along every wall. Rubber mats gleamed. The air was cold, conditioned, faintly metallic—a hum of air vents and something else, a trace of yesterday’s sweat and triumph.

She liked it best when it was empty. Her domain. She walked the floor, checked each station: treadmill belts taut, dumbbells racked in neat progression, resistance bands looped in perfect rainbow arcs. Wiped a fingerprint from the rowing machine. Nudged a foam roller back into alignment. The sense of order calmed her—each thing in its place, each body waiting to be shaped. Hers most of all.

Lexi paused in the free weights area, placed her water bottle at her feet, and began her own warmup. Slow, deliberate: neck rolls, shoulder shrugs, deep squats, then a sun salutation, arms arcing overhead, back arching. She faced the wall of mirrors, watching the way her muscles lengthened, how her tattoos—simple black lines on wrist and hip—seemed to shift as she moved. Her crop top rode up, exposing the plane of her stomach, a faint sheen already gathering at her hairline.

She watched herself work. Watched the way her body obeyed, how sweat slicked her skin. She knew what people saw when she demonstrated a lunge, when she led a class. Power. Precision. But also the invitation. The quiet challenge. She couldn’t deny she played to it: the way she lingered in a stretch, the sly grin at the end of a set, the way she corrected form with a touch that was just a little more than necessary. Everyone wanted her attention. Some wanted more. Sometimes she wanted to give it.

She let herself drift, for a moment, in the rhythm of her breathing and the silent gym. Imagined eyes on her from every mirror, every angle—her body a spectacle, even now. Especially now, when no one else was there. She stretched deeper, letting her hip open wide, calf pressed nearly flat to the floor. The leggings tightened across her glutes. She felt her pulse thump, heat prickling low in her belly.

Discipline, she told herself. That was the word she wore for clients. Strength, for everyone else. But in the mirror, alone, she saw hunger. For the gaze, for the friction of admiration, for the risk of being seen as more than just a trainer.

Staff started arriving at six. Early. Lexi’s game face dropped into place: upbeat, commanding, all charm. Banter at the front desk, a teasing challenge with one of the junior instructors (“Bet you can’t beat my row time today”), a quick round of pre-shift squats to loosen everyone up. The young ones watched her like she was a legend; the older ones gave her the nod reserved for people who had nothing left to prove.

She settled into routine: checked towels, reset the sound system, replaced a cracked yoga block. The gym filled with the faint thud of distant bass, the slap of trainers on mats, the murmur of first arrivals—clients checking in, nodding, moving into their rituals. Lexi watched, guiding, smiling, correcting posture, issuing encouragement like breath.

Still, the mirrors called her back. She kept glancing, caught herself adjusting her waistband, smoothing the crop top, twisting to catch every angle—back, arms, thighs, even the hint of sweat at her temples. The security cameras blinked red above the free weights. She ignored them. Mostly.

Her phone buzzed: a calendar alert, not a message. She swiped it away, but her thumb lingered over the photos app. She scrolled once—just once—past a video of herself from last week, filmed after hours. Her body a study in motion and effort. She watched it, cheeks flushing, a slow smile curling at the edge of her mouth. She set the phone down, told herself it was nothing, just form-checking.

But she felt the buzz of nerves as the clock edged toward class time. Heart pounding, thighs tight, mouth a little too dry. She didn’t know if it was anticipation or hunger or something more dangerous—the knowledge that, under the bright lights, she was always being watched. By clients, by cameras, by herself.

She caught herself in the mirror one last time, mouth parted, eyes fierce. She flexed, smoothed her top, rolled her shoulders back. Today would be the same as any other day. She told herself that, watching the tension in her neck, the way her pulse beat wild in her throat.

She didn’t believe it.

Not really.


Story 1: After Class

The last few minutes of Lexi’s evening Pilates class were always her favourite. The studio was dim, the sun gone from the glass walls, replaced by the neon haze of streetlights filtering through the front windows. Soft, wordless pop drifted from the speakers, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and eucalyptus spray.

Lexi paced the edge of the mat, cueing the final stretches. “Inhale, sweep your arms up—lengthen your spine—exhale, fold forward. Nice and slow.” Her voice was steady, a little hoarse from the day, but her energy never slipped. She moved among her regulars, correcting posture with gentle taps on shoulders, guiding a trembling ankle, pressing a palm into the curve of a lower back. Her own body was electric, high on endorphins and attention; every muscle taut, leggings soaked through at the small of her back, hair damp beneath the cap.

Most of her clients were women—city lawyers, finance girls, a pair of uni students in matching pastel sets. They packed up quickly, water bottles sloshing, chatter about dates and deadlines. The men were fewer and mostly kept to themselves. Except for Ethan.

He was always the last to leave. Tonight, he lingered at the edge of the mats, rolling a resistance band between his fingers, pretending to stretch out a stubborn hamstring. Lexi pretended not to notice as she led the final cool-down. “Big inhale—reach up, lengthen—exhale, release.”

She glanced at the mirror. Ethan’s eyes met hers, and he grinned—not cocky, just easy, as if they shared a secret no one else could see. He was in his early thirties, tall, broad-shouldered but not bulky, with dark hair always a little mussed from sweat, T-shirt clinging to a body shaped by years of showing up and never slacking. His jaw was rough with stubble, and he had the kind of steady gaze that made her hyper-aware of the stretch of her own limbs, the way her leggings hugged her thighs and the crop top rode up each time she reached overhead.

The last of the class trickled out, shoes squeaking on rubber, someone laughing too loud near the lockers. Lexi let the silence fill in, the hum of the A/C growing louder. She bent to gather a pile of sweat towels, feeling the prickle of eyes on her. Sure enough, Ethan was still there, pretending to fumble with his water bottle, watching her in the mirror.

She straightened, towel slung over one shoulder, crop top sticking to her skin. “You survived another one,” she called, voice teasing.

He grinned, breathless. “Barely. Is it just me, or are you getting meaner every week?”

Lexi laughed, stretching her arms behind her back, shoulders popping audibly. “I thought you liked a challenge.”

He shrugged, muscles shifting beneath thin cotton. “I do. Just don’t want to look weak in front of the group.”

She tossed a mat into the storage rack, glancing at him sidelong. “Trust me, they’re all too busy trying not to collapse to notice anyone else.”

He lingered, drawing out the moment. “Sure. But it’s hard not to notice when you make us do splits at the end.”

Lexi grinned, letting her gaze linger on his legs—muscular, tan, defined even through sweatpants. “Don’t pretend you can’t handle it.”

He leaned against the barre, folding the resistance band with lazy fingers. “I think you just like showing off.”

“Who, me?” Lexi arched an eyebrow, rolling out her wrists. The mirrored wall caught every angle—the flush of her cheeks, the wet line between her breasts, the high arch of her ponytail. She watched herself watch him, a loop of gazes and grins.

Ethan shook his head, laughing softly. “You know exactly what you’re doing.”

Lexi’s heart skipped, a slick pulse between her thighs that had nothing to do with the workout. She shrugged one shoulder, playing it cool, but her eyes said yes.

A pause hung between them, thick as the scent of rubber and sweat. Lexi felt the heat in her face, the way her body wanted to linger—just a few minutes more, just to see what he’d do if she gave him a reason.

The studio was nearly empty now. Just Lexi, Ethan, and the reflections that never looked away.

Lexi turned to wipe down the reformer beds, back to Ethan, but every nerve was dialed to his presence—his breath, the faint creak of his shoes on the mats, the thick hush left behind when everyone else’s voices had faded. The studio, so full of movement minutes before, had collapsed into intimacy: the soft glow of the overheads, the gentle echo of pop music fading on the speakers, the ever-present pulse of her own heart in her ears.

Ethan took his time packing up, never quite making it to the door. He draped his towel over his shoulder, then made a show of rolling up his mat, only to pause and “re-stretch” his calf. Lexi watched in the mirror, pretending to be busy—wiping sweat, stacking bands, spritzing down the equipment. Each move exaggerated, each bend deeper than necessary, the high arch of her glutes and the sculpted flex of her thighs reflected from half a dozen angles. The mirrors made every motion a performance.

She caught his eye again as she reached to reset a stack of blocks, arms overhead, shirt riding up to bare the hard slice of her abs and the faint tattoo curling along her hip. Ethan’s gaze flicked up from the curve of her waist, a little embarrassed but not enough to turn away. The tension was playful, but sharp enough to draw blood.

“You ever get tired of the view?” she asked, half-joking, half-challenge.

He grinned. “Not likely.” His voice dropped, softer now that the studio was theirs alone. “I’m still trying to figure out how you do it—look that strong and make it look easy.”

Lexi rolled her eyes, but she felt the flush all the way down to her chest. “It’s all smoke and mirrors. Half of it’s just performance.” She let her hand drift, slow and deliberate, along the mirrored wall, eyes following the arc of her own movement. “You should know by now—it’s the ones who make it look effortless who are working the hardest.”

Ethan stepped closer, the rubber floor giving under his weight. “Yeah, but I think you like the attention.”

Lexi’s grin sharpened. “You think so?”

“I know so.” He leaned against the barre, posture relaxed but eyes bright, holding her gaze in the glass. “You always stretch longest when you know people are watching. And you look at the camera more than anyone else.”

She couldn’t help herself—she glanced up, right at the little black dome in the corner. Its red light glowed steady, impartial. She wondered, just for a second, who was on the other side. Did the night manager ever rewind these tapes? Did anyone ever notice the way she bent, lingered, performed?

Lexi shrugged, feigning nonchalance. “Gotta keep it interesting. Besides, I get bored if I’m not putting on a show.”

Ethan laughed, stepping a little closer—close enough that she could feel his body heat radiating, the sweat drying on his skin. “That’s one hell of a show.”

The last shreds of routine fell away. The cleaning was done, the doors locked, the lights on low. The city’s noise was muted by thick windows and the hush of after-hours. It was just Lexi, Ethan, and the doubled images of themselves in every mirrored pane.

She glanced down at the pile of mats. “You wanna help me tidy these up? I could use a strong pair of hands.”

He hesitated, then smiled—a slow, wicked smile that told her everything she needed to know. “Sure. Show me what to do.”

Lexi knelt first, reaching for the closest mat, arching her back as she smoothed it out, body moving with deliberate slowness. Ethan followed, dropping beside her, his thigh pressed close enough that she could feel the tremor in her own breath. For a moment, their hands brushed—just a touch, quick and electric.

Neither of them moved away.

The studio felt smaller now, the lights warmer, the air thicker. Lexi leaned forward, letting her body brush his arm, the edge of her breast grazing his bicep. She pretended to fumble, laughed under her breath, feeling a pulse between her thighs that had nothing to do with the workout.

Ethan’s voice was soft, right at her ear. “You always stay this late?”

“Only when it’s worth it,” Lexi replied, low, not bothering to hide the meaning.

Their reflections in the mirror looked back—two bodies crouched together, close, barely touching, every muscle tense and waiting.

Lexi pretended to focus on the pile of mats, but her pulse pounded so loudly she could feel it everywhere—neck, wrists, thighs. Every small movement was an invitation: the way she leaned over to reach a mat, letting her hip press to Ethan’s, or how she arched her back as she rolled up the rubber, making sure her ass lifted just enough that she’d catch his eyes in the glass.

They moved in sync for a moment—bending, rolling, stacking—until their hands brushed again, this time lingering. His fingers grazed hers, rough calluses against her palm. Lexi didn’t pull away. She let the contact hang, the air between them growing dense and sweet.

She straightened, stretching her arms above her head, crop top riding high enough to bare the hard line of her abs and the faint sheen of sweat. She held the pose a second too long, eyes meeting his in the mirror. “You’re actually pretty helpful,” she said, voice soft and playful, just above a whisper.

Ethan grinned, mouth parted, gaze dropping from her eyes to her chest and then back up. “I try to pull my weight.”

“You do,” Lexi replied, stepping just close enough that their bodies almost touched, her breath mingling with his. “You know, most people bolt for the door the second class is done. Guess you like to hang around.”

He didn’t move back. “Maybe I just like the company.”

Lexi smiled, something dangerous flickering at the edge of it. She bent again, this time slower, picking up the last mat, making sure the stretch showed off every angle—her glutes tight under lycra, ponytail swinging. “You ever try an assisted stretch?” she asked, glancing up at him, letting her voice drop even lower. “Might help with that hamstring.”

He hesitated only a moment—enough for her to taste the risk—then nodded, his voice husky. “Sure. Show me.”

Lexi patted the mat, guiding him to sit down, legs outstretched. She moved behind him, her thighs bracketing his hips, hands sliding along his shoulders with professional confidence. “Lean forward,” she instructed, pushing gently, her body close, her scent—clean sweat, light perfume—mixing with his.

Her hands lingered, fingers kneading his traps, then trailing down his back to his waist. She pressed into him, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re tighter than you let on,” she murmured, and she felt him shiver.

His hand reached back, steadying himself, palm resting on her thigh—tentative, then firm. She didn’t flinch. Instead, she pressed her own hand over his, locking their fingers together, drawing his palm higher up her leg until it found the exposed skin just above her knee, then the heat between her thighs.

Their eyes met in the mirror: Lexi, hair wild and cheeks flushed, Ethan, wide-eyed and wanting. She watched herself guide his hand, watched the way he gripped her, felt the spark where muscle gave way to hunger.

“Better?” she whispered, a tease but also a challenge.

He didn’t answer. Instead, his grip tightened, and Lexi pressed in closer, feeling the slow collapse of pretense—no longer just instructor and client, but two bodies trembling on the edge of something much less professional.

The air in the studio felt electric, thick with sweat, risk, and anticipation. Somewhere above, the little red light on the camera blinked. Lexi barely cared. She was done performing for an invisible audience. Right now, she wanted to be seen up close.

Ethan’s hand was warm and a little unsteady on Lexi’s thigh, his thumb pressing into the slick skin above the edge of her leggings. Lexi let the silence stretch—her breath steady, heart hammering. She could see it all in the mirror: their bodies framed by neon-lit glass, the sweat-darkened line of her crop top, the hungry way he gripped her leg.

Lexi shifted, letting her knees press to either side of his hips, the mat yielding beneath them. She guided him gently, pushing him down so he lay back, his head resting on the rolled-up towel. She straddled him, knees braced on either side, her palms planted on his chest. Her leggings creaked as she settled her weight, every muscle taut and alert.

“Let me show you how deep you can go,” she whispered, and leaned forward, pressing her hips into his. Her ponytail brushed his cheek; her lips hovered at his ear. The words were a tease and a command, her voice dropping into something darker than instruction.

Ethan’s hands found her waist, holding on like he needed the anchor. Lexi shifted her hips, letting the friction build—a slow, grinding motion, her sweat-slick body sliding over his. She felt the ridge of his cock hard against his shorts, straining up as she rocked. She ground down, letting him feel every inch, every pulse of heat through thin layers of fabric.

The mirrors multiplied the scene: Lexi, head thrown back, mouth parted, body gleaming; Ethan, chest rising, eyes locked on her, lost. Every angle showed the arch of her back, the faint marks of old bruises on her thighs, the sharp edge of her jaw.

She let her hands roam—down his chest, tracing the hard lines of his torso, the flat plane of his stomach. Her nails scraped lightly through sweat-damp cotton, dragging a moan from his lips. “You like watching, don’t you?” she murmured, catching his eyes in the glass.

He nodded, too breathless for words.

“Then watch.” She shifted back, tugging his shorts and briefs down, freeing his cock—thick, flushed, leaking at the tip. Lexi’s hands were steady, practiced. She trailed her fingers up his length, then rocked her hips forward again, her own leggings stretched tight, the heat and slickness between her thighs now impossible to hide.

Lexi leaned in, caught his mouth in a kiss—hungry, open, tasting sweat and adrenaline. She pressed her body close, the swell of her breasts mashing into his chest, the faint scrape of her navel ring catching on his skin. She broke the kiss only to bite his jaw, her breath hot in his ear.

“Want more?” she whispered.

“Yes,” he groaned, voice ragged.

She grinned, wild and triumphant, and reached back, tugging at the waistband of her leggings, peeling them down just enough to expose her cunt—already slick, lips swollen and parted. She wrapped one hand around his cock, guiding him to her entrance, then lowered herself in one slow, exquisite slide.

The first thrust stole both their breath. Lexi gasped, feeling herself stretch around him, her body pulsing, the mat beneath them slick with sweat. Ethan’s hands gripped her hips, fingers digging in, desperate for purchase.

Lexi set the rhythm—slow, grinding, letting him feel every clench and tremor. She watched herself ride him in the mirror: ass flexing, thighs trembling, tits barely contained by the crop top. She saw the way her own mouth twisted, the half-crazed look in her eyes. The performance was gone. This was hunger—raw, greedy, unashamed.

The mirrors flashed with every movement, multiplying the scene: Lexi’s hand pressed to his chest, her nails raking down, Ethan’s body arching, desperate, their bodies joined and moving in the low, humid light.

Lexi fucked him harder, chasing her own pleasure, letting the sounds fill the room—the slap of skin on skin, the sticky glide of sweat and slick, her own ragged moans and his gasping yes, yes, yes. She felt the risk of the camera, the possibility of an unseen audience, and it only made her bolder.

She bent forward, bracing one hand on the floor beside his head, her other hand sneaking down between their bodies. She found her clit, circling, pressing harder, her cunt tightening around him with every grind. Ethan’s hands slid up her back, clutching at her shoulders, mouth finding her throat, teeth grazing sweaty skin.

Lexi’s orgasm built fast and brutal—her body tightening, thighs shaking, back arching as she ground down on him, chasing the peak. She locked eyes with herself in the mirror, watched her own face break open as pleasure crashed through her—mouth open, eyes wild, a sharp cry swallowed in his shoulder.

Her cunt fluttered around him, milking him, and she felt Ethan’s body stiffen beneath her, hips jerking up, his cock pulsing as he spilled inside her. Lexi rode out every wave, squeezing him, her own slick running down his shaft, soaking the mat beneath them.

For a long moment, neither moved. Lexi’s head dropped to his chest, sweat-slick and shuddering, breath mingling in the thick, humid air. The mirrors showed ruin from every angle—bodies tangled, mat marked with sweat and slick, camera light blinking above.

Lexi grinned, slow and spent, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

Lexi let her body rest atop Ethan’s for a beat, feeling the deep, molten ache of release in every muscle. Her heart hammered against his chest, sweat slick between them, the pulse in her thighs still shivering with aftershocks. His hands stayed gripped at her waist, not possessive, just holding—like if he let go, she might float off into the mirrored dark.

The air was thick with sex. The scent of sweat and heat, the raw tang of latex and her own slick, the subtle sweetness of his cologne all tangled together. In the quiet, the hum of the A/C seemed impossibly loud. The only light was the neon glow bouncing off the mirrors, and the tiny, unblinking red camera dot blinking above the studio door.

It was that little light that snagged Lexi’s attention as her breath slowed. She tilted her head, hair stuck to her neck, and saw the way the camera reflected in every mirrored pane—one eye, a thousand angles. Her whole body, tangled and spent, exposed from every possible view.

The awareness landed like a shock. For a second, she stiffened, instinct yelling at her to cover up, to scramble for her clothes, to hide the evidence. But something in her—something hot, reckless, and hungry—overrode it. Instead of pulling away, she pushed her hips down, grinding herself onto Ethan, wringing the last ripples of sensation from the afterglow. She arched her back, letting her breasts push against her sticky crop top, one hand sliding up to pull the fabric higher, almost exposing a nipple.

She stared straight into the mirror, meeting her own gaze—wild-eyed, mouth parted, cheeks still burning red. The mirror didn’t judge. The camera didn’t either. If anyone ever watched these tapes, they’d see a woman utterly, shamelessly alive.

Ethan moaned, his cock softening inside her but still twitching with aftershocks. Lexi grinned and rolled her hips again, wringing another gasp from him. “Don’t tell me you’re done already,” she teased, her voice rough and breathy.

He laughed, shaky, running his palms up her sides, fingers tracing the sweat-slicked tattoos on her ribs. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

Lexi pulled back enough to let him slip free of her. She glanced down, watching as a thick streak of cum oozed out of her and smeared along the crease of her thigh, soaking into the mat. The sight of it—her body still open, messy, leaking proof of what they’d done—sent a sharp bolt of pleasure through her belly. She wondered, for a split second, if the camera had caught that too. If someone, somewhere, would watch and know exactly what had happened on the after-hours floor.

She dragged her fingers through the mess, tracing a line of slick up to her clit, rubbing lazy circles as Ethan watched, dazed and helpless. The exhibitionism was no longer a game, but a craving—her body still hungry, still wanting to be watched, to be seen.

She came again, slower and lower this time, biting her own shoulder to muffle the sound, hips rolling as her own hand worked her through the trembling aftershocks. Her reflection multiplied the act—half a dozen Lexis, hair wild, eyes squeezed shut, cunt flushed and glistening, body flexing with pleasure she didn’t bother to hide.

By the time she finished, she was wrecked—legs shaking, thighs soaked, the mat beneath her slick and shining. She slumped beside Ethan, both of them breathing hard, both bodies ruined and revealed by the neon light.

For a long moment, neither spoke. The camera watched. The mirrors showed everything.

Lexi smiled, a secret blooming between her teeth.

For a moment, all Lexi could hear was the sound of their breathing—hers still shaky and shallow, his low and even, chest rising beneath her cheek. The world outside the gym was gone: no horns, no voices, just the pulse of blood in her ears and the rubber tang of the mat beneath her face.

Ethan reached up, pushing a damp strand of hair from her cheek. “That’s one way to stretch after class,” he murmured, his grin lazy, reverent.

Lexi barked out a soft laugh, the sound vibrating through both their bodies. “Don’t think this is part of your usual fitness package,” she teased, voice rasped raw from effort and release.

He caught her gaze in the mirror, his own face flushed and open. “Can’t say I’ve had a session like this before.” He reached for her hand, their fingers interlacing, sticky with sweat and the evidence of what they’d done.

She squeezed, the reality of the contact—how normal and intimate it felt—settling over the wild, illicit haze of what came before. She shifted, rolling onto her back, body stretched long and limp across the cooling mat. Her crop top was twisted, one breast half-exposed; her leggings were still tangled at her hips, thighs streaked and gleaming.

Ethan propped himself up on one elbow, grinning down at her, all boyish charm now. “So… do I pass the flexibility test?”

Lexi smirked, tilting her head so she could see them both reflected in the mirror—her hair a wreck, her skin marked with fingerprints, both of them rumpled, dazed, and unmistakably satisfied. “You’re not failing,” she replied. “But I might have to put you on a new program.”

He leaned in and kissed her, soft and slow this time, the heat replaced by something almost sweet. She tasted salt, the afterglow, the new possibility of addiction. For a moment, she let herself relax—let herself feel cared for, not just wanted.

The gym was silent around them. No one interrupted. No one watched—except the mirrors and that little, ceaseless red camera light.

Lexi stretched, groaning as her muscles protested, and pushed herself upright. “We should probably…” She gestured weakly at the mess—their clothes, the streaks on the mat, the damp patch of sweat and cum glinting on the rubber.

Ethan nodded, catching his breath, already hunting for his shorts. “I can help. Least I can do after—well, after all that.”

She laughed, catching the energy, her limbs still trembling but her nerves buzzing with pride and a strange, greedy joy. “Just make sure you don’t leave any fingerprints on the glass. Or I’ll know who to blame.”

He rolled his eyes, getting to his feet, stretching out his back. “If you wanted me to stop coming to class, you could just say so.”

She tossed him a towel, savoring the sight of him—naked but for a sweat-stained T-shirt, still half-hard, grinning like he’d won something precious. “I expect you on the mat next week. Full attendance, or you lose your ‘star pupil’ status.”

He offered a salute and slipped away toward the locker rooms, glancing back just once to catch her eye in the glass.

Lexi lingered, looking at herself—her ruined reflection, her half-dressed body, the glow in her cheeks that nothing could fake. Her cunt ached, her legs wobbled, and her mind raced with all the possibilities she’d just unlocked.

She knelt to wipe down the mat, but paused halfway, pressing her palm to the wet patch Ethan had left inside her. The smell of it—her own need, his release—was almost overwhelming.

She closed her eyes, breathing it in, her whole body alive with the memory of risk.

The gym felt even emptier with Ethan gone. Lexi moved in silence, gathering towels and water bottles, the echoes of their bodies still hanging in the air—sweat, breath, the sharp musk of sex and rubber. She could feel the aftershocks in her thighs, the sticky pulse between her legs, the ache of a need that hadn’t been spent, only stoked.

She wiped down the mat last, her cloth slow and deliberate. She left a faint mark—a glisten of slick, a shadow where her body had pressed, where Ethan’s cum had mixed with her own. It would fade by morning, but she liked the idea of some evidence lingering, invisible to everyone but her.

In the mirrors, she caught herself: hair wild, lips swollen, crop top still rucked up over one breast, leggings twisted and low. She looked nothing like the polished instructor her clients saw at sunrise. She looked—finally, unmistakably—like a slut, flushed and alive, owning every trace of ruin.

The studio lights hummed overhead. The city was a blur of neon outside the window, distant and indifferent. Lexi stood in the centre of the room, staring at her reflection, the empty gym multiplying her body a dozen times. Her nipples peaked through the thin fabric. Her thighs glistened in the light. She didn’t adjust her clothing, not yet. She watched herself a little longer, cataloguing every bruise, every tremble, every mark Ethan’s hands had left.

Her gaze drifted up to the red eye of the security camera, blinking steady, silent witness to everything she’d done. For the first time, she didn’t care who might be watching—or if anyone would ever rewind the tape. The idea of it made her smile, sly and private, heat gathering again deep in her belly.

She finished cleaning, moving slow, drawing out the solitude. Her body ached for more. Her mind replayed every stretch, every grip, every risk, every mirrored angle. She locked up, the keys cool in her hand, and stepped out into the dark, feeling exposed and invincible.

As she walked home, she could still taste Ethan’s sweat, still feel the echo of the mat under her knees, still see her own wild eyes staring back from a dozen mirrored walls.

Tonight, she thought, she wasn’t just performing for anyone else. Tonight, she’d performed for herself—and she wanted more.

Much more.


Interlude I – Video Diary

The clock on Lexi’s kitchen wall blinked 1:19 a.m. She should have been asleep hours ago. Instead, she sat on the edge of her sofa, knees pulled up under her chin, gym leggings still clinging to her thighs. Her hair was damp from a rushed shower but she hadn’t bothered to do more than pull it back in a loose knot. The living room was dark except for the blue glow of her laptop, perched on the coffee table, camera light a single green pinprick in the shadow.

She hesitated before hitting record, thumb hovering over the trackpad, heart thumping almost as loud as it had in the studio hours earlier. Then she pressed it—watching herself appear, doubled and slightly grainy, on the screen.

“Okay,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. She cleared her throat, flexed her toes in her trainers—hadn’t bothered to take those off either. “I just… I needed to get this out. Before it fades, or I chicken out.”

For a moment she just stared at herself. Her face was flushed, lips pink and a little swollen, a faint line of sweat still shining at her hairline. There was a bruise forming high on her thigh—Ethan’s hand, maybe, or maybe her own.

“I closed the gym tonight,” she started, glancing away, then back at the camera. “You know that feeling when you’ve given everything? When your body’s so used up you don’t even want to sit still?” She smiled, soft, almost shy. “It was just me and Ethan at the end. He stayed late again. Pretending to tidy, but really he was just… watching.”

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, tracing the shape of her own jaw in the laptop’s reflection. “I think I did it on purpose. The stretching, the way I bent, how slow I was. I wanted him to look. Wanted someone to see how much I—” She cut herself off, shaking her head, cheeks burning brighter.

Her hands dropped to her thighs, rubbing slow circles over the black fabric. “We fucked on the mats. I didn’t mean to, not really, but I didn’t stop it either. I watched myself the whole time. In the mirrors, in the glass, even just—feeling the cameras.” Her breath hitched, voice softening. “There was this moment, right before I came, when I realized I didn’t care if anyone saw. I think I wanted them to. I wanted proof. I wanted to be… caught.”

She looked down, tracing the faint outline of a handprint near her knee, fingers splayed over muscle. “It was messy. God, it was so good. I’m still sore.” She pressed a palm against the curve of her hip, biting her lip, remembering the way Ethan’s hands had held her down, the sound of her own cries echoing off the walls.

She shifted on the sofa, angling the laptop lower, letting the camera take in more of her body. She drew her shirt up, exposing the ridge of her abs, the faint glimmer of sweat still drying along her sternum. Her fingers slipped lower, hovering at the waistband, tracing the tattoo at her hip. “I keep thinking about the tape. About the cameras. About what it must look like—all those angles, all that sweat, the way I rode him. The way I looked, ruined and open and—fuck, I want to watch it. I want to see what they see.”

Her breath was coming quicker now. She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, hair tumbling loose over her shoulder. “I thought I’d feel guilty, but I don’t. I feel… hungry. Like I finally tasted something real and now I can’t let it go.”

She stared into her own eyes, pupils wide, skin still flushed. “I don’t want to be perfect. Not anymore. I want to be watched. I want someone to see me. I want to leave marks and not care who finds them.” Her hand drifted lower, voice barely a whisper. “I want more. I want it again. I want it worse.”

She clicked her tongue, eyes flickering with mischief and shame. “I’m going to watch this back. I want to see myself—see what he saw, what the camera caught. I want to know if I really look like that girl in the mirror.”

Her hand slid out of frame, the sound of her breath louder than anything else in the room. For a few seconds, the camera kept rolling—Lexi’s gaze unfocused, lost in memory, mouth parted, chest rising and falling. Then she leaned forward, stopped the recording, and the screen went black.


Story 2 – The Locker Room Challenge

It was nearly 10 p.m. when Lexi killed the lights in the last studio and stepped into the staff locker room, body humming with exhaustion and a slow, residual heat that had nothing to do with the HIIT class she’d just finished. The locker room was a private world at this hour—walls tiled in glossy white, benches gleaming with disinfectant, the thick smell of body spray and used socks hanging in the steam.

She peeled off her crop top, letting it fall to the tile with a wet smack, skin prickling as the sweat cooled on her chest and back. Her sports bra came next, slick and damp, baring her small, taut breasts to the humid air. Lexi ran a towel over her arms, her shoulders, the hard lines of her stomach, savouring the after-burn in her muscles. She caught herself in the long mirror above the sinks—ponytail wild, face flushed, a streak of sweat painting her collarbone, tattoos on display. She looked wrecked, and she loved it.

The sound of voices in the corridor made her pause, towel still pressed to her neck. The door swung open and in strolled Jay and Marco—both in black gym kit, skin shining with sweat, hair tousled, grins wide and wolfish. Jay was tall, all lean muscle and sleeves of faded ink; Marco was stockier, with a deep tan and a gap-toothed smile that flashed white against his five o’clock shadow.

They dropped their bags with a clatter, trading lazy insults—“You’re getting soft, old man,” “My deadlift’s bigger than your ego”—before they noticed Lexi at the mirror. Jay’s eyes slid over her bare chest without apology, lingering on the outline of her breasts and the cut of her abs. Marco whistled low, not bothering to look away.

“Well, look who’s still here,” Jay said, peeling off his T-shirt and tossing it into a locker. “The star of the floor. You ever take a break, Lex?”

Lexi grinned, propping one hip against the sink, unashamed of her near-nakedness. “Only when you two stop making fools of yourselves in front of the clients.”

Marco snorted, yanking off his trainers. “Please. You love the attention.” He flicked a damp towel at her, catching the curve of her thigh. “You can’t go five minutes without showing off in the mirrors.”

Jay stepped closer, eyes full of challenge. “She’s not wrong. You’re always stretching, always bending, always making us look bad. I think you like being the centre of the show.”

Lexi’s cheeks warmed, but she let the accusation hang, meeting their gazes in the mirror. “Maybe I just like having an audience. Some of us have stamina.”

“Big words,” Marco shot back, cracking open his water bottle, the muscles in his forearm flexing. “But can you back them up? Off the clock, I mean?”

Jay smirked, glancing at Marco, then back at Lexi. “Yeah, how about a little contest? You vs. us. Let’s see who’s really got the best endurance in this place.”

Lexi arched a brow, cocky and unbothered, though her pulse thudded at the prospect. “You two want to challenge me? Better hope you’re ready to lose.”

The air shifted—heat, sweat, and bravado thickening into something else. The door was shut, the gym all but empty except for the low hum of the dryer and the distant clank of weights being racked for the night. The risk was palpable, but so was the invitation.

Marco grinned, reaching for the towel at Lexi’s waist, fingers grazing her bare skin. “Oh, we’re ready. Are you?”

Lexi held his gaze, a wicked smile playing at her lips. “Prove it.”

In the mirror, she saw the three of them—bodies close, half-undressed, muscles slick and gleaming, the first sparks of something reckless lighting in their eyes. She felt the blood rush in her veins, her thighs pressed together, the ache of anticipation spiking hotter than any workout.

Tonight, she thought, they weren’t here to compete. They were here to ruin her—and she was going to let them.

Lexi’s towel was still twisted in Marco’s grip, the damp cotton pulling her closer as Jay stepped in behind, boxing her in between their bodies and the cold metal lockers. The air between them was hot, thick with the mix of deodorant, steam, and the animal pulse of something reckless rising. Her breath quickened—not from nerves, but from the thrill of being surrounded, of knowing exactly what she was inviting.

Jay leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “So, superstar—think you can keep up with both of us?” His voice was low, full of dark promise.

Marco laughed, running his palm down her bare hip, thumb grazing the faint tattoo above her waistband. “She talks a big game. Bet she’s not half as tough when we’re done with her.”

Lexi locked eyes with both of them in the mirror, a grin curving on her lips. “You’re both cocky for guys who’ve never made me sweat outside the studio.”

Jay’s hand slid up her back, tracing the ridge of her spine, not gentle. “Let’s make it official then. First one to tap out—loses. Or maybe we all win, yeah?”

She turned, still hemmed in, pressing her chest to his, bare skin on bare skin, her nipples tightening at the contact. “I don’t tap out,” she whispered, daring him to push.

Marco tossed her towel aside, stepping closer until she could feel the heat of both their bodies against hers, hard muscles, rough hands, the faint tremble of anticipation. “We’ll see,” he murmured, trailing kisses along the curve of her shoulder.

The room felt suddenly smaller, the door shut tight, the rest of the world erased. Every surface seemed to echo with risk—the clang of a locker, the drip of a shower, the faint vibration of footsteps from the cleaners two floors up. It made everything hotter. She wanted to be pressed, surrounded, made to surrender only when she chose.

Jay’s fingers tangled in her ponytail, tugging her head back so she met his gaze. “How about a handicap? You get the sauna. If you last in there with us, we’ll call you the queen of stamina. If not…” He grinned, slow and wicked. “You’re ours for the night.”

Lexi’s pulse spiked. She could feel the heat low in her belly, slick already between her thighs just from their words, from the game itself. “Deal,” she said, voice husky, wild.

Marco bent, teeth grazing her neck. “Then get in there, princess. Let’s see how long you last.”

She broke free, striding naked past them to the sauna’s glass door. The heat rolled over her in a wave—wet, heavy, making her skin prickle as she sprawled on the top bench, legs open, head tipped back in invitation.

Behind the glass, Jay and Marco stripped, towels dropped, bodies hard and hungry, eyes locked on her. She didn’t look away. She wanted them to see every inch.

As the door swung shut behind them, Lexi’s grin widened. The contest was on, and she was more than ready to lose herself.

The sauna’s heat wrapped Lexi in a suffocating, electric haze, sweat blooming instantly across her skin. She sprawled across the top bench, bare legs parted, her body luminous and slick under the amber lamp. Every breath was heavy with steam and anticipation, the musk of male sweat and her own arousal rising to fill the cramped, pine-scented air.

Jay entered first, towel slung over one shoulder, cock already half-hard, tattoos glistening as he loomed above her. Marco followed, thick thighs and dark curls matted with sweat, a grin splitting his face. Both men paused to take her in: Lexi wild and open, eyes fierce, nipples tight with heat and hunger, thighs shining in the sauna’s wet light.

Jay claimed her mouth before she could move, one rough hand sliding up her thigh, spreading her wider, while the other tangled in her hair. His kiss was bruising, his tongue greedy, the pressure making her moan low in her chest. Marco knelt between her knees, palms hot and rough on her calves, lips trailing kisses up the inside of her thigh—closer, closer—until he pressed his mouth to the seam of her cunt, tongue sliding through the sweat and slick already pooling there.

Lexi gasped, hips rolling, back arching off the wood as Marco licked her with slow, confident strokes—first teasing, then insistent, the sound of his tongue obscene in the humid hush. Jay’s mouth swallowed her cries, hand sliding up to pinch her nipple, rolling it between callused fingers until she twisted beneath him, all nerves and need.

“Thought you’d be tough,” Marco taunted, voice muffled by her flesh. “But you taste like you’ve been waiting all day.”

Lexi managed a breathless laugh, lifting her hips to grind into his mouth. “Maybe I just needed the right push.”

Jay broke the kiss, mouth glistening, eyes black with lust. “You want more, superstar? Show us how long you can last.”

He slid down her body, both men now crowding her on the hot, narrow bench. Marco’s tongue never stopped, working her clit in tight, relentless circles, while Jay sucked at the curve of her breast, teeth grazing the sensitive skin until she shivered.

She was the focus of everything—their mouths, their hands, their hunger. Marco pressed two fingers inside her, twisting deep, his tongue flicking faster, while Jay moved lower, kissing and biting his way down her belly, teeth leaving marks the sweat wouldn’t erase. Lexi writhed between them, sweat and slick running down her thighs, breath hitching with every new wave of sensation.

Jay took her other nipple into his mouth, biting hard enough to make her cry out, the pain and pleasure blurring in the suffocating heat. Marco’s fingers curled, hitting that perfect spot, his free hand gripping her knee, spreading her wider so the whole world—the glass door, the mirrors beyond—could see everything.

She looked up, catching her own reflection: wild eyes, mouth parted, body writhing under the hands and mouths of two men, ruined and radiant in the sauna’s glow.

“Don’t tap out,” Marco teased, tongue slow now, lips shiny with her. “Not yet.”

Lexi grinned through a moan, sweat dripping from her brow, every muscle burning with pleasure and pride. “Not fucking likely.”

Jay laughed, voice dark and raw. “Good. We’re just getting started.”

Lexi’s body trembled, half from pleasure, half from the relentless, suffocating heat. Her hair stuck to her cheekbones, skin slick everywhere, every breath sharp with the taste of sweat and steam. Jay and Marco never let up—their hands, mouths, cocks, and taunts a seamless assault, pushing her beyond what she’d thought she could take.

Jay pulled her down off the upper bench, spun her easily, pressing her chest against the hot wood, her arms stretched above her head, palms slipping against the damp planks. He slid behind her, cock thick and urgent, guiding himself between her thighs. She arched her back, feeling the heavy weight of him pressing at her entrance. Marco crowded in front, hand tangled in her ponytail, the other guiding his cock to her lips.

“Let’s see that stamina now,” Jay growled, thrusting inside her with a rough, hungry stroke. Lexi gasped, the thick shock of it sending a ripple through her whole body, Marco’s cock bumping her lips as she moaned.

She opened for Marco, taking him deep, the taste of sweat and salt sharp on her tongue. He rocked his hips, not gentle, one hand cradling her head, the other running down her spine to where Jay’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady for every thrust.

The two men set a rhythm—Jay fucking her from behind, slow at first, then faster, driving her forward onto Marco’s cock. She gagged, drool slipping down her chin, the humiliation as delicious as the pleasure. The heat in the sauna was unbearable, dizzying; she felt lightheaded, floating, every muscle burning, every nerve lit up.

Jay leaned over her, breath hot at her ear. “How you holding up, superstar? Ready to tap out?”

She shook her head, mouth full, voice reduced to a muffled, greedy whimper. She pressed back into Jay, rocking into every thrust, then sucked Marco harder, desperate to prove she could take everything—more than either of them expected.

“Fuck, she’s hungry,” Marco groaned, shuddering as she swallowed him deep.

Jay slapped her ass, the sound sharp and lewd in the steam. “I think she likes being used. I think she likes giving it up for the team.”

Lexi moaned, cunt clenching around Jay, mouth stretched wide around Marco’s cock. The position, the roughness, the sweat and filth and eyes on her—she was past pride, past performance. This was surrender, and she loved every second of it.

Jay pulled her up, spun her again, and pushed her flat onto the lower bench. Marco climbed behind, spreading her legs wider, sliding inside her slick, stretched cunt as Jay guided his cock to her mouth. They switched, hands all over her—pulling, gripping, pressing, using her like a toy passed between them.

Her body shook, overstimulated, every edge blurred by heat and exhaustion. She lost count of how many times she came—on Marco’s cock, on Jay’s tongue, on their fingers, breathless and wild and wordless. Her face was streaked with sweat and spit and cum, her thighs marked with bruises, her nipples sore from teeth.

There were no more taunts now—just groans, gasps, the slap of bodies in the wet heat, the whimpers and curses and praise that spilled out as the three of them unraveled together.

At some point, Lexi realized she’d let go—of pride, of control, of the need to outlast or outperform. She was theirs, and the surrender tasted sweeter than any victory.

She didn’t want it to end.

By the time Marco pinned Lexi flat to the steaming bench, her whole body was wrecked—hips aching, lips swollen, cunt so raw and open she could barely hold him in. Jay was at her head, one hand tangled in her hair, the other bracing himself on the tiles as he thrust into her mouth, faster now, his grunts echoing off the wood.

Lexi’s world narrowed to sensation: the relentless pounding between her legs, Marco’s grip tight on her thighs, Jay’s cock stretching her lips, the endless heat and salt and spit. Her jaw ached, her cunt throbbed, sweat stung her eyes, and her hands shook from the effort of holding on.

Jay was the first to lose it—he shoved deep, groaned her name, spilling into her mouth. Lexi choked, swallowed, let it run from the corners of her lips, the taste bitter and hot. He pulled out, panting, and she barely had time to gasp before Marco flipped her over again, lifting her ass high, spreading her wide for one final brutal push.

She caught a flash of herself in the glass: hair wild, face streaked, mouth open, body bent and offered, every muscle trembling as Marco fucked her. He grunted her name, hands branding her hips, cock slamming deep until her world went white.

It was the noise outside—footsteps, the scrape of a cart, the faint sound of voices in the hallway—that pushed her over. The danger. The certainty that at any second someone could walk in and find her spread, leaking, mouth and thighs ruined by her own coworkers. The humiliation was electric, and her body seized around Marco, orgasm tearing through her, thighs shaking, mouth muffled by her own arm as she cried out.

Marco spilled inside her, filling her with one last, shuddering thrust, his face buried against her back. Lexi sagged, sweat and cum pooling between her legs, heart slamming, vision blurred by heat and relief.

For a split second, all three froze—the footsteps growing closer, a voice calling someone’s name just outside the door. Jay pressed a finger to his lips, wide-eyed and grinning, and Lexi felt the wild rush of panic and delight twine through her veins.

But the voices faded, the cart rattling away, and the door stayed shut. Marco pulled out, cum dripping down her thighs, sweat running down her back. The sauna was thick with the smell of sex and steam and fear barely outrun.

Lexi collapsed against the bench, breath shuddering, every inch of her tingling with the aftermath—not just the orgasm, but the knowledge of what she’d done, who might have seen, what marks she’d left for anyone to find.

She didn’t care.

In fact, the risk made her hunger for more.

The air in the sauna was boiling, heavy with the stink of bodies and sex—steam rising in thick waves, blurring every edge, sticking to every inch of skin. Lexi barely knew whose hands gripped her now; every nerve ending was ablaze, body shuddering with aftershocks, mind half-floating as she was passed from one to the other.

Jay pressed in at her mouth, his cock slick with sweat and spit. Lexi opened wide, swallowing him greedily, her jaw aching, lips stretched raw. He thrust deeper, faster, his grip in her hair growing rough, guiding her rhythm. Tears stung her eyes as she choked, spit and precum leaking from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin onto her chest. She caught sight of herself in the fogged glass—face streaked, mascara smeared, mouth full, hair wild—a vision of pure, animal submission. She didn’t shy from it. She wanted more.

Marco was at her back, palms spreading her open, fingers bruising her hips as he lined up and thrust into her cunt, hard enough to slap her against the bench. The angle was deep, unforgiving, the sounds obscene: the wet smack of skin on skin, the guttural groans, the breathless grunts, the obscene, rhythmic slap of Marco’s belly against her ass. His cock was thick, relentless, stretching her open, every thrust grinding her clit against the slippery wood. The sweat ran in rivulets down her back, pooling at the base of her spine.

Jay shoved deep, groaned, and spilled hot into her mouth, hips twitching as he pumped the last drops onto her tongue. Lexi swallowed, the taste acrid, dripping from her lips and chin as she gasped for breath. He pulled away, her face a wreck, mouth slack, but her eyes wild with the rush.

Marco didn’t stop—he pulled her hips higher, drove in again, relentless, making her take it all. “Look at you,” he rasped, voice cracking. “You like it like this? Like being used in front of everyone?”

Lexi could only moan, her words gone, reduced to desperate, animal sound. The glass door fogged with steam, but she could still see flashes of herself: body bent, legs trembling, cunt raw and red, leaking slick and spit and cum down her thighs, hair plastered to her back.

Somewhere, the muffled thump of feet outside. A woman’s laugh. A set of keys jangling, voices right at the edge of the door—close enough that a slip, a glance, would reveal everything: her knees wide, Marco’s body pressed to hers, Jay standing over her, cock slick and half-hard, all of them tangled in sweat and ruin.

Instead of pulling away, Marco wrapped a fist in her ponytail, yanked her head up so she had no choice but to look at her own reflection. “Come for me,” he growled, voice right at her ear, breath hot against her neck. “Show them what you are.”

He pistoned into her, pace brutal, his other hand reaching down to rub her clit, slippery and swollen from abuse. Lexi felt her whole body seize—heat flashing white behind her eyes, every muscle clamping down around him. Her orgasm hit her with a violence that left her sobbing into the bench, thighs shaking, cum gushing around Marco’s cock as he drove her through it, the sound of her cries lost in the hiss of steam and the thud of his hips.

He came with a grunt, spilling inside her, cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep. He stayed there, pinning her in place, cock twitching, sweat raining down from his brow onto her back. For a heartbeat, none of them moved. The voices outside paused—someone fiddled with the handle, a nervous rattle of keys. The world seemed to freeze.

Lexi’s heart stopped, her whole body tensed, every part of her slick and raw and spread wide, completely exposed. For a moment she thought, please, let them see, her face still pressed to the hot wood, her cunt still leaking, her mouth still ruined from Jay’s use.

But the door stayed closed. The voices faded, footsteps echoing away down the corridor. Marco pulled out, cum leaking hot down Lexi’s thighs, pooling between her knees, mingling with sweat and her own slick.

Jay knelt beside her, wiped a streak of spit and cum from her chin, thumb rough but oddly gentle. “Fucking hell, Lex,” he whispered, awe and laughter in his voice. “You should see yourself.”

Lexi slumped onto her side, chest heaving, hair a mat of wet knots. She looked in the glass—mascara tracks, lips bruised, thighs open, the faint, glistening mess between her legs a badge of everything they’d just done.

She didn’t hide, didn’t move to cover herself. She wanted the whole world to see—the sweat, the ruin, the dripping evidence of what she’d taken and given.

The humiliation, the risk, the mess—it was all tangled up with victory. She’d lasted. She’d surrendered. She’d been used and loved every second.

She lay there, trembling, a slow, wicked smile blooming on her lips, already hungry for more.

Steam still clung to every surface, but the wild noise was gone—leaving only the ragged chorus of breath and the faint, high buzz of fluorescent lights. Lexi lay sprawled on her back across the sauna’s lower bench, legs open, one arm flung over her eyes, her chest rising and falling in uneven shudders. Sweat still dripped from her brow; cum leaked slowly from between her thighs, pooling on the wood beneath her hips. Her skin was mottled with handprints, bruises blooming across her waist and ass, every inch of her stinging with use.

Jay was the first to move, reaching for a damp towel and flinging it over his face, chest heaving as he collapsed beside her. “Fuck me,” he muttered, voice hoarse, half in awe. “You’re a machine, Lex.”

Marco leaned back against the sauna wall, knees wide, cock still half-hard and glistening with the mess they’d made. He grinned at her through sweat-soaked lashes, admiration and hunger mixing in his gaze. “You tapped out yet?” he teased, breathless.

Lexi peeled her arm from her eyes, meeting his look with a sly, exhausted grin. “Not even close.” Her voice was a wreck—raw, half-lost to moaning and gasping, every syllable a boast.

She pushed herself upright, muscles shaking, the sensation of slick and sweat running down her legs—her thighs sticky, bench slippery beneath her. She glanced down at her own body, taking in the ruin: the red marks where hands had gripped her, the bite on her breast, the streak of cum on her belly, her hair wild and damp and clinging to her neck. She felt… proud. Feral. Marked. Alive.

Jay rolled onto his side, propping himself up on an elbow. “You’re dangerous,” he said, voice soft now, something reverent. “Seriously. I think I nearly blacked out.”

Marco laughed, tossing his head back, grabbing a water bottle and gulping it down before handing it to Lexi. “That’s what you get for talking big. She’s the real champion.”

Lexi took the bottle, drank deep, water running down her chin and between her breasts. She let the silence stretch, the shared satisfaction thick in the air—something more than just sex, something that tasted like victory and surrender all at once.

They dressed in slow motion, still catching their breath, Marco pausing to press a kiss to Lexi’s neck, Jay running his fingers down the length of her spine as he passed. No words, just touches—familiar, grateful, full of the kind of respect only earned through total mutual ruin.

Lexi was the last to stand, unhurried, collecting her tangled underwear and pulling her leggings on over her bruised, leaking thighs. She didn’t bother to hide the marks or clean herself up beyond a swipe with her towel. Let the next person smell sex and sweat. Let them see the evidence.

As she left the sauna, she caught a final glimpse in the mirror—hair a mess, makeup ruined, skin blotched and glowing. She looked nothing like a star instructor now. She looked like a woman who’d survived a trial, and come out hungry for more.

In the corridor, Jay and Marco lingered, trading soft jibes and knowing glances. “See you tomorrow, champ?” Marco called, a note of something more than challenge in his voice.

Lexi just grinned, slinging her towel over her shoulder, feeling the ache in every limb and the echo of pleasure still burning deep inside her. “Wouldn’t miss it,” she said—and meant it.

Tonight, surrender was the only way to win.


Interlude II – Journaling

Wednesday, 1:42 a.m.

Notes (locked)

I should be asleep. My muscles are shaking. My hair still smells like eucalyptus and sweat, and I haven’t even bothered to wash off the fingerprints on my thighs. The city is silent outside, but my heart is loud as hell—beating through my skin, pounding in places I didn’t know could ache.

I keep telling myself this was just another night at the gym. Closing shift, late finish, staff banter in the locker room, a little too much steam in the air. But my hands are trembling. I can’t stop thinking about it.

I had sex with Jay and Marco in the sauna after closing. There, I wrote it. Like that will make it sound simple. Like it was some calculated risk, a notch on the locker room wall. It wasn’t. It was messy and hot and hungry. It was me on my knees, then flat on my back, then face-first against the bench, every part of my body stretched or filled or pinned.

I remember Marco’s hands fisting in my ponytail, Jay’s mouth on my breast, the way they talked to me—“superstar,” “show us what you can take”—like I was a dare, not a person. And the truth is, I fucking loved it. The taste of salt, the rough scrape of stubble on my thighs, Marco’s cock forcing my mouth open while Jay slammed into me from behind, sweat pooling under my knees, the wood burning hot against my cheek.

There was this moment—god, I can’t get it out of my head—where I heard someone in the hallway. The rattle of keys. A woman laughing, so close I could have reached for the handle if I hadn’t been pinned and fucked and already so far gone. My whole body locked up, but not with fear. With want. I wanted the door to open. I wanted someone to see me: legs spread, mouth ruined, sweat and spit and cum running down my thighs, both of them holding me like I was a prize they’d won and would never share.

If someone had opened that door, I don’t think I would have stopped. Not for a second. I think I would have looked them straight in the eye, handprint on my ass, my body on display, and smiled.

I wonder if the cameras caught it. If anyone rewinds the tapes for the steam room or if it’s all just lost in the haze. I wonder if Jay or Marco will talk, if they’ll brag, if tomorrow the cleaners will find the marks on the bench and know exactly what happened. I want them to know. I want to be a story—the slut in the sauna, the instructor who can’t keep her leggings on, the body they’ll all think about when they see me on the studio floor.

I keep touching the marks, tracing every bruise, every bite. My nipples are sore, and there’s a fingerprint just above my hip bone that I hope never fades. I want to be ruined. I want the evidence. I want to walk into work tomorrow and see someone glance at me, eyes wide, wondering if it’s true.

I’m not performing anymore. Not just putting on a show for the mirrors, the clients, the cameras. I want to be destroyed. Used. Remembered. I want to leave stains and stories and the kind of rumours that cling long after the sweat dries.

I should stop writing. My hand keeps drifting lower, over my belly, between my thighs. I’m soaked all over again, and the taste of sweat is still on my lips. I hope someone saw us. I hope they see me. I hope they never look away.

—Lex


Story 3 – Personal Training

Lexi was called up to the front desk just after noon, sweat still drying on her skin from the last circuit class. “Private session—Suite 3. It’s a VIP,” the manager said, tone neutral but eyebrows raised just enough to mean play nice, whatever he wants. Lexi pulled on a fresh crop top, checked her ponytail, and made her way down the private hallway—thicker carpet, gold handles, walls lined with soundproof glass. Everything about this part of the gym was designed to say: money gets what it wants.

Suite 3 was bigger than her flat: full-length mirrors on three walls, floor-to-ceiling. Plush mats, luxury towels, polished wood benches, racks of high-end equipment, a faint citrus-cleaner scent masking something deeper—cologne, old sweat, money. Lexi felt her pulse thrum with anticipation and something sharper: nerves, curiosity, that reckless edge she’d been chasing ever since the locker room.

Inside, her client was waiting. He was hard to miss: six feet tall, built like a striker but dressed casual—designer joggers, a tight white tee, gold chain at his throat, cropped hair and a trimmed beard. He looked young for a pro, but she recognized him immediately: Jamie Devlin, footballer, paparazzi favourite, grinning at her with that practiced, cocky charm. His phone was in his hand, thumbs flicking idly, but his eyes—cool, grey, quick—were fixed on her from the second she walked in.

Lexi gave her best pro smile, all business, but Jamie cut her off with a lazy wave. “No need for all that, Lexi. We’re not here for a real workout, are we?”

She paused by the mat, all instincts flipping from trainer to something closer to prey. “That’s what you booked. If you want a different coach—”

“Nah.” He put the phone down, not bothering to hide the camera app still open. “I want you. Saw you on the gym’s socials. The way you move, the way you stretch for the classes. Bit of a legend around here, aren’t you?”

Lexi rolled her shoulders, fighting the flush that rose to her cheeks. “Depends who you ask.”

Jamie grinned wider, tossing a wad of folded notes onto the bench—£200 at a glance, more than she made in a week of circuits. “Here’s the deal, yeah? I want a real session—one-on-one motivation. You do everything I say, strip as far as I tell you, show me how a pro really works for it. You up for that?”

Lexi’s mouth was dry. The money sat there like a dare. She glanced at her own reflection: crop top, leggings, flawless ponytail, muscles flexed and ready. “And if I say no?”

He shrugged, unconcerned. “Then I’ll book the next one. But you look like the sort of girl who doesn’t mind being seen.”

The silence was thick. The suite was private, but the mirrors showed every angle—her nervous smirk, the shift of weight from hip to hip, the raw curiosity in her eyes. This wasn’t a proposition; it was an offer to become a story, a rumour, a spectacle.

Lexi stepped onto the mat, chin high, heart hammering. “Then give me your best routine, Jamie. Let’s see if you can handle it.”

His grin turned hungry, one hand already slipping to his phone. “That’s what I wanted to hear. Strip off the top. Start with stretches. I want to see what all the fuss is about.”

Lexi peeled the crop top over her head, letting the cool air and Jamie’s gaze hit bare skin. In the mirror, a dozen versions of herself looked back—athlete, trainer, performer, and now, something much filthier.

She bent low, hamstrings burning, eyes fixed on the reflection. The game had started. And Lexi was all in.

Jamie barely pretended to care about training—his gaze fixed not on Lexi’s form, but on the way her breasts moved as she folded, the shimmer of sweat collecting on her stomach. The suite felt even smaller with his eyes and the mirrors: every angle of Lexi—bending, stretching, cheeks pink, muscles flexed—multiplied, inescapable.

He let her work through a slow stretch, legs wide, hands flat on the mat, back arched. “Not bad,” Jamie murmured, phone raised, filming her as she straightened. “Show me that again—face the mirror this time. Hold it longer. Make it sexy.”

Lexi’s pulse kicked. She’d done hundreds of demonstrations, but never like this: no applause, no safe zone, just his camera and the money on the bench, every command transactional, every movement an audition. She widened her stance, toes pointed out, letting her thighs flex, her ass push up, the thin sports bra barely containing her breasts as she folded low. In the glass, she could see him—phone raised, eyes sharp, hungry, satisfied.

“That’s more like it,” he said, voice low and amused. “You ever do private shows? Feels like a waste to keep this all for myself.”

Lexi didn’t answer. She found her eyes in the mirror—mascara just starting to smudge from sweat, mouth parted, her own expression somewhere between resistance and dare.

Jamie flicked his phone to selfie mode, propping it on a dumbbell to capture a wide shot. “I’ll double it for each layer. Bra next.”

Her breath caught. Her nipples were already hard, the air and the gaze making her skin tighten. Lexi hesitated, then reached behind and unclasped the bra, letting it fall slow, arms rising above her head to draw out the reveal. The tips of her fingers brushed over her breasts—performing, flaunting, showing off for every lens in the room.

He whistled, eyes roaming greedily over her bare chest, the lean muscle of her abdomen, the sharp lines of her waist. “Fuck, you really are perfect. Makes me want to see how much you’ll do for the right offer.”

He approached, rolling another bundle of notes between his fingers, tucking it into the band of her leggings. “I want you to work for it, Lexi. You’re not here to train me—you’re here to earn every bit of attention you get.” His palm dragged along her hip, over her tattoo, thumb tracing the line until it dipped lower, between her legs, pressing the fabric between her lips just enough to make her gasp.

“Show me how flexible you are. No holding back.” He stepped back, filming again, a look in his eye that said he’d already won.

Lexi’s arousal was electric—anger, embarrassment, and hunger twisting together. She dropped into a deep squat, then a split, hands gliding over her thighs, letting him and the camera catch every angle: the arch of her back, the trembling in her legs, the flush rising to her chest.

With every new pose, every bit of skin exposed, Jamie paid her: crisp bills for a handstand, more for straddling the bench, extra for slow, sensual bridges where her breasts lifted and jiggled with each breath.

The sense of being bought, commanded, and documented made Lexi’s skin buzz with need. She felt herself soaking through the leggings, pulse thumping as Jamie’s money piled on the bench, the camera rolling, and her own reflection grinning back, dirtier and bolder than she’d ever let herself be before.

The suite felt airless, every surface reflecting Lexi’s body—bared more with every command, every note tucked into her waistband, every new pose drawn out for Jamie’s eyes and the ever-watching phone. The money felt hot against her skin, the pressure of his gaze making her more aware of every inch: sweat pooling under her breasts, thighs trembling from effort and arousal, hair clinging damp to her neck.

Jamie sat on the edge of the bench, one hand resting on his thigh, the other never straying far from his phone’s record button. “On your knees,” he said, voice low, almost bored. “Face the mirror. I want to watch your face when you strip those leggings off.”

Lexi knelt, heart hammering. The mat felt cool on her shins, her reflection multiplied: mouth swollen, eyes bright, money clinging to her waistband and the curve of her hip. She slid her hands up her thighs, fingers teasing the waistband, drawing the tension out, arching her back as she shimmied the leggings down. Inch by inch, fabric peeled away, leaving her exposed—thong soaked, lips swollen, every muscle flexed.

She tossed the leggings aside, let her knees spread. Jamie’s breath hitched, and Lexi felt her own arousal crest higher just knowing she could control the room, the lens, the hunger in his eyes.

“Touch yourself,” Jamie commanded, “but keep your eyes up. I want to see you watch yourself come apart.”

Lexi obeyed. She slid her hand over her belly, fingers slipping beneath the thin thong, finding herself slick and throbbing. She pressed her palm flat, watching the mirror—the roll of her hips, the way her breasts bounced with every shiver, the wild, greedy look in her eyes that matched Jamie’s hunger beat for beat.

He came up behind her, kneeling close but never blocking her view. His hand slid along her spine, then lower, peeling her thong aside. He pressed his lips to her shoulder, his breath hot, his voice a rough whisper: “You like being seen, don’t you? You like knowing there’s proof—money, film, the whole world’s worth of eyes, and you’ll give them all a show.”

Lexi moaned, arching back against his touch, fingers moving faster. Jamie reached around, joining her, two hands working her open, making her hips buck, every twitch caught by the camera and the wall of glass. He spread her wider, pushed two fingers inside, thumb circling her clit, his other hand clutching her breast, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

“Keep looking,” he murmured. “Watch yourself. Let them see everything.”

Lexi’s eyes stayed locked on her reflection—kneeling, spread, money stuck to her hip, Jamie’s hands owning her, her own fingers coated in slick. The scene was obscene, multiplied, impossible to escape. She felt her orgasm building—fast, hungry, reckless—and she leaned into it, wanting to see herself fall apart, wanting Jamie to have every second on film.

She came, wild and unguarded, eyes locked to her own in the mirror, a cry tearing from her throat as her body shook. Jamie held her through it, hands relentless, making her ride every wave. In the mirror, she watched her face collapse and rebuild, the ruin and the pleasure impossible to untangle.

The moment the spasms faded, Jamie dragged her up, pressed her against the glass. “You’re not done,” he said, sliding his cock out, guiding her hand to stroke him as she steadied herself. “Show me how much you’ll take. Show me who you belong to.”

Lexi grinned, smeared and shining in the light, her body sticky with sweat, her mind high on the power of performance and surrender. The suite was all glass, all proof, and she was nothing but reflection and desire, ruined and remade in her own image.

Jamie’s grip was firm on Lexi’s wrist as he guided her to the mirror, his cock heavy and flushed in her palm, the skin slick with her own slick and the sweat that coated both of them. Lexi pressed her free hand flat against the cool glass, staring at her reflection—hair wild, mouth parted, eyes black with hunger. Jamie’s image filled the background: tall, powerful, a grin curling on his lips as he let her stroke him, the camera phone still propped at the perfect angle.

“On the bench,” he ordered, voice thick, money and promise tangled in every word. “Face the glass. I want every angle—yours and mine.”

Lexi obeyed, straddling the bench so her knees squeaked on the vinyl, her ass perfectly arched, breasts heavy, skin flushed with use and anticipation. Jamie joined her, pressing his body against her back, one hand gripping her hip, the other sliding a fresh bill down the length of her spine until it stuck at her waistband. The filthy tickle of money and sweat sent a bolt of shame and arousal through her—she was being bought, filmed, put on display, and she’d never felt more alive.

Jamie guided his cock between her thighs, dragging the head through her soaked folds, teasing her as he kept his gaze glued to their reflections. “Look at yourself,” he growled, angling her chin with two fingers so she couldn’t escape the view. “Look at what I’m paying for.”

He pressed inside, thick and slow, stretching her open, the intrusion making Lexi arch and moan, her eyes fluttering as the sensation blurred into pleasure and humiliation. Jamie didn’t start slow—he set a relentless pace, hips snapping against her ass, the slap of flesh echoing in the empty, plush suite.

With every thrust, he spoke—taunting, possessive, the money sliding from her waistband to the floor, bills sticking to her thighs. “How much for this, Lexi? How much to ruin you? You’ll take anything, won’t you? For the right price?”

She nodded, shameless, breathless, nails scraping against the glass, loving the mess of it, the way her body gave in—legs trembling, breasts bouncing, the flash of her own eyes wild in the mirror.

He reached for his phone, lifting it with one hand as he fucked her with the other, panning across her body—her back arched, ass red and marked, thighs glistening with sweat and his cock’s steady assault. He barked commands: “Spread wider. Show me your cunt. Show the camera how much you love it.”

Lexi followed, every order making her burn hotter, the degradation fuel for the orgasm building in her belly. Jamie pulled out suddenly, turned her, lifting her onto his lap so she faced the mirror, his cock sliding back inside as she rode him, her hands braced on the glass, sweat streaking the surface. He held the phone up, filming their bodies from the front—her face, open and wrecked, the raw movement of her hips, his hands branding her waist.

She felt him twitch, the promise of release close, but he wouldn’t give it to her yet. Instead, he dragged a roll of notes across her chest, letting the bills stick to her sweaty skin, the sight so obscene she nearly came from it alone.

“Come for the camera,” he demanded, pinching her nipple, his voice a growl in her ear. “Come for me, for the money, for every eye that’s ever watched you.”

Lexi shattered, her orgasm sharp and raw, her body shuddering against him as she gasped and keened, every spasm reflected in the wall of mirrors, every angle documented, every ruined sound echoing in the expensive dark.

Jamie pulled out at the last second, fisting his cock as he came over her belly and thighs, marking her for the camera—cum mixing with sweat and the sticky curl of banknotes. He leaned in, mouth hot at her ear: “You’re mine now. My property. My show.”

She stared at her own reflection—body covered in proof, face wet with sweat and tears, eyes shining with something like triumph.

In that moment, Lexi didn’t care about shame or price. She wanted the whole world to see her—bought, owned, and utterly undone.

For a long, trembling moment, Lexi couldn’t move. Cum and sweat and crisp notes clung to her stomach and thighs, her breath fogging the mirror, Jamie’s fingerprints still stinging in her flesh. The glass reflected every ruinous detail: banknotes stuck to her damp skin, hair plastered across her face, breasts smeared with streaks of cum and spit. Her makeup was destroyed, eyeliner bleeding down her cheeks; her lips were parted, swollen and red, smeared with spit and the faint tang of money.

Jamie stepped away, zipping up without a word, his phone still angled to capture her slumped against the mirror. “Best session I’ve ever paid for,” he laughed, voice low and satisfied. “Don’t bother getting cleaned up too fast, Lexi. The world should see what they’re really paying for.”

He tossed another bill onto the bench, the money fluttering down like a final insult, a crown, a mark. Lexi watched herself through the haze of the suite—watched as Jamie gathered his things, phone already sending clips to god-knows-where, his grin wide, his eyes gleaming with ownership.

As the door closed, Lexi was left alone in the silence. Her body ached, sticky with release, shame, and pride. She stared into her own eyes in the mirror, every bruise and dollar and drop of cum visible in the soft downlights, a living, breathing confession. Her reflection multiplied endlessly—naked, used, bought, and dazzling.

She ran a hand over her chest, shivering at the sensation of bills sliding down to the floor, streaked with sweat and his seed. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the wet slip, the ache deep inside. There was nothing to hide, no one left to perform for but herself, but the cameras and memories still burned.

Instead of reaching for her clothes, Lexi lingered—tracing every mark, pressing her fingers to her lips, her belly, the soaked crease of her thighs. The shame made her hotter; the memory of being owned, bought, filmed, and ruined made her body pulse all over again.

She whispered, “Mine,” softly at her reflection—meaning the moment, the ruin, the proof, the need. She grinned, wild and unashamed, and let herself stay, naked and raw, every angle on display.

For the first time, Lexi truly felt like public property—and she wanted the whole world to watch.

Lexi stayed kneeling on the plush mat long after the door snicked shut and Jamie’s footsteps faded. The room was thick with sex and money and her own shaky breath. She should have rushed to get dressed, to wipe herself down and erase the evidence, but she couldn’t look away from her own image—ruined, sticky, gloriously undone in every direction the glass offered.

She watched herself lift a stray note from her thigh, smeared with a streak of cum, and bring it to her nose. The scent of sweat and sex clung to the cotton. She pressed it to her lips, tasting nothing but the aftertaste of her own surrender, letting her tongue drag across the ink as if it was a lover’s skin.

The mirror showed everything—breasts marked with bite, belly streaked, thighs slick and trembling. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown, mouth swollen, every bit of her showing off the price she’d just fetched. There was no part of her left untouched or unseen.

Slowly, Lexi pushed herself to standing. Banknotes fell around her ankles, catching on her toes, sticking to the sweat on her calves. She gathered them, not to hide them but to clutch them to her chest, a trophy and a taunt. She watched herself hug them close, then let them fall, staring at her own reflection as if waiting for the glass to talk back.

She ran her hands up her torso, shivering at every sticky patch, every fingerprint and bruise. She felt open, invaded, displayed. But there was no shame left—only hunger, the sort that pulsed through her in waves. The sort that made her wonder who might see Jamie’s footage, who might talk, who might look at her tomorrow and see her as property, as a thing to be bought and admired and ruined.

Lexi didn’t clean up right away. She took her time—memorising every angle, every mark, every trace of use. She wanted to remember how it felt to be bought and filmed, to have money and cum dry together on her skin, to know the memory was out there, forever.

When she finally dressed, she left her underwear in the bin, let her hair fall wild over her face, and didn’t bother to check her makeup. She felt the ache with every step, the stickiness a secret only the mirrors would keep.

As she left the suite, she paused, catching herself one last time in the glass—bruised, radiant, every inch of her whispering a new truth: she wanted to be seen, claimed, remembered. She wanted the world to watch her come undone.

And she knew, deep down, that this was only the beginning.


Interlude III – Scrolling Social Media

The digital clock on Lexi’s nightstand glowed 2:31 a.m. She lay on top of the covers, the room hot with city air and the lingering heat of her own skin. Every inch of her felt stretched and marked, her chest still sticky from dried sweat and cum, bruises blooming along her hips where Jamie’s hands had gripped tight. She should have been sleeping, but her mind was electric, her body humming with the kind of need that wouldn’t fade.

Her phone’s blue light washed over her face as she scrolled, thumb flicking compulsively through tagged photos and gym stories. #HardbodyClub. #TrainLikeLexi. New faces, regulars, men in tank tops, girls in bright leggings. Everyone performed, everyone wanted to be seen, but none of them glowed with the ruin she felt inside her own skin.

She tapped through the stories—class highlights, sweat selfies, blurry clips of trainers giving encouragement. For a breathless moment, she paused: a video posted by a client, filmed from the side, showed the edge of a mirror, a flash of skin, the unmistakable pale streak of Lexi’s own ponytail swinging. The footage was grainy, shaky, less than a second long, but it could have been her—could have been proof.

Her pulse thudded. She watched it twice, then three times, stomach tight with fear and longing. Just the idea of being caught—of strangers pausing, rewinding, wondering was that her?—sent a fresh jolt of arousal through her. Her hand drifted down her belly, finding the ridges of old fingerprints, the ache that never quite left after Jamie’s session. The video wasn’t her, not really. But it was close enough to make her ache.

She switched apps, searching the gym’s group chat, private DMs, secret hashtags—hoping for something more. Someone had shared a screenshot of a CCTV camera freeze-frame: two bodies in the free weights area after hours, blurred by shadows, but the shape of a woman’s back and long legs was unmistakable. The chat buzzed with speculation—Who is she? Who’s he?—a dozen eyes watching, guessing, never quite sure. Lexi stared at the image, heart racing, nipples pebbling against her thin tank. She typed a message, deleted it, typed again, then left it unsent.

Her mind spun: Jamie’s phone, the files he might be sharing, the clips that could be anywhere by now. She imagined them leaking—a video, a photo, a slow-motion collapse of her own privacy. What would she do if the world saw her this way? Would she panic, or would she watch it go viral and burn? The thought of strangers watching, rewinding, craving her—of being that clip, that confession, that moment no one could look away from—made her hips arch, her fingers slide lower, every inch of her begging for the kind of exposure she couldn’t control.

She pressed her palm hard against the bruise on her hip, her other hand between her legs, chasing the spark of fear and thrill. She didn’t come quickly—she let herself linger, let the idea swell: Jamie’s rough voice, the thud of money on her skin, the camera’s red eye and the endless scroll of strangers’ faces.

When she finally let go, the orgasm left her shaking, breathless, a cry muffled into the crook of her arm. The phone slipped to her chest, heart hammering, the afterglow of the screen burning into her closed eyelids.

She wanted more. She wanted all of it.

“I want them to see,” she whispered, eyes wide, voice trembling. “I want to be the reason someone can’t look away.”

The city was silent outside, but Lexi’s world was nothing but eyes—watching, wanting, waiting for her next show.


Story 4 – The Show

The gym had never looked like this—not even on launch day. By midnight, the lights were low and tinted pink, LED strips coiled around squat racks, bass-heavy club tracks vibrating in the air. The air was thick with sweat, cheap prosecco, and the restless, animal pulse of anticipation. Half the regulars wore their wildest gear: mesh, neon, shorts too tight to be decent. Someone had strung bunting from the rings; branded towels hung like flags; the “donation” jar overflowed with crumpled bills.

Lexi checked her reflection in the wall of mirrors behind the main mats. She’d gone all-in for this: black micro shorts cut high over her ass, mesh top over bare breasts, no bra, trainers with neon laces, and her signature tattoos gleaming with a dusting of body oil. She looked both part of the team and above it—hungry, predatory, her smile daring anyone to look away.

The host, a grinning regular in a tank top, called the room to attention. “Midnight demo time! Lexi, get up here and show us what real flexibility looks like!”

The crowd whooped, some already filming. Lexi strode to the centre mat, hips swaying, pausing to wink at a group of giggling women. “Can’t do it alone,” she called. “Need an assistant. Chloe—get over here!”

Chloe hesitated by the drinks table, eyes wide, cheeks flushed pink. She was the image of innocence in a pastel sports bra, lilac leggings, and hair braided into twin plaits. Her smile was nervous but excited, and she all but ran to Lexi’s side, breath shallow.

“Let’s give Chloe a warm welcome!” someone shouted. Applause, whistles, the first dollar bills tossed on the mat.

Lexi grinned, draping an arm around Chloe’s shoulders. “Ever done a real show before?” she whispered, loud enough for the first row to hear.

Chloe shook her head, biting her lip. “Only in class.”

“Good,” Lexi murmured, pressing her lips to Chloe’s ear. “Tonight, we do it for the crowd.”

The club playlist thumped louder. The host raised a mic: “You two ready?”

Lexi locked eyes with Chloe, both of them reflected a dozen times in the glass—teacher and apprentice, predator and prey, about to become equals. She spread her arms wide, inviting the crowd closer. “You want a show?” she shouted, voice rough with heat and confidence. “Come watch up close. And bring your best dares.”

The audience surged in, phones out, eyes glittering. Chloe laughed, shaking but radiant, as Lexi bent into her first deep stretch, ass high, inviting every gaze.

Tonight, there were no barriers. No uniforms. No secrets left to keep.

The crowd pressed close—friends, staff, clients, even a few older regulars half-drunk and giddy at the front. Phones glowed in the dark, flashes of silver and blue, as Lexi bent low, sliding into a splits stretch that made her ass pop, mesh top riding high over bare, oiled skin.

She caught Chloe’s eye and smiled, slow and wicked. “Don’t be shy, babe. Show them what you’ve got.” Her voice carried, half-coaxing, half-command.

Chloe hesitated, then mirrored Lexi’s move—legs wide, arms up, her pastel kit hugging every curve. The audience whistled, shouting encouragement and first dares: “Hands on hips!” “Make it lower!” “Kiss her!”

Lexi knelt behind Chloe, palms sliding over her waist, helping her arch deeper. “That’s it, Chlo. Give them a little more.” She leaned in, lips grazing Chloe’s ear, then, for the crowd, planted a slow, lingering kiss on her flushed cheek. Chloe giggled, cheeks even redder, glancing out at the watching faces.

The room grew bolder. Someone tossed a twenty onto the mat. Another called, “Take it off!” Laughter and chanting rolled through the crowd: “More, more, more!”

Lexi rose, pulling Chloe upright, hands laced together above their heads. “We need help with this next one,” she teased, making eye contact with the audience. “Any volunteers want to hold Chloe’s ankles for the stretch?”

Two regulars—one woman, one man—leapt forward, each taking a leg. Lexi guided Chloe into a partner split, helping the volunteers adjust her, spreading Chloe wide and open for everyone to see. Chloe gasped, a moan half-swallowed, her body trembling but never pulling away.

Phones angled in, flashes popping. Lexi grinned, moving to stand between Chloe’s thighs, placing a hand on her own chest, the other stroking Chloe’s knee. “You’re a natural, babe,” she purred, tracing her thumb up to the soft crease at Chloe’s hip, letting the crowd watch every touch.

Chloe looked up, eyes wide, her breath ragged. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered—but Lexi heard only awe, not regret.

Lexi bent lower, lips just brushing Chloe’s, letting the audience hang on the moment. “You can do more. They want to see you fly.”

The room roared approval. Money rained onto the mat. Chloe’s shyness melted—her hips lifted, her legs parted wider, the audience’s heat fueling her courage.

Lexi stepped back, presenting Chloe to the room, both of them bathed in the fever of a hundred eyes, the line between performer and performance already blurring.

The chanting picked up, a pounding mix of music and voices: “More! More! Take it off!” Lexi let the tension hang, then peeled off her mesh top in one bold move, breasts bare, sweat shimmering across every inch. The roar was instant—men and women alike cheering, a fresh volley of bills raining down around her feet.

Chloe stared, wide-eyed, and Lexi caught her hand, guiding it up to her own chest. “Go on,” she murmured, voice pitched for the first row to hear. “They’re not the only ones who want to see you touch me.”

Chloe hesitated—then, emboldened by Lexi’s dare, squeezed softly, fingers sliding over Lexi’s nipple. The crowd howled. One woman tossed a fifty onto the mat, yelling, “Do it to her, Chloe!” Lexi grinned and slipped her hand up Chloe’s pastel bra, drawing out the slow reveal as Chloe’s breasts spilled free, nipples hardening in the cool air and the heat of every eye.

“Want to help?” Lexi teased, beckoning a couple from the audience forward—a grinning man, a woman with glitter on her cheeks. They crouched beside Chloe, hands steady but reverent, stroking her thighs, helping Lexi slide her leggings off, peeling her bare but for a tiny thong. Chloe squirmed but didn’t protest; her laughter was breathless, half-shock, half-pleasure.

The crowd’s dares came faster, money stacking on the mats. “Lick her nipple!” “Let Chloe spank you!” “More, more, more!” Lexi cupped Chloe’s breast, licking her slowly, tongue circling, gaze fixed on the sea of faces. Chloe, trembling, slapped Lexi’s ass with an open palm—harder than she meant to, her own surprise sending her into fresh giggles.

Lexi pulled Chloe into her lap, both of them nearly naked now, bodies slick with sweat and arousal, legs tangled, their skin shimmering under the club lights. The audience pushed closer—hands offered, fingers caressing, lips pressed to shoulders and thighs. A man’s hand slipped between Chloe’s legs, a woman’s mouth found Lexi’s neck. The crowd was a sea of heat, every touch sending a new shockwave through both women.

Lexi raised her voice above the chaos, grinning, “You want a real show? Let’s make it one to remember.” She guided Chloe down onto the mat, straddling her, Chloe’s hands grasping Lexi’s hips as the crowd formed a circle around them. The line between performer and participant dissolved—everyone eager for their own taste, their own story.

Dollar bills clung to sweat, lips found lips, and the energy in the gym turned feral—Chloe’s soft moans echoing, Lexi’s laughter wild and shameless, the crowd chanting, pleading, begging for more.

The circle around the mats had shrunk tight, everyone pressed in, drunk on adrenaline, sweat, and the charged scent of sex. Phones filmed from every angle; a storm of bills littered the floor, clinging to thighs and sticky with oil. Chloe lay on her back, legs spread wide, body bare but for a crooked thong, her hair fanned out, cheeks glowing. Lexi knelt between her legs, thighs straddling Chloe’s hips, her own breasts gleaming, tattoos shining under the LED glow.

Lexi raised her hands for quiet. “You want a real finale?” she shouted. “Let’s see who’s brave enough to make a memory.” The room erupted, half the crowd volunteering, hands in the air, hungry for the chance to touch, to be part of what would become gym legend.

Lexi beckoned two: a woman in gym shorts, flushed and shaking with nerves, and a man in a sleeveless tee, knuckles white around his phone. Lexi guided them to Chloe’s sides, placing the woman’s hands on Chloe’s breasts, the man’s on her thighs. “Go slow,” Lexi whispered, so only Chloe and the crowd’s first row could hear. “Let them see everything you feel.”

Chloe gasped as hands slid over her skin—fingers circling nipples, palms stroking her thighs, lips brushing her ear. The crowd’s chant grew, a fevered chorus of encouragement and want. Lexi bent down, mouth finding Chloe’s, their kiss deep, messy, open-mouthed. Chloe whimpered, arching into the touch, her hips rolling, eyes closing as Lexi’s fingers slipped beneath her thong.

The audience surged closer, heat and voices rising. Someone drizzled water over Lexi’s back; bills stuck to Chloe’s belly, to Lexi’s slick ass. Lexi slid the thong off Chloe’s hips, tossing it into the crowd; someone snatched it, triumphant, waving it like a prize.

Lexi pressed two fingers inside Chloe, slow and deep, letting the crowd watch every trembling shiver, every gasp. The woman at Chloe’s chest leaned in, sucking a nipple, while the man stroked her hair, whispering filthy encouragement. Chloe’s legs shook, toes curling, her climax building under the gaze of dozens, pleasure and shame blending into something wild.

Lexi worked Chloe with practiced hands, eyes never leaving the audience. “Watch her come,” she demanded, voice low and raw, “let her ruin herself for all of you.” Chloe shattered, body arching off the mat, cry muffled by Lexi’s mouth, every inch of her shaking as the room exploded in applause and laughter.

But Lexi wasn’t done. She knelt upright, crowd parting for her, presenting herself—cunt slick, skin glowing, every inch open and unashamed. “Your turn,” she called, inviting hands to her body—men and women both, fingers parting her lips, mouths on her breasts, palms stroking, gripping, clutching every part of her as she moaned for the cameras.

Chloe, still shivering, crawled up behind Lexi, arms winding around her waist, kissing her shoulder, her cheek, her jaw. Lexi spread her legs wider, hips rocking, as strangers brought her to the edge, her moans echoing off every mirrored wall.

She came, hard, eyes locked on the security camera’s red light. As the orgasm rolled through her, she screamed for them—her audience, her judges, her future voyeurs—legs shaking, thighs drenched, body a living invitation.

The show became a blur: more hands, more mouths, Chloe’s laughter wild and hungry, Lexi’s pleasure bottomless and bright, bodies tangled, sweat and cum and bills painting the mat.

No one looked away. Not once.

The room was chaos and awe: bodies pressed close, sweat-slick and shining, applause rolling like thunder, the bass thumping through the floor and into Lexi’s bones. The mats were soaked—water, lube, spit, the hot streaks of pleasure spilled by more than just the two women at their centre. Dollar bills clung to bare skin, footprints tracked through the mess. Phones were still raised, flashes popping, strangers desperate to record every last gasp, every shudder.

Lexi sprawled on her back, arms thrown wide, breath coming in short, ragged bursts. Her body ached—every inch marked by hands and mouths, skin flushed, cunt dripping. Chloe lay beside her, face glowing, hair tangled, a look of stunned, wild joy on her lips. Both of them glistened under the LED glare, every bruise and bead of sweat a medal.

The crowd had gone from shouting to quiet reverence, then slow, roaring applause. Some lingered, daring to kneel beside the mats—offering bottles of water, tracing gentle fingers over Lexi’s trembling thighs, kissing Chloe’s flushed cheek. No one hid what they wanted anymore. A woman Lexi barely knew bent and pressed a kiss to her chest, voice shaking with envy: “You’re both fucking legends.”

Phones buzzed—messages, posts, videos already spinning out into the world. Lexi caught sight of herself in the mirrored wall: legs splayed, cum streaking her belly, body decorated with crumpled money and sweat, Chloe curled against her, eyes dazed but alive.

Chloe started laughing, the sound bubbling up between sobs, her body shaking with adrenaline and disbelief. Lexi rolled to her side, pulling Chloe into her arms, stroking her hair, both of them covered in evidence, ruined and radiant.

A voice from the crowd—someone’s boyfriend, maybe—called, “Best charity event ever!” The club host grinned, collecting money, offering towels, his own face flushed and open-mouthed in awe.

Lexi lifted her head, found the security camera’s blinking red eye, and stared straight at it. She smiled, slow and triumphant, legs wide, every secret on display. She mouthed, watch me, certain she’d never be satisfied with less.

Chloe pressed her lips to Lexi’s shoulder. “I want to do it again,” she whispered, wonder in every word.

Lexi laughed, feral and free, letting her head fall back to the mat. “Next time,” she murmured, “we’ll make them beg for more.”

The lights flickered, the room pulsed, the story of what had just happened already spreading—on every phone, every whisper, every breathless, ruined body in the room.

They hadn’t just put on a show.

They’d changed what the word meant.

The gym’s midnight haze was a fever dream—sex-scented air so thick Lexi could taste it with every gasp. Around her, the mats were alive with bodies, limbs tangled and glistening, the music thumping now only as a distant pulse under the louder symphony of moans, wet sounds, and laughter. There was no line left between audience and show. Everyone was part of the legend now.

Lexi felt hands everywhere. Someone’s strong grip hoisted her to her knees; another pressed a cold water bottle to her lips, icy against her tongue before rolling it over her swollen breasts, making her gasp. Chloe, breathless and radiant, was lifted by two women—one brunette and tattooed, one with neon nails—carried to a bench and laid out like an offering. The women peeled Chloe’s thighs apart, stroking, tasting, murmuring filthy praise as Chloe squirmed, her voice gone rough and needy.

Lexi was swallowed by the crowd. A man with a rugby build kissed her hard, one hand knotted in her hair, the other guiding her palm to his cock. She stroked him, grinning, then bent to take him in her mouth, moaning as someone else—maybe one of the regulars, maybe a stranger—slid their fingers between her legs from behind, working her open as she sucked and swallowed and let herself be used.

Beside her, Chloe’s cries turned high and desperate as a tongue flicked her clit, hands holding her hips steady. The brunette’s mouth was everywhere—between Chloe’s thighs, then at her nipples, licking, biting, pinning her with a wicked grin. Chloe arched, body shaking as a second orgasm hit, the women egging her on: “Let them see, baby, let everyone see how you come.” Chloe didn’t hold back. She sobbed out Lexi’s name, hips jerking, every nerve on display.

Lexi was swept up, mouth claimed by a woman she’d only seen in spin class, nails sharp on her shoulders, lips hot and urgent. She was straddled, ridden, pinned against a mirror, hands and mouths everywhere. Someone poured champagne over her breasts, sticky trails glinting under the club lights as tongues lapped it up.

Hands guided Chloe and Lexi back together. The crowd parted, forming a circle—hungry, desperate to witness what would come next. Lexi pulled Chloe into her lap, bodies sliding, legs tangled, their pussies pressed together, slippery and feverish. Chloe’s mouth found Lexi’s neck, then her lips, their kiss shameless and open for all.

“Let’s see you two finish each other,” someone dared, waving a bill like a flag. The crowd chanted, cheered, some dropping to their knees, fingers pressed between their own legs, unable to look away. Lexi gripped Chloe’s hips, guiding their bodies to grind together, hard and slick and real, while Chloe’s hands tugged Lexi’s nipples, both of them gasping and crying out.

Women from the crowd slid in behind them, arms wrapping around Lexi’s waist, fingers joining the rhythm. A man knelt between Chloe’s legs, licking up her slick, groaning as Chloe came again, the sound swallowed by the cacophony around them. Someone else knelt at Lexi’s feet, kissing, licking, worshipping her thighs until she came, head thrown back, every muscle singing with ruin.

Money stuck to their skin, lips found every inch, strangers’ voices tangled with friends. Chloe collapsed on top of Lexi, giggling and sobbing, streaked with sweat and slick and new marks, every inch of her claimed and cherished.

The orgy spilled outward—three, four, five bodies tangled together, women riding women, men kneeling between open legs, friends kissing friends for the first time, strangers gasping and moaning Lexi’s and Chloe’s names as they came. Lexi watched as two of the shyest staffers—an intern and a manager—wound together, blushing, hands shaking, mouths exploring, the gym’s old boundaries a memory.

At the centre, Lexi and Chloe kissed, not for the crowd, but for each other—tender, filthy, everything at once. The mirrored walls showed every moment: their ruined bodies, Chloe’s shining eyes, Lexi’s lips parted in triumph and disbelief, the ring of worshippers circling them like apostles.

No one tried to hide. No one wanted to. Some collapsed in sated piles, some still chased more, hungry for the night to never end. Phones buzzed—video, proof, confessions—while Lexi, half-laughing, half-weeping, stared at her own reflection: destroyed, legendary, truly, finally free.

As dawn threatened the horizon, Lexi and Chloe lay in a heap at the heart of the gym, bodies tangled and trembling, the room slowly quieting around them. Money clung to every inch. The scent of sweat and sex was thick as incense. And somewhere, the security cameras blinked their patient red eye, immortalising the night no one would ever forget.

Lexi closed her eyes, Chloe curled into her arms, and let herself be held, adored, owned by the legend they’d created.


Closing Frame

The gym was nearly silent, the city just beginning to wake as the first threads of sunlight slipped through the high windows. The mats were still faintly damp, streaked with the echo of the night before—sweat, perfume, the faintest imprint of bare skin. Mirrors lined the walls, fogged at their edges, reflecting a dozen Lexis from every angle: tousled hair, bruised thighs, a slow, private grin she didn’t bother to hide.

Lexi padded through the empty floor, the hush broken only by her own footsteps and the distant hum of the city. She still wore last night’s kit—micro shorts, a sports bra that smelled of salt and sex, her skin mapped with fingerprints and teeth, a fine web of red where hands and mouths had claimed her. Her muscles ached with use; her throat was raw. She rolled her neck, stretching, letting the ache fill her.

She stopped in front of the mirror, catching herself in the first pale gold of morning. There was no one to perform for now—no crowd, no phones, no Chloe giggling at her side. Just her own gaze, steady and changed. She pulled her top off, let it fall to the mat, and studied herself: sweat-damp, bite marks on her shoulder, inner thighs smeared and sticky, chest rising and falling with slow, heavy breaths. She felt sore, hollowed out, more alive than she’d ever been.

Lexi ran a hand along her hip, fingertips tracing bruises, then up to her breast, where her heart hammered wild beneath her palm. She grinned, let her head tip back, eyes closing for a moment as the sun warmed her face. There was nothing to hide anymore. No shame, only memory—a story stamped into every inch of skin.

She gathered her things, moving slowly, body reminding her with every step of what she’d given and taken. She paused at the glass doors, catching the street outside—empty except for a police cruiser idling at the curb. The officer from her morning bootcamp leaned against the hood, coffee in hand, sunglasses hiding his eyes. But she could feel his gaze, patient and heavy.

She hesitated, then smiled—slow, wicked, utterly changed. She pressed her palm to the glass, holding his stare, letting him see every trace she wore. The officer lifted his cup in a silent salute, mouth curling in a knowing smirk.

Lexi turned, breath fogging on the glass, and let herself out into the rising day, body aching, spirit wild. Behind her, the gym was quiet, mirrors still fogged, mats still marked—a shrine to everything she’d dared.

She didn’t look back. She didn’t need to. For the first time, she wasn’t performing—she was just living it.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.
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