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Chapter​ One: The New Her
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I sat on the couch waiting for Rex to arrive. Rex what kind of name was Rex for a man? Sounded like a dog’s name, Rex! Come here Rex! Sit Rex!

My husband had gone on a diet and started a weight loss program. Now he decided it was my turn, the asshole!

So, what I put on a few extra pounds! I could lose it if I wanted to, he didn’t have to sign me up for a program.

Well at least the place was nice, it was inviting. It looked like a person’s home with furnishing and pictures on the wall, it didn’t look at all like the gym Gary went to, now that place was intimidating all the buff men and in shape women walking around, staring, judging.

“Hello!” a tall dark-skinned man walked into the room.

‘Wow!’ I thought as he walked toward me and sat down across from me.

“I am Ronald, but your husband and his friends call me Rex,” the giant spoke in a deep voice.

“You are tall!” I commented.

‘Great Ashley, the first words out of your mouth to this man is you are tall,’ I cursed myself.

“Yeah, it runs in the family,” Ronald grinned as he sat back. “So, what can I help you with?”

I took a deep breath and told him that Gary had lost weight and now he was full of energy, even in the mornings, he no longer felt stiff when standing up and he had more stamina. That was thing that got my attention the most.

Gary used to be a one-minute man in the bedroom, now he could go for twenty minutes or more, even though it was still the same thing, but lasted longer.

“I see,” Ronald leaned forward. “I can definitely understand. But it still doesn’t my question.”

“What do you mean?” I asked puzzled.

“That is what he wanted, what do you want?”

“Oh,” I was taken back by his response. “I have gained a few pounds since the kids left for college, and I no longer have to after school activities with them or take them anywhere.”

“And you would like to lose those pounds and...” Ronald paused.

“I don’t know,” I hadn’t thought this completely through. I just thought I would come here and get on a meal plan and a workout schedule and that would be it.

“You said you went to after school activities with your kids,” Ronald stared at me. “Did you like any of them?”

“Actually,” I grinned. “I did like Madison’s step dance team; you know the dancing with the high energy steps.”

“Yeah, I know what you are talking about,” Ronald made a note. “You could easily join a team and that will keep you motivated and even help with the weight loss.”

“I didn’t think about that, but,” I stopped.

“There are a lot of curvy women in those classes,” Ronald responded as if he was reading my mind. “I will help you with a meal plan for you and give you a few numbers of some classes that are right around here.”

My heart was beating heavily as I drove home. The meal plan Rex had given me was easy, it even outlined cheat days and meals I could eat on those cheat days.

When I got home Gary wasn’t happy at all. He wanted me to be going to the gym with him, and have workouts, not dancing.

“That’s not going to help you!” Gary barked over dinner. “Dancing? That was his idea?”

“No,” I shook my head. “It was mine. I liked how it looked when Madison and her friends were doing it.”

“Yeah, look how that turned out,” Gary rolled his eyes.

Madison was dating a Hispanic boy her age, the two moved in together and were going to separate colleges. Madison was going into physical therapy, something Gary despised, he wanted her to follow in his footsteps and become a doctor or a specialist.

“Juan is a very nice young man,” I told him. “And you keep that up and she will continue not to talk to you, and you will lose a daughter and a son.”

“Great it’s my fault Tim won’t talk to me,” Gary sighed.

“You called him a nut!” I exclaimed.

“He wants to be a performer!” Gary responded.

“He has a voice, and there are a lot of voice actors out there,” I told him. “Many of them get paid very well.”

“It’s not acting Ashley! It’s talking into a microphone and getting paid for it!”

“Not going to argue with you!” I scoffed. “I am doing this, not for you, but for me!”

~ ~ ~ ~  ~~ ~  ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Rex found me a local dance club with classes, and at first I was a bit weary of joining but after the first few lessons I started to get the hang of it.

Some of the dances were a bit racy and provocative and others were downright sexual. I was intent on learning all the dances.

Madison even came by the house to help teach me some of the difficult maneuvers and steps. Gary wanted no part of it. One day he saw me in my leggings and shirt and said I looked like a fool dressing like some young woman.

Between the dances and exercises the instructors told me to do at home, as well as the meal plan Rex had given me the weight was dropping off.

Madison also turned me onto the step-up series of movies. I was completely engulfed in the way some of the performers moved and the chorography of it all.

~ ~ ~  ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  ~~  ~ ~
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“Looks like it is working out for you,” Rex commented on my weight loss after I stepped off the scale.

“It is,” I was proud of my accomplishments.

I had more energy, and I didn’t feel tired or sore every time I sat down or lay down for too long.

“Sorry to hear about the other thing,” Rex mentioned as I sat down.

“Our marriage was falling apart,” I shrugged. “The writing was on the wall after the kids left.”

“I see,” Rex smiled.

Gary asked me for a divorce after Madison posted a video of me dancing with Steven in one of our chorography sessions for a class video.

The instructor wanted to promote the class online and asked who wanted to be in the video. I didn’t want to volunteer at first, but Steven one of the best dancers in the class told me to volunteer.

We worked for hours with the others and came up with our own moves. They even let me come up with some of my own. I had never been so excited to do them in front of the camera. It felt good.

Gary didn’t agree with it. He said I looked like some cheap slut dressing in tight clothing and having another man’s hands all over me.

I didn’t think about Steven’s hands, all I cared about was keeping up with the others, it wasn’t until after the video was completed and I looked at it that I noticed Steven’s hands on my breasts, my waist, my hips and my ass.

It wasn’t like Steven wanted me in a sexual way, he was gay and had a boyfriend it was just the tone of the song and there were others in the video that were doing the same.

Gary wanted nothing to do with me and my slutty way of dancing. So I signed the papers and like the weight I had lost. I dropped him.

“So, what’s next for Ashley?” Rex asked.

“The sky is the limit,” I grinned.
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Chapter Two: W​hat About Ashley?
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It had been a few months since my divorce from Gary. The ink hadn't dried on our divorce papers, and he had already started living with another woman. A younger woman, a much younger woman. Did I mention she was young? She had barely hit twenty, two years younger than our youngest daughter!

Madison was furious that her father was living with a woman who could be her best friend. I had seen pictures of Gary's new woman, and she was everything I thought she would be. Fit, big fake honkers that looked exaggerated on her, he had bought them for her, plus she was blonde as blonde could be.

I thought I would be jealous, I thought if I looked at the pictures some kind of feeling would come over and I would be able to explain the nonchalant attitude I had towards my ex-husband moving on so soon, but it did nothing, nothing at all.

If anything, it made me feel sorry for him. My friends at the dance studio laughed when I told them.

"Some men buy a motorbike when they get older," Sharron smiled.

"Or a new car," Mike added. "That's what I did when I felt like I was getting too old."

"I bought another house," Tim pointed out. "Then I rented the one I was living and stayed in that one."

"Your husband bought a living sex doll," Charlene laughed.

That's what the new girl reminded me of, I hadn't put my finger on it, but the blonde hair, filler in her lips, and plastic parts. Gary was making a sex doll for himself. Poor girl didn't even know it.

I loved my new friends and my new life. I was no longer just the housewife who stayed home all day and all night. I went out, I was living my best life.

I was even thinking of dating again. No one at the dance studio, even though some of the guys made it known they were interested in me.

Most of the men, even the instructors, were younger than me, and unlike Gary, I didn't want to go younger. I knew I could live the cougar lifestyle if I wanted, but that wasn't for me.

I had continued on my fitness path, and although I lost some of my chest due to the weight loss, I gained some of it in my hips and ass, especially my ass. I didn't realize I had one until we went to the club one night.

Guys were all over me when I got on the dance floor. Two in particular had me sandwiched between them.

The one behind me was rubbing his cock all over my ass, and it felt like he was dry humping me, and the one in front of me had his legs between mine, and I felt his cock on my thighs. I should have told these strangers to go, but it was the most action I had had in months.

Even though it was our clothes on, I got more than excited, and I knew the one behind me came in his pants as he was gone before the music stopped. The one in front asked me for my number, and I turned him down.

When I got home, I had to use more than one toy to get me off completely. That's when I knew I was ready to start dating again.

There was one person in particular that I was interested in, but he was married, and I didn't want to break it up or be anyone's side piece.

So I stayed in the shadows.

I had moved from the beginner class to the intermediate class, and I was getting better by the week. I even volunteered to help with the beginner's class.

"Hi," Benjamin approached me.

"Ben," I turned around, surprised to see him.

He was the one I was interested in. "Sally told me you were taking these classes," Ben smiled.

"Yeah, first it was just to lose weight, but now I don't know what I would do without them," I grinned.

"You look great!" Ben exclaimed as he stared at me.

"Thanks," I replied.

We stood still for a bit.

"I am down the hall at the Thai Chi class, self-defense is big these days," Ben grinned. "We should get together sometime, just for drinks."

"Sure," I answered.

I cursed myself for not telling him no, that I wasn't interested, but I couldn't do it. I
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