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The springs in the floor exercise mat absorbed Nadia’s final landing with a hollow, unsatisfying thump. She felt the fault line travel up her left leg before her brain even registered the visual—a microscopic pronation of the ankle, a hesitation in the hip that stole the stick and replaced it with a tiny, disastrous hop.

“Again.”

The word came from the shadows beneath the uneven bars. Elias Maddox leaned against the apparatus, arms crossed over a chest that seemed to test the tensile limits of his charcoal compression shirt. At thirty-five, he had migrated from competitive decathlon to elite strength coaching, but his body had not softened with the transition; it had calcified into something heavier, more menacing. Six-foot-two of stacked, functional muscle. Shoulders like a yoke that tapered to a waist still narrow enough to suggest explosive speed. A stomach that was not merely flat but a brutal topography of thick, segmented muscle that she could see shifting even from twenty feet away. His thighs strained the fabric of his black track pants, the quadriceps standing out in distinct heads with every shift of his weight, and even at rest, the veins in his forearms traced topographic paths beneath sun-darkened skin that spoke of years under open sky.

Nadia straightened, her chest heaving in sharp, gymnast’s pants. She was twenty-three, though her size often read younger to strangers—five-foot-two and one hundred and five pounds of tightly packed, explosive power. Her body was a masterclass in compression and torque: deltoids that flared like small wings from her narrow shoulders, a back rippling with latissimus strength that she could engage at will, and an abdominal wall so defined that each muscle stood in individual relief beneath the dusty rose fabric of her practice leotard. The garment was high-cut, the leg openings slicing past her hip bones to expose the powerful, dimpled glutes and the dense inner thigh muscle that launched her into full-twisting double backs. Her breasts were small, firm mounds that barely disturbed the aerodynamic lines of her leotard, her nipples currently hard from exertion, frustration, and the persistent, low-grade arousal that seemed to hum through her whenever he was near. She kept her dark hair scraped into a severe bun, which emphasized the delicate, furious architecture of her face—wide gray eyes, a mouth that naturally pouted when she concentrated, and a jawline currently set in stubborn stone.

“It’s not the landing,” she snapped, wiping chalk dust from her palms. The white streaked her forearms, drawing attention to the pronounced extensor muscles. “It’s the entry speed off the roundoff. I’m not generating enough—”

“It’s your hips,” Elias corrected, pushing off the equipment. He moved with a predator’s economy, all coiled hip and shifting shoulder, the heavy muscles of his thighs rolling beneath the track pants. He stopped behind her, close enough that she could feel the furnace blast of his body heat against her bare shoulders. Before she could summon a retort, his hands were on her waist—huge, rough-palmed, spanning almost her entire torso from the crest of her hip bones to the bottom edge of her ribcage.

“Arms up,” he commanded.

She obeyed by rote, years of conditioning overwriting her attitude. His hands slid from her waist to the front of her pelvis, his thumbs pressing deep into the creases where thigh met hip, right against the origin of her hip flexors. The pressure was clinical, invasive, and shockingly intimate. He pushed her hips back, forcing her into a deeper posterior tilt than she thought possible, his chest brushing her shoulder blades.

“Your psoas is locked,” he murmured, his voice a gravelly rumble she felt in her sternum. “See? You’re guarding. You’re trying to control the floor instead of receiving it. You need to open.”

Nadia bit her lip. The stretch burned deep in her core, a bright, silvery line of tension, but beneath the professional correction was a thrum of electricity that had nothing to do with gymnastics. His thumbs were millimeters from the seam of her leotard, pressing into flesh that had grown increasingly sensitive over the three weeks he had been overseeing her strength block. She could smell him—salt, cedar deodorant, and the dense, unmistakable musk of a man who spent his days throwing weight around and dominating space. Her mouth watered. Between her legs, a traitorous pulse began to beat, a slow, liquid throb that made her acutely aware of the thin spandex panel pressed against her swelling sex.

“I’m open,” she lied.

His fingers tightened, digging into the dense sheets of muscle with a strength that made her gasp. “No. You’re not. Not even close.”

He guided her to the flexibility station—a section of floor-to-ceiling mirrors and thick, layered crash mats where the rhythmic gymnasts worked their oversplits. He positioned her facing the glass, his hands never leaving her hips.

“Front split,” he ordered. “Deep. Now.”

Nadia sank into the split with the liquid ease of a decade spent contorting her body into impossible shapes. Her legs scissored into a perfect one-eighty, her hips flush to the floor. The leotard rode up brutally, the high-cut fabric wedging between the firm globes of her ass and exposing the pale, smooth skin of her inner thighs all the way to the crease of her hip. She saw his reflection behind her, saw his gaze drop to the juncture of her legs, and she swore she heard his breath hitch—a microscopic fracture in his iron control.

Elias knelt behind her. His hands found her back thigh, then her front, his thumbs gouging into the dense muscle of her hamstrings with a pressure that made her hiss. He pushed her torso forward into a pancake fold, pressing her chest toward her front leg until her forehead nearly touched her knee.

“Relax into it,” he said, his voice thick.

“I am relaxed,” she gasped, her face flaming against her shin. The position had driven the air from her lungs, and his weight behind her was a wall of solid mass. More than that, she could feel him—hard, thick, unmistakable—pressed against the small of her back through the thin layers of their clothes. He was aroused. The knowledge detonated something in her core, and she felt her arousal bloom in a hot, liquid rush, soaking the front panel of her leotard until she could smell her own scent mingling with the chalk and resin of the gym.

“You’re shaking,” he observed. His hands slid higher, no longer on muscle but on the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, rough thumbs stroking upward, upward, until they grazed the elastic leg openings.

“It’s hard,” she breathed.

“Everything about me is hard, Nadia. You’ve noticed.”

Her eyes flew to the mirror. Their reflection was obscene: her tiny, leotard-clad body folded in half and spread open, his massive frame caging her from behind, his dark head bowed over her smaller one like a gargoyle over a saint. His face was flushed, his jaw shadowed with two days of stubble, his eyes black with an intent that made her womb clench in helpless anticipation.

“Elias—”

“You’ve been pushing me for weeks,” he cut in, his hands sliding up her thighs until his thumbs rested on the elastic leg openings of her leotard. “Landing wrong on purpose. Wearing these fucking suits that barely cover you. Bending over the beam every chance you get. Putting your ass in my face during hip thrusts.” His thumbs edged under the fabric, grazing the very top of her groin, and she gasped, her hips jerking involuntarily. “What do you want?”

Nadia’s breath came in short, desperate bursts. Her flexibility had always been her weapon, but now it felt like a trap, rendering her immobile and exposed in his grip. She could feel the slickness between her legs, the swollen ache of her clit throbbing in time with her pulse. The chalk dust on her hands was forgotten.

“I want you to stop treating me like glass,” she said, her voice trembling but her gray eyes locked on his in the mirror. “I want you to fuck me like I’m already broken. I want you to use me, Coach. I want you to ruin my form.”

The silence shattered.

Elias’s hands left her thighs. For one heartbeat, she thought she had miscalculated, and shame crested in her throat like bile. Then his fist closed around the neckline of her leotard at the back, and he tore.

The fabric—engineered to withstand immense torque—parted with a shriek of elastic and thread. Cool air hit her bare back, her spine arching instinctively. He didn’t stop there. With two brutal yanks, he ripped the garment down her shoulders, baring her completely. Her small, firm breasts spilled free, the nipples dark and straining, each the size of a ripe berry. Her torso was a masterpiece of
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