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About This Book

She’s supposed to be whipping us into shape, but instead she’s whipping me for real while she treats my husband to her tight, athletic body.

Now it’s my job to clean up the mess he’s left behind inside her ass.  How else am I supposed to get my protein kick?
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“You don’t deserve this beautiful cock, you fat pig.  You’d probably try to eat it.”

Ethan groaned.

“Don’t come yet,” Paige said.  “I want to get it out of you, but not yet.”

She bounced a few times and then pulled up completely off Ethan.

“I do have a job for you actually, piggy,” Paige said.

She walked across to me and gripped my hair.  The buzzer sounded again, but the three of us were ignoring it now.  Circuit training was over.

“Here,” she said.  “Clean my pussy juices off his cock.  There’s a good slut.”

I opened my mouth and was about to suck, but Paige yanked at my hair again.

“Oooh,” I stumbled, looking up warily.

“Don’t fucking eat it.  Clean it, I said.  Lick me off him.”

I was tender and gentle now, teasing my tongue out and sliding it up slowly so that Paige could see the pooling of her juices before they settled in my mouth.

“Now swallow me down,” she said, relishing the act.

I kept it up until Paige’s pussy juice was replaced with my saliva.  Ethan lay back and enjoyed the whole thing wordlessly.  His eyes were on Paige the whole time, running over her butt and up over her curvy back and full, round tits.

“You want to see these?” she asked, noticing him staring.

Ethan nodded.

“Anything for my favorite,” Paige said, and she unfastened herself at the back.

Her training top burst open.  Of course, she had a huge pair of tits.  Her training bra had kept them pressed against her, but now they were free and full and just as impressive as the rest of her.

“You don’t get to see tits this good when Shelley takes her top off, do you Ethan?”

He shook his head and Paige looked at me for my reaction.  It stung, and I think my face showed it.  I grimaced as I continued to lick Ethan’s cock, waiting my next instruction.

“Off him now,” Paige said.

I continued to lick, trying one last act of defiance.  Paige put me in my place quickly, flashing the resistance band across my ass again and striking that same spot as before.

More pee flooded into my panties and my humiliation rose.  I’d barely worked up a sweat, but the fabric at my crotch was a deeper shade now.

“Every time I hit this fat bitch she pees,” Paige laughed.  “Maybe that’s it.  Maybe you’re just full of pee.”

I moved back and watched as Paige dropped again onto my husband, only this time her beautiful tits shook freely.  They bounced together gently as she started to bob.

Ethan was inside her again, and he was rubbing her butt and back as she faced away from him.  Paige took her hair out from its ponytail and shook it behind her.  She was like a swimsuit centerfold.

“Oh, Paige, you’re beautiful,” Ethan cooed, working his hips.
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It was a New Year’s resolution for Ethan and me.  We both wanted to get in better shape and thought joining the local gym might be the best way to do it.  It’s a massive cliché, I know, but there’s nothing like a new year to start a new thing.

They had these classes that you could join, and it seemed a perfect way to achieve our goal.  Left to our own devices, we’d never work so hard for ourselves as we would for another person.  The classes, we hoped, would give us some accountability.  They gave us something else entirely.

Without knowing any better, Brad and I picked circuit training for our first foray into exercise classes and boy did we get a trial by fire.

The instructor, Paige—a blonde, twenty-year-old vessel of athletic perfection—was tough on us right from the off.  I figured that might be why the class only had a total of three participants.

Nevertheless, my husband and I endured her motivational techniques until the hour was up.  She seemed much sterner on me and the other woman there, but after the lesson she was all smiles.

“How was that, Shelley?” she asked, all bubbly and approachable now.

“Hard,” I said, swallowing all the air I could.

“It’ll be like that for a while.  You’ll feel the burn tomorrow, I guarantee it.”

“I’m feeling it now,” Ethan laughed.

Paige joined in, giggling at him, and hitting him playfully.  I took a big gulp of water and watched suspiciously.  Ethan was in much better shape than me, that was for sure, and my confidence sometimes suffered when other women showed an interest.

“Well, I hope I’ll see you next week,” Paige said to both of us.  “Stick with it.  It gets easier, I promise.”

Paige was right about one thing; fuck, did it hurt.  The next day I could barely move without aching.  Ethan was the same.  We tried to stay as mobile as we could, keeping all our joints and muscles oiled, but it was all one big struggle.

“It’s insane, my first trip to the gym and now I can hardly walk.  It’s supposed to make us fitter, isn’t it?” I asked Ethan.  “Are you sure you want to go next week?”

“Definitely,” he said.  “I don’t want to let Paige down.”

“Sweet on her already?”

“I just want to be accountable,” Ethan said.  “I think it’s important to be accountable to someone if we can’t be accountable to ourselves.”

“Did you like her?” I asked.

“She’s good at what she does.”

“No, I mean, did you like her.  You think she was hot?”

“She’s attractive, honey, yes.  She works at the gym, what do you expect?”

I gave a sad pout and Ethan walked over to give me the attention I craved.  He put his arms on my shoulder and kissed the top of my head.

“I only have eyes for one woman,” he said.

I closed my eyes and willed myself to believe it.
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The next week at training, we walked into the room to find it almost empty.  Only Paige was there.

“Just us this week?” Ethan asked.

“Nicola just cancelled,” Paige said.  “Not to worry.  We can have fun.”

“I don’t have anywhere to hide this week,” I joked.

“No, you don’t,” Paige said, and it was tinged with unnerving seriousness.  “How’d you get on after last week?”

“I’ve only just learned to walk again,” Ethan joked, and Paige let out an animated laugh.

“I won’t go so hard on you this week,” she said to him.

“Me too I hope,” I said, laughing nervously.

“We’ll see.”

The session began and I immediately wanted the hour to be up.  We started at different stations, with Paige watching my husband do shoulder presses whilst I whipped the long, thick ropes that were attached to the wall.

I could feel it burning in my arms almost instantly, and I wanted to give up straight away.  Paige must have tuned into it because she was on me quickly.

“Come on, you can do it,” she said.  “Don’t let that voice win.  Listen to me, fatty.”

My brow furrowed.  “Hey ...”

“Hey what?  Come on, fatty.  I can’t keep calling you that if you get thin, can I?”

I stopped at the ropes.  “Is that what motivation is supposed to look like?”

I looked around her at Ethan, but he was still busily doing his shoulder-presses.  The buzzer sounded and he moved onto the next exercise in the circuit without pause.

“Come on, fatty,” Paige said.  “You wanna get thin?  You wanna look like me?  Then step it up.”

I walked slowly to the shoulder exercise that my husband had just finished.  The buzzer sounded again.

“Start,” Paige shouted.

My husband was quickly doing his sideways steps across two raised platforms, throwing in a push-up at either end.

“Start!” Paige shouted again.

I found myself submitting to her, and as I picked up the weights and started working, Paige began to smirk.

“There you go, pig.  We’ll have you looking better in no time.”

As Paige moved away, I looked to my husband for support, but he was in the zone.  His eyes didn’t falter.  They focused on the far wall as he kept his rhythm across the obstacle, earning high praise from Paige.

“Beautiful Ethan.  Just beautiful.  You keep that up and you might get a treat.”

Still Ethan’s gaze didn’t waver.  The buzzer sounded and he took a slow walk to the next obstacle, breathing deep.

I went to his previous station and gasped air, sucking in as much as I could before the second buzzer sounded.

“I want to see that fat jiggle, Shelley.  Let’s work it off you.  Come on!  Let’s get you in a better shape than round.”

I couldn’t believe my ears.  I’d never been so offended, but my husband’s lack of support made me think this was all part of Paige’s plan.

“You don’t step it up and I’m going to make you regret not trying,” she threatened.

I scoffed.  I was keen to see what her punishment might look like.

“You don’t deserve him,” she hushed, and the buzzer sounded right after.  “Start!”

Ethan was on his butt, moving the medicine ball over his torso while he kept his feet off the floor.  I started to do the steps over the platform, but my legs couldn’t keep up.

“Quicker!” shouted Paige.  “Quicker, fatty.  You’re gonna lose him.  You’re gonna lose him.”

My frown returned and I tried desperately to show Paige that I had what it took.  My movement was now an act of defiance, but all the will in the world couldn’t help me.

I tripped on the platform and stumbled over it, lying in a heap on the floor and looking up at Paige for help.

“Don’t look at me,” she said.  “You get yourself up, fatty.  I’m not here to help you, I’m here to make you help yourself.”

Ethan was the model student.  He continued his exercises with unwavering commitment.  Paige glanced over at him.

“I don’t even need to worry about Ethan, do I.  Look at him.  Look how beautifully he works.  That’s a man
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